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ITALUir  POETS.     HO.   m.— OUHH)  CATALCAKTI. 

Thus  bath  one  Guido  from  the  other  snatchM 
The  letterM  prize, — and  he  perhaps  is  bom 
Who  shall  drive  either  from  their  nest. 

%        Dants.  Purg.  c.  ix. 

Such  is  the  modest  pride  witii  which  Dante  anticipates  the  superiority 
of  his  own  renown  ; — adding,  however, 

^The  noise 

Of  worldly  fame  is  but  a  blast  of  wind 
That  blows  from  divers  points,  and  shifts  its  name 
Shifting  the  point  it  blows  from.     Your  renown 
Is  like  the  herb,  whose  hue  doth  come  and  go. 

.^nd  yet  he  endured  every  suffering  to  acquire  that  celebrity  which  he 
thus  pronounced  to  be  fluctuating  and  perishable.  The  two  Guldos, 
who  successively  inherited  and  enlarged  the  domain  of  the  Italian  lan- 
guage, had  a  competitor  of  the  same  name,  idiomatically  called  Guit- 
tooe,  bom  at  Arezzo,  a  short  time  after  the  twelflh  century.  To  him 
is  attributed  the  merit  of  having  reduced  the  sonnet  to  the  regular 
form  and  laws,  which  it  has  ever  since  retained.  Among  the  speci- 
mens of  Ids  talent,  some  are  wonderful  for  his  age :  we  refrain  from 
citing  them  through  the  fear  of  becoming  accomplices  in  what  we  sus- 
pect to  be  an  imposture.  To  prove  their  authenticity,  ancient  manu- 
scripts have  been  referred  to,  evidently  transcribed  long  before  the  in- 
Teation  of  printing ;  but,  as  the  language  had  attained  its  height  before 
that  event,  it  would  not  be  surprising  if  some  copyist  had  ascribed  to 
Mm,  through  mistake,  the  verses  of  a  later  poet ;  or  if  some  wit  had 
written  them  expressly  to  sport  with  the  credulitv  of  his  contempora- 
ries. But,  whether  a  blunder  or  a  hoax,  these  fragments  have  been 
carefully  cherislied  as  testimonies  by  the  Italians,  who,  not  content 
with  poesessing  a  beautiful  language,  arc  anxious  to  prove  that  it 
reached  perfection  a  century  before  Dante,  and  a  century  and  a  half 
before  Petrarch.  To  these  authorities,  Italian  scholars  in  England 
award  implicit  faith ;  nor  should  we  be  inclined  to  withhold  it,  if  the 
rudeness  of  the  other  productions  of  Guittone  Tthe  authenticity  of 
which  none  disputed  did  not  give  the  lie  to  those  elegant  lines  of  which 
the  national  vanity  has  availed  itself.  Besides,  if  Guittone  really  com- 
posed the  verses  in  question,  would  Dante  have  so  decidedly  written — 
"many  of  the  elder  time  cried  up  Guittone,  till,  truth  by  strength  of 
numbers  vanquished,  they  gave  him  the  prize."* 
The  eldest  of  the  three  Guidos  was  born  at  Bologna,  of  the  noble 
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family  of  Guinicelli,  and  died  in  1276.  It  is  of  him  that  Dante  says 
— ^'  Ha  iras  father  to  me,  and  to  those  my  betters,  who  have  ever 
used  the  sweet  and  pleasant  rhymes  of  love — 

Hia  dalcet  lays,  as  long 

As  of  our  tongue  the  beauty  does  not  fade,  t 

Shall  make  us  love  the  very  ink  that  traced  them.^^ 

Dante  was  not  a  critic  to  lavish  his  praises ;  he  never  flattered  the 
living,  and  why  should  he  flatter  the  dead?  Still  we  doubt  whether 
his  praises  would  be  justified  by  any  of  the  known  pieces  of  Guido 
Guinicelli.  The  following  stanza  is  part  of  a  canzone  on  the  loss  of 
his  mistress. 

Conforto  gii  conforto  Pamor  chiama, 
E  pieti  prega  per  Dio,  fatti  reato ; 
Or  y^  inchinate  a  el  dolce  pregbiera ; 
Spdgliatevi  di  questa  vesta  grama, 
Da  che  voi  sete  per  ragion  richiesto. 
Che  V  uomo  per  dolor  more  e  dispera. 
Con  voi  vedeste  poi  la  bella  ciera. 
Si  v^accogliesse  morte  in  disperanza, 
De  si  grave  pesanza 
Traete  il  vostro  cor  onnai  peir  Dio, 
Che  non  sia  cosi  rio 
Ver  V  alma  vostra  che  anoora  spiera 
Vederla  in  ciel  e  star  nelle  sue  braccia, 
Dunque  spene  dd  confortar  vi  piaccia. 

"  Comfort  thee,  comfort  thee,"  exclaimeth  Love ; 
And  Pity  by  thy  God  adjures  thee — "  rest." 
Oh  then  incline  thee  to  such  gentle  prayer ! 

Nor  Reason^s  plea  should  ineffectual  prove, 
Who  bids  thee  lay  aside  this  dismal  vest : 
For  man  meets  death  through  sadness  and  despair. 
Amongst  you  ye  have  seen  a  face  so  fair  : — 

Be  this  in  mortal  mourning  some  relief, 

And  for  more  balm  of  grief, 

Rescue  thy  spirit  from  its  heavy  load. 

Remembering  thy  God ; 
And  that  in  heaven  thou  hop^st  again  to  share 
In  sight  of  her,  and  with  thine  arms  to  fold, 
Hope  then ;  nor  of  this  comfort  quit  thy  hold. — Carey, 

Allowing  for  the  imperfect  state  of  the  language,  the  versification  and 
style  convey  with  sufiicient  clearness  the  ideas ;  and  these  are  at  once 
elevated  without  being  far-fetched,  and  natural  without  being  common. 
Pathos,  however,  belongs  to  all  time,  and  may  be  expressed  in  every 
language ;  yet  we  find  nothing  but  coldness  in  the  verses  of  Guinicelli. 
In  this  perhaps  we  are  wrong,  since  Mr.  Carey  has  thought  them  wor- 
thy, precisely  for  their  pathos,  to  be  inserted  among  those  extracts  of 
early  poetry  with  which  he  has  enriched  liis  translation  of  Dante.  It 
is  probable,  however,  that  the  best  pieces  of  Guinicelli  have  not  come 
down  to  our  times.  Another  Guido,  of  the  family  of  Ghisilien,  and 
his  fellow-citizen,  appears  to  have  been  his  formidable  rival  in  poetry ; 
but  the  Guido  who  ^^  snatched  from  him  the  lettered  prize^'  was  a  Flo- 
rentine, the  son  of  a  philosopher  and  statesman,  and  a  character  still 
interesting  to  poets,  critics,  historians,  and  philosophers,  and  one  who 
seemed  bom  to  exercise  a  vast  influence  over  his  contemporaries,  and 
to  be  remembered  by  posterity  not  so  much  for  any  great  achievement, 


v^' 


•> 


Guido  Cofoakcmti.  3 

or  any  distingoished  production  of  his  genius,  as  for  an  union  of  acci- 
dents, a  rare  assemblage  of  various  talents,  and  above  all,  for  that  in- 
explicable ascendancy  of  character  which  always  commands  admira- 
tion. True  or  false,  it  was  believed  at  that  time,  and  the  documents 
are  still  referred  to,  that  his  ancestors  came  into  Italy  with  Charle- 
magne, who  endowed  them  with  titles  and  estates. 

This  last  Guido  was  bom  in  what  Mr.  Sismondi  justly  calls  the  heroic 
age  of  Tuscany.  The  Ghibelline  party,  composed  of  the  feudal  aristo- 
cracy, having  been  expelled  from  Florence  by  the  Guelphs,  who  upheld 
the  popular  government,  the  nobles  of  the  Tuscan  cities  united  their 
forces,  and,  led  on  by  Farinata,  a  Florentine  nobleman  of  exaited  soul 
and  great  military  genius,  defeated  the  Guelphs  with  great  slaughter. 
Ai%er  the  victory  they  assembled  a  council,  where  it  was  agreed  by  all, 
that  to  maintain  the  power  of  their  party,  it  was  necessary  to  destroy 
Florence.  Farinata  alone  dared  to  oppose  the  general  decree,  and 
saved  his  native  city.  To  re-establish  peace  among  his  fellow-citizens, 
he  gave  his  daughter  in  marriage  to  Guido,  son  of  Cavalcante  Caval- 
canti,  the  leader  of  the  popular  party. 

This,  however,  did  not  restrain  Guido  from  attacking  several  of  the 
opposite  faction,  whom  he  accidently  encountered  on  horseback  ;  and 
though  wounded  in  the  affiray,  yet  such  were  the  apprehensions  his 
character  inspired,  that  during  his  pilgrimage  to  St  Jago  in  Spain,  hia 
adversaries  attempted  to  assawinate  hhn.  This  pilgrimage,  however, 
was  with  Guido,  (and,  perhaps,  with  others  of  that  age,)  a  name  which 
meant  nothing  more  than  a  tour :  indeed,  he  returned  from  his  devo- 
tional expedition  enamoured  of  a  young  woman  of  Toioaa,  whom  he 
calls  Ifandetta,  and  celebrates  in  strains  that  do  not  always  seem  in- 
jured by  a  platonic  sentiment 

In  on  boscfaetto  trovai  pastorella 

Pnk  cbe  la  stella  belln  al  mio  parere. 
Capegli  avea  biondetti,  e  ricciatelli, 

£  gli  occhi  pien  d^amor,  cera  rosata : 

Con  sua  verghetta  pasturaya  agnelU ; 

£  scabra,  e  di  ragiada  era  bagnata : 

Caatava  come  fotse  inaamorata, 

£ra  adornata  di  tatto  piacero. 
D^  amor  la  salutai  unmanteaente, 

£  domandai,  s^avesse  compagnia : 

£d  ella  ml  rispose  dolcemente, 

Che  sola  sola  per  lo  bosco  gia : 

£  disse :  tappi,  quando  V  augel  pia ; 

AUor  diiia  lo  mio  cor  drado  avere. 
Poiche  mi  diaae  di  ma  coadSuone, 

£  per  lo  bosco  augelU  udio  cantare, 

Fra  me  stessa  dicea :  qr  d  stagione 

Di  questa  pastorella  gioi^  pigUare : 

MercS  le  chiesi,  sol  che  di  baciare, 

£  d^  abbracciare  fosse  U  suo  volere. 
Per  man  mi  preso  d*  amorosa  voglia, 

£  disse,  che  donato  m*  avea  U  core : 

Menommi  sotto  una  freschetta  foglia, 

lA  dov^  io  vidi  fior  d  ^ogni  colore : 

£  tanto  vi  sentio  gioi^,  e  dolore, 

Che  Dio  d^  Amor  mi  parve  iyi  yedere. 
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In  the  depth  of  a  fhicket  a  maiden  I  found, 

More  fair  than  the  stars  of  the  tky  to  my  sight ; 
Her  delicate  curls  in  a  fillet  were  bound.^ 

And  her  cheek  was  all  freshness,  her  eyes  all  delight. 
With  a  crook  she  was  guarding  her  lambkins  from  roTing, 

Her  dear  little  feet  were  all  gemmM  with  the  dew ; 
And  she  carolled  a  lay — so  light-hearted  and  loving, 

That  caught  eren  Pleasure,  a»  roimd  her  he  flew. 
I  gazed,  till  enchanted  I  sprang  to  her  side, 

And  besought  her  to  say  where  her  mates  had  all  flown ; — 
''  Alas," — and  she  blushed  as  she  softly  replied, 

^'  I  roam  through  the  thickets  alone — all  alone  ! 
*'  And  whene'er — would  you  think  it  ? — I  hear  the  blithe  singing 

^^  Of  bfa'ds  as  they  flutter  from  bushlet  to  tree, 
^^  Then  deep  in  my  bosom  soft  wishes  are  springing ; 

'^  But  no  one,''  she  whispered,  ^^  comes  singing  to  me." 
•  ••••• 

The  elder  Cavalcanti  bore  the  reputation  of  having  pushed  the  study 
of  philosophy  to  heresy,  and  even  to  disbelief  in  the  immortality  of  the 
soul ;  and  it  would  seem  that  the  son  carried  his  scepticism  still  farther. 
Those  who  are  interested  in  the  history  of  religious  opinions,  we  would 
refer  to  the  Dictionary  of  Bayle,  art  Cavalcanti ;  for  ourselves,  we  are 
more  willingly  gratified  with  literature  and  manners,  and  believe  that 
our  object  will  be  better  attained  by  introducing  here  an  anecdote  con- 
ceming  Guido,  detailed  by  Boccaccio  : — 

''  Now  you  must  know,  that  in  times  past  there  were  many 
very  pleasant  and  praiseworthy  usages  in  this  fair  city,  of  which  none 
remain  in  our  days,  thanks  to  the  avarice  which  has  grown  up  with 
our  wealth  and  has  destroyed  them  all.  There  was  one  of  this  kind  : 
In  different  places  about  Florence  the  gentry  were  used  to  assemble  in 
companies  of  a  certain  number,  being  careful  to  include  such  only  as 
could  afford  the  necessary  expense.  It  was  their  wont,  each  in  his 
turn,  to  provide  a  feast  for  the  whole  company,  whereunto  they  invited 
such  strangers  of  note  as  might  chance  to  sojourn  in  the  city,  and 
sometimes  even  did  they  honour  the  citizens.  Moreover,  once,  if  not 
oflener,  in  the  year,  they  cloathed  themselves  in  fresh  and  like  apparel ; 
and  on  some  festival,  or  other  notable  day,  as  when  the  joyful  tidings 
of  any  victory  had  arrived,  did  they  ride  gallantly  armed  through  the 
city.  Of  these  companies  one  there  was  of  Messer  Betto  Brunelleschi, 
who  with  his  comrades  were  much  desirous  to  have  among  them  Guido, 
son  of  Messer  Cavalcante  de^  Cavalcanti  ;  and  with  good  reason,  for 
besides  that  he  was  one  of  the  best  logicians  that  the  world  had,  and 
very  famous  in  philosophy,  (of  which  things,  to  speak  advisedly,  the 
companies  took  small  account)  so  was  he  very  agreeable  in  his  speech 
and  well-mannered  in  his  actions,  and  knew  better  than  any  other, 
what  rightly  pertained  to  a  cavalier ;  he  was  very  rich  withall,  and  gra- 
cious in  his  address  to  such  as  he  wished  to  please.  But  Messer  Betto 
could  never  succeed  to  get  him  amongst  them ;  whereupon  he  thought 
that,  because  Guido  was  often  given  to  speculations,  therefore  he 
liked  not  to  commune  with  men.  It  was  whispered  too,  among  the 
commonalty,  that  he  held  to  the  opinions  of  Epicurus,  and  that  his 
speculations  aimed  to  prove  that  there  existed  no  God.  It  came  to 
pass  upon  a  day,  that  Guido  having  gone  out  from  his  dwelling  in  San 
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Itflchele,  and  through  the  Adimari,  which  was  his  accustomed  route, 
unto  San  Gioyanni,  where  were  many  great  arches  oflmarhle  (such  as 
are  now  in  Santa  Reparata),  he  staid  to  muse  hetween  the  columns  of 
porphjry  and  these  arches,  the  gate  of  San  Giovanni  heing  shut. 
Now  Messer  Betto  with  his  company  journeying  on  horseback  through 
the  piazza  of  Shnta  Reparata,  d^overed  Guido  among  the  sepulchres, 
whereupon  he  said  to  his  companions,  ^  Let  us  break  a  jest  with  him,' 
and  giving  spurs  to  their  horses  they  came  upon  him  unawares,  crying 
out,  ^  Ho,  there,  Master  Guido,  since  thou  dost  refuse  to  be  one  of 
our  company,  what  wilt  thou  do  when  thou  hast  assured  thyself  there 
is  no  God  V  Whereto  Guido,  seeing  that  he  was  enclosed  by  them, 
answered  readily, — '  Signors,  in  your  own  houses  ye  may  speak  as  ye 
list,'  and  placing  his  hand  on  one  of  the  great  arches  he  vaulted  nim- 
bly to  the  other  side  and  went  on  his  way.  Then  stood  they  staring 
one  on  the  other,  and  began  to  say,  ^  Of  a  surety  he  is  distracted,  for 
his  speech  lacketh  meaning,  inasmuch  as  we  have  no  more  concern 
with'  these  sepulchres  than  the  other  citizens  and  Guido  among  them.' 
To  the  which  replied  Messer  Betto, '  Ye  are  the  distracted,  that  ye 
have  not  comprehended  his  words,  which,  though  very  civil,  are  indeed 
very  pithy,  and  the  greatest  reproach  in  the  world.  See  ye  not  that 
these  arches  are  the  houses  of  the  dead,  because  they  are  put  here  to 
dwell  forever?  whereby  he  would  indicate  that  we  and  the  other  sim- 
ple and  unlearned  men  are  but  as  the  dead  in  comparison  with  him  and 
great  scholars,  and  therefore,  being  here,  that  we  are  in  our  own 
houses.' '  Then  comprehended  each  man  the  sense  of  Guide's  speech, 
and  took  sliame  upon  himself;  nor  did  they  in  aflter-time  break  any 
jest  vrith  Guido,  and  they  looked  upon  Messer  Betto  as  a  cavalier  of 
a  very  subtle  and  excellent  wit" 

The  character  of  Guido  Cavalcanti  was  so  strongly  marked,  that  his 
fellow-citizens  and  the  liistorians  of  his  times  all  agreed  in  their  man- 
ner of  pourtraying  it  "  He  was,"  says  Villani,  "  for  a  philosopher, 
skilful  in  many  pursuits;  but  somewhat  too  irritable  and  harsh." 
Dino,  another  eye-witness,  speaks  of  him  as  ^^  courteous  and  ardent, 
though  scornful,  solitary,  and  immersed  in  study  ;"  and  Dante  himself, 
who  possessed,  in  an  uncommon  degree,  the  same  good  and  bad  quali- 
ties, called  him  "  his  first  friend," — ^yielded  with  deference  to  his  lite- 
rary opinions,  and  stood  in  awe  of  his  remonstrances.  During  an  ac- 
cess of  idle  melancholy,  to  which  in  his  youth  he  was  often  liable  from 
his  too  strong  feelings,  he  was  severely  reproached  by  Guido  in  these 
lines: — 

lo  vengo  il  giorno  a  ie  infinite  volte 

E  trovoti  pensar  troppo  vilmente : 

Molto  mi  duol  della  gentil  taa  mente 

E  d^assai  tue  vertd,  che  ti  son  tolte. 
Solevati  spiacer  persone  molte ; 

Tuttor  fuggivi  la  noiosa  gente : 

Di  me  parlavi  si  coralmente, 

Che  tvtte  le  tue  rime  avea  accolte. 
Or  non  mi  ardisco,  per  la  vil  tua  vita, 

Far  dimostranza  chU  tuo  dir  mi  piaccia ; 

Ne  ^n  g^uisa  vegno  a  te,  che  tu  mi  veggi. 
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Whenever  I  Tisit  thee  day  after  day, 
Thy  thoughts,  thy  wishes,  all  debased  I  find : 
And  oh !  what  grief  to  see  that  noble  mind, 
And  all  thy  vanous  virtues,  fade  away. 

I  knew  thee  when  thy  scorn  in  withering  ray 
Fell  blasting  on  the  mean  and  idle  crew : 
And  when  of  me  thou  spok^st  with  friendship  true — 
Of  me,  who  loved  so  well  thy  lofty  lay. . 

^Tis  past,  and  I  despise  thee : — ^now,  I  dare 
Not  own  how  once  I  loved  thee  with  a  pride 
,  That  hoDourM  both ; — ^henceforth  my  only  care 

Will  be  thy  loathed  presence  to  avoid. 

We  are  indebted  to  Mr.  Hayley  for  a  spirited  yersion  of  the  follow- 
ing playful  sonnet,  addressed  by  Dante  to  Goido. 

Guido  vorrei,  che  tu,  e  Lappo,  ed  io 

Foasimo  presi  per  incantamento, 

£  messi  ad  un  vassel,  ch^  ad  ogni  vento 

Per  mare  andasse  a  voler  vostro,  e  mio ; 
Sicch^  fortuna,  od  altro  tempo  no, 

Non  ci  potesse  dare  impedimento : 

Anzi  vivendo  sempre  in  noi  talento 

Di  stare  insieme  crescesse  U  desio. 
£  Monna  Vanna,  e  Monna  Bice  poi. 

Con  quella  ch^  ^  ^n  sul  numcr  delle  trenta, 

Con  noi  ponesse  il  buono  incantatore : 
E  quivi  ragionar  sempre  d^amore : 

E  ciascuna  di  lor  fosse  contenta, 

Siocome  i^  credo,  che  saremo  noi. 

Guido !  I  wish  that  you,  Lappo,  and  I, 

By  some  sweet  spell  within  a  bark  were  placed, 

A  gallant  bark  with  magic  virtue  graced, 

Swift  at  our  will  with  every  wind  to  fly ; 
So  that  no  changes  of  the  shifting  sky, 

No  stormy  terrors  of  the  watery  waste. 

Might  bar  our  course,  but  heighten  still  our  taste 

Of  sprightly  joy  and  of  our  social  tie : 
Then  that  my  Bice,  Bice  fair  and  free, 

With  those  soft  nymphs,  on  whom  your  souls  are  bent, 

The  kind  magician  might  to  us  convey, 
To  talk  of  love  throughout  the  livelong  day ; 

And  that  each  fair  might  be  as  well  content. 

As  I  in  truth  believe  our  hearts  would  be. 

Philip  Villani,  the  son  and  nephew  of  the  two  Florentine  historians, 
in  giving  the  earliest  example  of  literary  history  and  criticism,  con- 
firmed .the  decision  of  the  learned  in  his  age,  who  pronounced  the  lyric 
pieces  of  Guido  equal  to  those  of  Dante.  Indeed  the  energy  and 
originality  which  form  the  two  characteristics  of  Dante^s  genius  appear 
still  more  strongly  in  the  lyrics  of  Guido,  but  always  deformed  by  a 
primitiye  rudeness,  which  Dante,  who  was  bom  twenty  years  later, 
more  successfully  avoided.  Guido  found  the  art  in  its  infancy,  and  in 
raising  it  to  adolescence,  displayed  greater  force  than  skill ;  but  in  the 
productions  of  Dante  strength  and  address  marched  with  an  equal  step, 
and  in  tempering  the  harshness  incident  to  all  early  poetry,  he  had 
the  sagacity  to  choose  the  style  of  Virgil  as  his  model.     Besides, 
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Dante  made  poetry  his  gtndy  and  his  chief  glory :  Goido,  aspirii^  to  a 
iiigher  repatation,  considered  the  single  merit  of  fine  poetry  as  insuffi- 
cient to  entitle  any  man,  even  Vii^l  himself,  to  rank  with  a  philoso- 
pher. 

Those  who  know  that  the  enterprise  of  subjecting  a  language  even  in 
the  height  of  its  perfection  to  a  system  of  rules,  demands  a  profound  in- 
sight into  the  operations  of  the  intellect,  will  agree  that  Guide  eyinced 
a  philosophic  mind  in  composing  a  grammar,  and  laying  down  the 
rules  of  correct  writing,  before  the  Italian  language  could  boast  of 
authors  of  commanding  example  and  authority.  The  ancient  Italians, 
cootent  with  eulogizing  this  treatise,  neglected  to  preserve  it  for  pos- 
terity ;  and  we  are  therefore  unable  to  judge  of  its  execution.  Of  his 
prose  writings  there  are  no  remains ;  but  the  praise  cannot  be  withheld 
from  him,  of  having,  at  least,  commenced  a  project  of  vast  utility, 
and  at  tlie  same  time  of  such  difficulty  that  it  could  not  be  brought  to 
any  maturity  before  the  golden  age  of  Leo  the  Xth.  Still,  that  which 
be  has  not  effected  by  his  theories  he  has  in  a  great  measure  accom- 
plished in  his  practice.  He  was  the  first  to  ennoble  the  language  with 
a  poetical  phraseology  and  versification,  and  except  his  too  great  love 
for  metaphysical  ideas  and  terms,  he  might  serve  as  a  model  for  any 
age.  The  following  sonnet  exhibits  in  a  striking  degree  the  exceW 
lences  and  the  defects  of  his  style. 

Chi  ^  que«ta,  che  yien,  ch^  ogni  liom  la  mira, 

£  far  di  claritJL  P  aer  tremare, 

£  mena  seco  Amor,  licchd  parlare 

NuU^  uom  DC  puote,  ma  ciascun  sospira  ? 
Ahi  Dio,  che  sembra  quando  gli  occhi  gira  ? 

Dicalo  Amor,  ch^  io  non  eaprei  contare : 

Contanto  d^  umilt^  donna  mi  pare 

Che  ciascon*  altra  in  ver  di  lei  chiam^  ira. 
Non  ai  porria  contar  la  sua  piacenza ; 

CV  a  lei  s'  inchina  ogni  gentil  vertute, 

E  la  beltate  per  sua  Uea  la  mostra : 
Non  fa  tl  alta  gi^  la  mente  nostra, 

£  non  B*  e  posta  in  noi  tanta  salute ; 

Che  pro{>riamente  n*  abbiam  conoscensa. 

Ah !  who  is  she  whose  beauty  wins  all  eyes, 
And  fills  with  tremulous  light  the  charmed  air, 
Leading  young  Love  with  her  ?  Ah  I  who  can  spare 
His  wonder  other  breath  than  deep-drawn  sighs  ? 

And  when  on  me  her  looks  in  softness  beam, 
My  rising  hopes  Love  only  may  declare ; 
And  such  a  quiet  meekness  doth  she  wear 
'That  other  dames  full  cold  and  haughty  seem. 

Her  graces  infinite  what  tongue  can  tell  ? 

While  gentlest  virtues  thronging  round  are  seen. 
And  Beauty  proudly  boasts  her  for  her  queen. 

Ne'er  did  our  hearts  with  such  emotions  swell. 
Nor  with  such  pure  and  passionate  feelings  glow, 
As  now,  when  gazing  oi|  her  charms  we  know. 

From  a  letter  6f  Lorenzo  de'  Medici,  which  we  shall  quote  here  in 
order  to  shew  this  renowned  patron  and  arbiter  of  literature  in  his 
less  known  character  of  critic,  we  learn  that  two  centuries  after  the 
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death  of  Goido,  the  most  illufltriouB  of  his  fellow-citizens  continued  to 
lament  him  as  if  he  had  but  recently  died.  It  is  addressed  to  the  son 
of  the  King  of  Naples.  ^'  The  most  eminent,  after  Dante  and  Pe* 
trarch,  is  the  delicate  Guido  Cavalcanti,  a  Florentine ;  ^  dextrous  dia- 
lectician, and  the  most  distinguished  philosopher  of  his  age.  He  was 
elegant  and  graceful  in  his  person,  noble  in  liis  descent ;  in  his  writings 
he  united,  beyond  all  others,  beauty,  ease,  and  originality ;  in  his  in- 
ventions he  was  sagacious,  splendid,  and  admirable ;  in  his  expression 
deliberate,  copious,  and  subUme ;  in  his  arrangement  regular,  wise,  and 
skilful.  All  these  happy  endowments  were  adorned  with  a  style  at 
once  sweet,  enchanting,  and  novel ;  and  if  they  had  been  displayed  in 
an  ampler  field,  would  undoubtedly  have  commanded  the  highest 
honours.  But,  above  all  his  other  works,  there  is  one  canzone,  in 
which  this  charming  poet  has  described  every  quality,  virtue,  and  pro- 
perty of  love.''  To  this  canzone  some  have  applied  the  epithet  dwine^ 
but  though  it  has  been  studied  for  centuries  by  many  acute  scholars,  we 
do  not  find  any  who  have  succeeded  in  understanding  it  Its  celebrity 
and  obscurity  have,  however,  given  birth  to  seven  long  commentaries, 
some  in  Italian,  others  in  Latin,  and  two  of  them  still  unedited ;  yet 
the  more  their  authors  have  paraded  their  metaphysics,  the  more  un- 
intelligible has  their  text  become.  Although  the  canzone  is  always 
printed  in  the  Appendix  to  every  edition  of  Petrarch,  who  seems  to 
have  held  it  in  much  esteem,  still,  for  the  last  two  centuries,  it  has  been 
more  frequently  spoken  of  than  read.  This,  indeed,  is  the  case  with 
all  of  Guide's  poetry.  Lorenzo  de'  Medici  seems  to  have  been  his  last 
panegyrist,  and  since  that  time  his  high  reputation  rests  rather  on  the 
magni  nominis  umbrd^  than  on  any  of  his  remaining  works. 

Some  of  the  compositions  of  Guido  were  published  by  fragments  in 
different  collections,  and  others  remained  unedited  until  1813,  when 
Signor  Cicciaporci  of  Florence  gathered  them  together  and  gave  them 
to  the  world  from  a  pious  duty  of  consanguinity ;  a  duty  which  would 
have  been  better  performed,  if  instead  of  a  long  and  useless  preface, 
he  had  prefixed  to  his  edition  an  accurate  biography  of  his  ancestor. 
Of  the  precise  date  of  his  birth  we  have  no  account :  the  year,  place, 
and  circumstances  of  his  death  are  equally  unknown.  Having  been 
exiled,  under  the  magistracy  of  Dante,  as  one  of  the  chiefs  of  the 
Guelph  party,  to  a  spot  infected  with  the  inalraria^  he  was  recalled,  on 
the  pretext  of  its  unhealthiness,  by  his  friend,  which  drew  upon  him 
the  imputation  of  partiality,  and  was  one  of  the  causes  of  his  own 
banishment.  From  this  year — the  last  of  the  thirteenth  century — we 
find  no  authentic  mention  of  Guido,  except  that  he  was  expelled  a 
second  time ;  and  from  a  poem,  composed  during  his  exile,  we  learn 
that  his  illness  left  him  few  hopes  of  life.  It  is  writt^  in  a  tone  of 
truth  and  passion,  which  gives  it  a  value,  in  the  absence  of  others,  as 
an  historical  document.  \Ve  shall  cite  from  it  some  passages,  and  the 
more  willingly  as  it  appears  to  be  one  of  the*  most  poetical  of  his 
compositions. 

Perch'  io  non  spero  di  tomar  giammai,  Since  these  eyea  no  more  shall  see 

Ballatetta,  in  Toscana,  My  native  fields  of  Tuscany, 

Va  tu  leggiera,  e  piana  Go,  little  Song,  and  softly  bear 

Dritta  alia  donna  mia.  Thy  homage  to  my  lady  fair. 
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Ta  Toce  ib^j^ttita,  e  deboletta, 
Ch*  esci  piangendo  dello  oor  dolente, 
Con  r  aaima,  e  con  questa  ballatetta 
Va  ragionando  della  stnitta  mente. 
Voi  troverete  una  donna  piacente 
IK  u  dolce  intelletto 
Che  -vi  tari  diletto 
Starle  daranti  ognora. 
Anima  e  tu  P  adora 
Sempre  nel  sao  valore. 
•  •  #  • 


And  thon^  O  Toice,  fhat  timid  art  and 
weak^ 
This  lad  and  lang^d  bosom  quit- 

With  thee  my  soul  ia  gently  flitting, 

Instruct  this  little  Song  to  speak 
Unto  my  mistress  meek, 

Of  its  master^s  faded  mind. 

There  a  lady  wilt  thou  find 
Gifted  with  a  sense  so  bright 
That  Hwill  be  thy  dear  delight 

To  live  with  her  forever. 

Soul,  thou  hast  with  passion  loved, 
All  her  fondness  thou  hast  proved. 

And  shalt  forget  her  never» 


Tn  sent],  ballatetta,  che  la  morte 
Mi  strioge  si,  c:he  vita  m^abbandona ; 
£  senti  come  M  cor  si  sbatte  forte 
Per  quel,  che  ciascun  spirito  ragiona : 
Tant'  e  distrutta  gii  la  mia  persona, 
Ch^  P  non  posso  soffrire : 
Se  tu  mi  vuoi  servire 
Mena  V  anima  teco, 
Mollo  di  cid  ti  preco, 
Qnando  usciri  del  core. 


Go,  little  Song,  the  hand  of  death 
Tells  me  life  u  hourly  fleeting : 
FeePst  thou  how  this  heart  is  beat- 

As  it  heaves  the  parting  breath  ? 
My  form  hath  wasted  all  away, 

And  I  cannot  suffer  more. 
Would^st  thou  longer  service  pay. 

Take  my  soul,  I  now  implore. 
When  it  quits  this  fragile  sphere, 
And  bear  it  to  my  lady  dear. 


PETER   PIKDARICS. 

The  Auctioneer  and  the  Lavyer, 

A  CiTT  Auctioneer,  one  Samuel  Stubbs, 
Did  greater  execution  with  his  hammer. 
Assisted  by  his  puffing  clamour. 
Than  Gog  and  Magog  with  their  dubs. 
Or  that  great  Fee-fa-fum  of  war, 
The  Sduidinavian  Thor, 
Did  with  his  mallet,  which  (see  Bryant's 
Mythology)  fell'd  stoutest  giants ; — 
For  Samuel  knockM  down  houses,  churches, 
And  woods  of  oak  and  elms  and  birches. 
With  greater  ease  than  mad  Orlando 
Tore  the  first  tree  he  laid  his  hand  to. 


He  ought,  in  reason,  to  have  raised  his  own 
Lot  by  kDocking  other^s  down ; 
And  had  he  been  content  with  shaking 
His  hammer  and  his  hand,  and  taking 
Advantage  of  what  brought  him  grist,  he 
Might  have  been  as  rich  as  Christie ; — 
But  somehow  when  thy  midnight  bell.  Bow, 
Sounded  along  Cheapside  its  knell. 
Our  spark  was  busy  in  Pall-mall 
Shaking  his  elbow, — 
Vou  IV.  No.  19.— 1822.  C 
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Markmg,  with  paw  upon  hia  maziard, 

The  turns  of  hazard ; 

Or  rattling  in  a  box  the  dice. 

Which  seemM  as  if  a  grudge  thej  bore 
To  Stttbbs :  for  often  in  a  trice, 
Down  on  the  nail  he  was  compellM  to  pay 
All  that  his  hanuner  brought  him  in  the  day. 

And  sometimes  more. 

Thus,  like  a  male  Penelope,  our  wight, 
What  he  had  done  by  day  undid  by  night, 
No  wonder,  therefore,  if,  like  her. 

He  was  beset  by  clamorous  brutes, 
Who  crowded  round  him  to  prefer 

Their  several  suits. 

One  Mr.  Snipps,  the  tailor,  had  the  longest 

Bill  for  many  suits— of  raiment. 
And  naturally  thought  he  had  the  strongest 

Claim  ibr  payment. 
But  debts  of  honour  must  be  paid, 
WhateVr  becomes  of  debts  of  trade ; 
And  so  our  stylish  auctioneer. 
From  month  to  month  throughout  the  year, 
Excuses,  falsehoods,  pleas  alleges. 
Or  flatteries,  compliments,  and  pledges. 
When  in  the  latter  mood  one  day. 
He  squeezed  his  hand,  and  swore  to  pay. — 
^^  But  when  ?^^ — ^^^  Next  month. — Tou  may  depend  on*t 
My  dearest  Snipps,  before  the  end  onH — 
Your  face  proclaims  in  every  feature. 
You  wouldnH  harm  a  fellow  creature — 
You  ^re  a  kind  soul,  I  know  you  are,  Snipps.^* 
^^  Ay,  so  you  said  six  months  ago. 
But  such  fine  words,  I  M  have  you  know. 

Butters  no  parsnips.*^ 

This  said,  he  bade  his  lawyer  draw 

A  special  writ. 

Serve  it  on  Stubbs,  and  follow  it 
Up  with  the  utmost  rigour  of  tiie  law. 

This  lawyer  was  a  friend  of  Stubbs, 

That  is  to  say. 

In  a  civic  way, 
Where  business  interposes  not  its  rubs ; 
For  where  the  main  chance  is  in  question, 
,  Damon  leaves  Pythias  to  the  stake, 

Pylades  and  Orestes  break. 
And  Alexander  cuts  Hephaestion ; 
But  when  our  man  of  law  mtui  sue  his  friends, 
Tenfold  politeness  made  amends. 

So  when  he  met  our  Auctioneer, 

Into  his  otttstretchM  hand  he  thnut  biz 

Writ,  and  said  with  friendly  leer, 
**'  My  dear,  dear  Stubbs,  pray  do  me  justice  ;— 

In  this  affair  I  hope  you  see 

No  censure  can  attach  to  i 
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DonH  entertain  a  wrong  impreision ; 

I  'm  doing  now  what  most  be  done 
In  my  profession.^^ 

^*  And  so  am  I,^^  Stubbt  aniwered  wilh  a  frown, 
80  dying  "  Going— going— going--^one !" 

He  ImockM  him  down  !— 


The  Gouty  Merchant  and  the  Stranger. 

Ijr  Broad-street  Boildings,  on  a  winter  night, 
Snug  by  his  parlour  fire  a  gouty  wight 
Sate  all  alone,  with  one  hand  rubbing 
His  leg  rolIM  up  in  fleecy  hose, 
While  rother  held  beneath  his  nose 
The  Pnblic  Iiedger,  in  whose  columns  grubbing, 
He  noted  all  the  sales  of  hops, 

Ships,  shops,  and  slops, 
Gum,  galls  and  groceries,  ginger,  gin. 
Tar,  tallow,  turmerick,  tuipentine,  and  tin« 

When,  lo !  a  decent  personage  in  black 

Entered,  and  most  politely  said, — 
^(  Your  footman.  Sir,  has  gone  his  nightly  track, 

To  the  King's  Head, 
And  left  your.door  ajar,  which  I 
Observed  in  passing  by, 
And  thought  it  neighbourly  to  gire  you  notice.^' 

^  Ten  thousand  thanks — ^how  very  few  get 

In  time  of  danger 

Such  kind  attentions  from  a  stran;;er ! 
Assuredly  that  fellow's  throat  is 
DoomM  to  a  final  drop  at  Newgate. 
He  knows,  too,  the  unconscionable  elf. 
That  there 's  no  soul  at  home  except  myself.'* 

*^  Indeed !''  replied  the  stranger,  looking  grave ; 

"•  Then  he 's  a  double  knave. 

He  knows  that  rogues  and  thieves  by  scores 

Nightly  beset  unguarded  doors ; 

And  see  how  easily  might  one 

Of  these  domestic  foes. 

Even  beneath  your  very  nose, 
Perform  his  knavish  tricks, — 
Enter  your  room  as  I  have  done, 
Blow  out  your  candles — thug — ^and  /&ia, 
Pocket  your  silver  candlestick. 

And  walk  oflf— <Aii#.^'— 

So  said— so  done— 4ie  made  no  more  remark. 

Nor  waited  for  replies. 

But  marcird  oflf  wiili  his  prize, 
Leaving  the  gouty  merchant  iu  the  dark. 


(  12) 
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Amokg  the  vorloufl  objects  of  pleasure  and  of  instruction  wliich  I 
proposed  to  myself  in  visiting  Paris,  one  of  the  cliief  was  the  gratifica- 
tion wliich  I  expected  to  derive  from  witnessing  the  performances  and 
cultivating  the  acquaintance  of  Talma.  I  arrived  in  the  French  capital 
in  September  1819,  and  easily  obtained  an  introduction  to  the  great 
actor,  who  is  remarkable  for  the  frankness  and  amenity  of  his  manners, 
and  the  readiness  with  which  he  communicates  information  upon  every 
subject  connected  with  his  profession.  He  had  just  returned  from  a 
circuit  through  the.  provincial  theatres,  where,  like  our  own  perfor- 
mers of  note,  he  had  reaped  a  golden  harvest,  of  which  it  was  said  he 
had  great  need,  for  he  is  possessed  with  a  mania  for  building,  and  lavishes 
in  the  indulgence  of  his  architectural  propensities  the  large  salary  paid 
to  him  by  the  crown,  which,  with  the  more  immediate  profits  of  his 
profession,  leave  him  an  income  of  above  4000/.  a-year.  He  had 
exceeded,  in  this  instance,  the  period  of  absence  usually  allowed  to 
actors  of  eminence.  I  saw  him  at  tills  moment  of  popular  exaspera- 
tion (for  the  French  public  are  jealous  of  their  rights  in  the  genius  of 
their  distinguished  artists^,  and  when  the  ultra  press  took  occasion  to 
vent  its  political  animosities  for  the  ofience  which  he  was  supposed 
to  have  committed  in  withdrawing  himself  from  the  admiration  of 
Paris,  to  dedicate  his  talents  to  the  more  ignoble,  but  more  profitable 
pursidt  of  provincial  applause.  It  is  scarcely  possible  that  in  England 
the  merits  of  an  actor  should  be  estimated  by  his  political  tenets,  or  that 
he  should  be  depreciated  or  extolled  in  a  public  paper,  according  to 
liis  sympathy  with  the  editor  in  questions  wholly  unconnected  with  the 
stage.  It  is  indeed  well  understood  that  an  eminent  performer  of  the 
day  occasionally  attributes  the  severity  of  some  articles  in  the  govern- 
ment journals  to  the  liberality  of  his  public  notions ;  but  it  is  pretty 
evident  that  no  one  annexes  the  least  importance  to  his  creed  upon  re- 
form with  the  single  exception  of  himself.  But  in  Paris  it  is  other- 
wise. The  spirit  of  faction  pursues  the  artist  with  as  much  inveteracy, 
as  the  senator,  and  Talma,  who  had  indeed  given  some  cause  of  com- 
plaint to  his  fellow-actors  by  his  departure  from  their  rules,  and  to  the 
public  by  the  splenetic  manner  in  which  he  received  an  intimation  of 
their  displeasure,  was  laid  open  to  invective  of  the  most  galling  and 
malignant  kind.  He  became  exasperated,  and  refused  to  act.  The 
committee  of  management  had  of  their  own  accord  put  his  name  into 
the  playbills,  and  given  notice  of  his  appearance  upon  several  occa- 
sions— he  announced  indisposition,  and  the  public  anger  was  roused  to 
an  excess,  which  the  misconduct  of  a  minister  would  scarcely  excite 
amongst  ourselves.  I  was  presented  to  him,  at  the  moment  that  he 
was  placed  in  this  embarrassing  condition,  and  when  I  had  an  oppor- 
tunity 6f  witnessing  his  genuine  character  as  brought  out  by  the  vehe- 
ment passions  and  resentments  by  which  he  was  infiamed  against  the 
persons  whom  he  designated  as  his  bitter  and  envenomed  foes.  His 
temperament  seemed  to  me  to  be  of  a  boiling  and  indomitable  qua- 
lity, and  he  gave  utterance  to  his  indignation  with  gesture  of  the 
most  impassioned  kind.  I  was  a  good  deal  surprised  at  his  communi- 
cativeness with  an  individual  with  whom  he  had  had  no  previous  ac- 
quaintance.   Among  the  many  grievances  to  which  he  alleged  that 
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he  was  perpetually  exposed,  he  particulaiiy  mentioned  the  manage- 
ment of  the  French  theatre,  which  is  indeed  extremely  liable  to  abase. 
It  Lb  composed  of  the  principal  performers,  both  male  and  female,  to 
whom  the  administration  under  the  control  of  one  of  the  ministers  is 
entrusted ;  and  those  who  know  any  thing  of  actors,  or  which  is  nearly 
the  same  tiling,  who  have  read  the  Third  canto  of  Don  Juan,  will  readily  < 
conjecture  how  many  and  how  deep  must  be  the  jealousies  and  animo- 
sities which  distract  this  strange  and  whimsical  republic.  In  no  other 
profession  are  IndiTldual  Tanities  brought  into  such  frequent  and  direct 
collision.  Theatrical  riyalry  recognizes  no  distinction  of  sex.  The 
deadliest  animosity  is  often  found  to  prevail  between  persons  who  are 
coodenmed  to  represent  the  most  impassioned  agonies  of  love.  It 
may  be  easily  imagined  that  a  commonwealth  composed  of  such  dis- 
cordant materials  is  exposed  to  perpetual  agitation.  For  the  purpose 
of  obviating  in  some  degree  the  evils  to  which  such  a  system  must  give 
rise,  a  rule  has  been  adopted  that  a  certain  class  of  parts  should  be  assign- 
ed to  each  performer,  from  which  he  can  never,  as  long  as  he  remains 
in  the  theatre,  either  ascend  or  fall.  Thus,  an  indisputable  possession 
of  some  of  the  noblest  provinces  of  the  drama  is  secured  to  mediocrity, 
and  it  becomes  almost  impossible  that  genius  should  make  its  escape 
beyond  the  very  limited  boundaries  to  which  it  may  have  been  origin- 
ally confined.  To  one  actor,  for  example,  are  allotted  the  parts  of  old 
men — another  is  the  perpetual  tyrant — a  third  the  eternal  lover  of  the 
stage — while  a  fourth  is  condemned  to  be  the  common  receptacle  of  all 
the  secrets  of  the  various  personages  involved  in  the  business  of  the 
play.  By  this  arrangement,  which  is  invariably  adhered  to,  if  a  new 
tragedy  is  to  be  acted,  the  author  is  never  consulted  as  to  the  disposi- 
tion of  the  parts :  they  are  not  awarded,  according  to  their  importance 
in  the  drama,  to  the  actors  best  calculated  for  their  enactment,  but  in 
exact  conformity  with  the  original  appropriation  established  at  the 
theatre.  A  French  performer  talks  of  a  character,  which  he  thinks 
himself  entitled  to  represent,  as  a  portion  of  his  property,  and  con- 
eiders  that  it  belongs  to  him  as  exclusively  as  one  of  the  dresses  of 
his  wardrobe.  The  consequence  of  this  very  preposterous  regulation 
is,  that  very  inferior  actors  constantly  represent  the  most  conspicuous 
personages  in  the  play ;  and  on  the  other  hand,  no  matter  what  indi- 
cations of  genius  an  actor  may  evince  in  the  performance  of  some  hum- 
ble part,  he  cannot  expect  a  more  favourable  occasion  for  the  display 
of  his  powers,  but,  once  bound  to  the  oar,  can  never  be  loosened  from 
his  £ate.  I  inquired  of  Talma,  whether,  if  an  actor,  who  had  upon 
his  first  admission  upon  the  Parisian  boards  been  condemned  to  the 
part  of  confidante — the  tame  trustee  of  all  the  mysteries  of  a  French 
tragedy— were  to  manifest  in  bis  humble  sphere  strong  glimpses  of  ge- 
nius, he  would  not  be  suffered  by  the  committee  to  make  an  experi- 
ment in  the.  performance  of  some  part  which  might  afford  a  scope  for 
the  evidence  of  superior  power.  He  answered,  that  it  was  hardly  pos- 
sible ;  and  stated  as  an  instance  of  the  hardships  to  which  he  was  him- 
self condenmed,  that  there  were  several  tragedies  which  he  wished  to 
have  had  revived,  but  that  as  it  happened  that  the  principal  parts  did 
not  belong  to  the  class  of  characters  which  had  first  fallen  to  his  lot,  his 
object  could  not  be  accomplished ;  and  thus,  to  gratify  the  jealousies  of 
actors,  some  of  the  master-pieces  of  the  French  scene  are  excluded 
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from  the  stage.    He  purticniarly  mentioned  Athidie,  in  which  the  part 
of  the  high  priest  is  so  conspicuous,  and  tliat  upon  liis  having  suggested 
its  restoration,  the  actor  who  enjojs  a  sort  of  copyhold  in  the  pontifical 
characters,  had  interposed  liis  customary  right,  and  claimed  Joah  as 
his  own.    This  circumstance  prevented  the  revival  of  the  play.    The 
actor,  who  is  a  person  of  no  ability,  retained  his  prerogative,  and 
Racine^s  chef-<l^aeuvre  remained  in  exile  from  the  stage.    I  asked  him 
why  he  performed  Marigny  in  Raynouard^s  tragedy  of  the  Templars, 
as  I  conceived  the  grand  master  the  better  part :  to  which  he  assented, 
and  alleged  the  same  absurd  jealousy  as  the  motive  for  his  not  liaving 
been  permitted  to  act  it.    At  the  time  of  my  first  introduction   to 
Ts^lma,  he  had  had  several  differences  with  his  brethren-of  the  buskin 
upon  the  grounds  I  have  alluded  to ;  and  the  animosity  which  they  ex- 
cited in  his  mind,  and  to  which  the  public  complaints  against  his  con- 
duct had   made  no  inconsiderable  addition,  induced  him  to  think  and 
represent  himself  as  persecuted  and  unhappy.     He  expressed  a  strong 
disrelish  for  his  profession,  as  almost  all  men,  but  especially  actors, 
are  in  the  haUt  of  doing ;  for  they  furnish  the  best  commentary  on 
Horace's  satire  upon  that  singular  propensity  of  our  nature.    He  said 
that  when  a  young  man,  he  felt  an  intense  pleasure  in  acting,  but  that 
use  had  worn  it  away.     Upon  my  inquiring  of  liim  whetli^r  he  was 
moved  in  the  personation  of  the  terrible  passions,  in  which  his  chief 
excellence  consists,  he  answered  that  when  he  first  performed  a  cha- 
racter requiring  great  emotion,  he  entered  in  imagination  into  the 
feelings  which  he  undertook  to  delineate,  but  that  gradually  the  im« 
pression  passed  away,  and  that  when  he  appeared  to  be  rapt  in  the 
very  ecstasy  of  passion,  he  was  in  reality  quite  insensible  and  calm. 
To  this,  however,  I  did  not  yield  my  implicit  faith ;  and  upon  another 
occasion  he  intimated  that  all  his  power  arose  from  the  faculty  of  self^ 
excitation,  and  that  he  traced  whatever  talent  he  possessed  to  the  in- 
tensity of  his  emotions,  and  to  no  other  source.    It  is  indeed  from  the 
boiling  springs  about  the  heart  that  all  true  genius  must  take  its  rise. 
I  had  an  opportunity  of  witnessing  on  the  very  first  day  of  my  ac- 
quaintance, an  example  of  that  excitability  of  temperament,  of  which 
he  afterwards  spoke.    A  gentleman  of  considerable  rank  in  the  literary 
circles,  waited  upon  Talma,  for  the  purpose  of  remonstrating  against 
his  obstinacy  in  refusing  to  appear.     He  addressed  him  in  the  tone  and 
language  of  unaffected  regard.     I  proposed  to  leave  the  room,  as  I 
conceived  the  subject  a  deUcate  one  ;  but  Talma  requested  me  to  stay. 
A  conversation  ensued  between  the  two  friends,  which  gradually  rose 
from  warmth  into  intemperance,  and  the  actor  was  soon  transporteli  into 
emotions  almost  as  vehement  as  i  ever  saw  him  exhibit  upon  the  stage. 
This  anger  was  not  merely  French  :  it  was  the  result  of  that  prompti- 
tude to  feel  which  became  habitual  in  the  exercise  of  his  art,  and  which 
followed  him  into  the  ordinary  intercourse  of  private  life. 

Having  had  mahy  occasions  to  meet  Talma,  I  tried  to  direct  the 
conversation  towards  topics  more  immediately  connected  with  his  pro- 
A^Hsioii,  and  gleaned  from  him  opinions  which  may  be  attended  with 
^ome  interest,  not  so  much,  perhaps,  from  their  own  intrinsic  valuo, 
as  from  the  eminence  of  the  person  by  whom  they  were  expressed. 
He  seemed  to  mc  competent  to  form  some  judgment  of  our  distin- 
guished English  actors ;  for  he  understood  our  language,  and  even 
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spoke  it  with  propiietj,  although  with  a  French  int(»iatioo.  He  had 
spent  some  jean  of  hh  early  life  in  London,  and  I  ohserved  that  his 
sister,  Madaime  Dncis,  who  is  married  to  the  painter  of  that  name,  (a 
nephew  of  the  late  poet^,  spoke  English  with  such  purity  and  ease,  that 
she  might  readily  haye  oeen  mistaken  for  an  English  woman.  Talma 
intimated  a  strong  desire  to  play  Hamlet  in  London.  The  idea  had 
heen  originally  suggested  to  him  hy  Helen  Maria  Williams,  into  which 
he  entered  with  enthusiasm,  and  actually  underwent  a  course  of  minute 
preparation,  under  the  tuition  of  an  English  actor,  who  happened  to  he 
in  Paris  at  the  time  that  he  indulged  in  the  notion  that  he  could  win 
the  reluctant  approbation  of  an  English  auditory,  of  which  he  seemed 
to  be  peculiarly  ambitious.  I  requested  him  to  repeat  ^^  To  be,  or  not 
to  be.^^  He  readily  complied,  and  delivered  it  in  a  manner  perfectly 
original,  and  which,  with  some  appearance  of  strangeness,  was  power- 
ful and  impressive  in  the  highest  degree.  It  would  not  have  produced 
a  great  effect  upon  the  mass  of  auditors  in  one  of  our  own  theatres,  but 
a  discriminating  actor  would  have  found  in  it  much  for  study,  and  even 
for  imitation.  It  was  at  once  solemn  and  abrupt.  The  pauses  were 
long,  but  the  utterance  was  sudden  and  occasionally  precipitate. 
There  was  an  earnestness,  and,  if  I  may  so  say,  an  impatient  curiosity 
in  his  investigations  of  the  mysteries  of  the  grave,  which  he  seemed  to 
open  and  search  like  one  looking  for  its  secrets,  like  a  treasure,  in  its 
dark  and  impenetrable  depth.  Yet  there  was  no  less  of  dignity  in  this 
impassioned  scrutiny.  He  was  more  swift  than  hurried.  His  images 
appeared  to  pass  like  the  shadows  of  rapid  clouds,  over  an  elevated 
mind.  He  seemed  to  spring  with  one  bound  over  the  dark  boundaries 
which  separate  us  from  futurity,  and  to  traverse  vast  tracts  of  medita- 
tion in  a  single  thought.  It  was  not  exactly  consistent  with  our  own 
notions  of  Hamlet,  but  it  was  a  noble  portraiture  of  a^  man  holding 
discourse  with  death ;  and,  to  use  an  expression  of  Madame  de  Stael, 
^  interrogant  la  pensee  sur  le  sort  des  mortels.^'  Of  our  Kemble  he 
spoke  in  terms  of  the  highest  and  most  unaffected  praise,  although  I 
conld  perceive  that  he  considered  him  his  rival.  Coriolanus,  he  said, 
was  a  master-piece,  which  evinced  an  union  of  the  highest  genius  with 
the  most  consummate  art.  Kemble,  however,  in  Us  opinion  would 
not  have  reached  to  eminence  upon  the  French  stage,  on  account  of 
the  feebleness  of  his  voice, — an  obstacle  which  is  insurmountable  in 
France,  where  the  recitation  of  verse,  from  the  peculiarity  of  its  con- 
struction, requires  an  organ  of  great  depth  and  power.  He  acknow- 
ledged the  genius  of  Kean,  but  objected  to  his  mannerism  and  extra- 
vagance. I  found  him  quite  alive  to  the  distinguished  merits  of  Miss 
O^'Neill,  for  he  said  that  in  domestic  pathos  she  was  unequalled.  A 
singular  circumstance  was  mentioned  by  him  as  a  proof  of  her  great 
talents.  Some  French  ladies  accompanied  him  while  in 'London  to 
witness  her  performance  of  Isabella,  and  had  previously  formed  a  de- 
termination to  receive  no  pleasure  from  any  thing  so  barbarous  as 
English  acting.  For  some  time  they  kept  their  resolution,  and  as  they 
did  not  understand  a  word  of  the  play,  their  impression  was  but  slowly 
removed,  until  at  last  Nature  asserted  her  prerogative,  and  tears  afforded 
them  attestation  of  the  indisputable  powers  of  that  impassioned  mistress 
of  her  delightful  art. 
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Of  the  German  actors,  Talma  said  little,  with  the  single  exception  of 
the  great  Prussian  performer,  Iffland,  whom  he  represented  as  a  man 
of  singular  ability,  and  as  excelling  in  the  delineation  of  domestic 
feeling  and  character,  especially  in  the  performance  of  his  own  dramas, 
in  which  he  put  out  his  noblest  energies.  Talma,  in  speaking  of  the 
German  and  English  stages,  took  occasion  to  observe  upon  the  great 
advantages  which  they  afforded  to  the  actor,  both  from  the  strength 
and  variety  of  the  situations,  and  the  unshackled  freedom  which  they 
permitted  him  to  enjoy  in  the  indulgence  of  his  own  invention.  In 
France  it  is  limited  and  fettered  by  that  sense  of  biemSance^  which,  iT 
it  restrain  the  commission  of  great  faults,  imposes  a  check  upon  the 
natural  flight  of  genius,  and  condemns  it  to  an  humble  sphere.  He 
had  made  many  efforts,  he  said,  (and  had  in  part  succeeded)  to  liberate 
the  theatre  of  his  country  from  those  traditionary  sophistications  by 
which  it  was  enslaved.  He  had  changed  the  whole  system  of  recitation, 
and  had  contrived  a  method  by  which  the  rhyme  of  French  tragedy 
was  more  or  less  disguised.  In  his  opinion,  there  could  be  no  French 
verse  without  it ;  but  he  thought  that  it  should  act  upon  the  ear  with- 
out awakening  a  sense  of  its  existence ;  and  that  the  pleasure  which  a 
judicious  declamation  was  calculated  to  supply,  should  be  unaccom- 
panied by  any  consciousness  of  the  means  by  which  it  was  produced. 
Talma,  from  his  first  advances  towards  celebritv,  endeavoured  to  effect 
a  great  change  in  French  acting.  He  threw  off  many  of  the  pompous 
forms  of  tragic  enunciation,  and  assimilated  in  a  greater  degree  the 
recitation  of  verse,  with  the  measure  of  ordinary  discourse.  He  re- 
medied the  imperfections  of  the  metre,  which  he  was  reluctantly  com- 
pelled to  allow,  by  h^  bold  approaches  to  the  familiarity  of  natural 
speech.  The  pause  at  the  third  foot,  and  the  alternation  of  masculine 
and  feminine  rhymes,  were  lost  in  Iiis  intrepid  declamation.  By  a  just 
sacrifiGe  of  melody  to  force,  he  broke  the  couplet  into  energy  and 
power.  Talma  may  indeed  be  justly  designated  as  the  actor  of  fiie  re- 
volution. His  mind  broke  out  in  its  intensity  at  that  period  of  excita- 
tion, so  favourable  to  the  developement  of  his  strong  and  gloomy  fa- 
culties ;  for,  if  I  may  use  the  expression,  there  was  a  lurid  light  in 
his  genius,  of  a  quality  peculiarly  calculated  to  shine  in  those  dark  and 
tempestuous  times.  The  familiar  and  almost  daily  indulgence  of  the 
fiercer  passions  begot  a  corresponding  avidity  for  emotion  in  the  pic- 
tures of  ideal  life  ;  and  men  entered  the  theatre  with  a  predisposition, 
and  even  a  craving  for  excitement,  which  they  had  derived  from  the 
contemplation  of  those  dreadful  scenes,  in  which  they  had  not  only  beea 
spectators,  but  had  borne  so  disastrous  a  part  They  looked  for  fiction 
upon  the  stage  as  terrible,  as  the  reality  to  which  they  had  been  pre- 
viously habituated,  and  they  found,  in  the  spirit  of  Talma,  a  fitting^ 
comment  for  what  they  saw  and  felt  sibout  them.  His  genius  admi- 
nistered to  their  appetite  for  emotion.  In  his  terrible  personations, 
the  public  man  beheld  his  own  image.  Full  of  turbulence  and  gloom, 
he  saw  exhibited,  in  a  faithful  mirror,  those  modifications  of  nature 
which  the  great  events  upon  the  theatre  of  human  affairs  had  contributed 
to  produce.  Talma  would  not,  perhaps,  have  risen  to  celebrity  in  times 
of  a  more  subdued  and  pacific  character.  Had  he  lived  in  the  midst  of 
the  frivolous  gaiety  of  the  former  monarchy  of  France,  he  would  have 
found  no  field  for  the  manifestation  of  his  talents.     He  would  not  have 
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been  in  imiBOii  with  the  pablic  feeling.  His  manner  would  have  been 
condemned  for  bad  taste  and  exaggeration,  and  he  would  haye  been 
proscribed  for  his  adventurous  innovations.  To  this  day  the  adherents 
to  the  old  school  of  politics  and  literature  (for  it  is  remarkable  that  the 
supporters  of  the  one  are  equally  devoted  to  the  other)  manifest  their 
dlsUste  in  a  querulous  sort  of  criticism  of  this  great  and  original  actor. 
They  consider  his  genius  as  tainted  with  the  revolution,  and  are  as 
fully  convinced  that  the  aneien  regime  should  be  restored  at  the  thetf- 
tre,  as  at  the  Louvre.  They  talk  of  the  good  old  times  of  Le  Kain, 
and  of  La  Rive,  and  lament  the  barbarous  degeneracy  of  the  age  in 
many  a  pathetic  reminiscence  of  a  better  day.  His  gesture,  gait,  and 
aspect,  famish  them  with  topics  of  mournful  comparison  with  the  far 
vourites  of  their  younger  years^  and  they  remain  unmoved,  or  at  most 
but  shn^  their  shoulders  with  the  habitual  demonstration  of  contempt, 
while  the  revolutionary  a^^tor  traverses  the  stage  in  the  whirlwind  of 
passioD,  merging  the  dignity  of  the  monarch  in  the  vehement  emotions 
of  the  man,  and  presenting  in  his  countenance,  in  a  terrible  succession, 
the  rapid  vidssitude  of  thos^  stormy  feelings,  which  it  is  his  chief 
pride  and  noblest  faculty  to  paint  But  upon  the  great  mass  of  spec- 
tators he  exercises  a  magical  dominion.  •  To  men  who  court  a  fami- 
liarity with  terror,  he  bffers  at  every  moment  new  materials  for  asto- 
nishment and  pleasure,  and  they  gaze  upon  his  terrible  delineations  in 
mute  and  marvelling  delight  The  cavern  of  a  magician  is  not  more 
silent  than  the  Parisian  theatre,  when  this  great  enchanter  awakes  the 
furies,  and  calls  up  the  passions  from  their  dark  abysses  in  the  human 
heart  It  is  not  wonderiul  that  he  should  have  gained  so  unequalled  a 
reputation  with  the  French  people,  by  the  display  of  those  extraordinary 
faculties  with  which  their  own  feeUngs  sympathized  so  well.  He  ac- 
cordingly attained  a  station  in  society  which  had  never  been  reached  by 
any  other  actor,  aud  the  blot  upon  his  profession  was  in  part  worn  away. 
His  intimacy  with  Bonaparte  too  gave  him  a  consideration  independent 
of  ids  theatrical  fame.  The  partiality  of  the  en^eror  for  the  stage,  and 
his  love  of  dramatic  literature,  which  he  continued  to  protect,  when  by 
a  singular  inconsistency  he  discountenanced  every  other  branch  of  po- 
lite learning,  raised  him  into  estimation  at  the  court  Talma  had  been 
intimate  with  Bonaparte  when  the  latter  was  a  subaltern  in  the  army ; 
and  to  his  honour,  their  friendship  lasted  during  his  elevation,  and 
survived  his  faU. 

Talma  mentioned  to  me  some  singular  circumstances  of  Bonaparte, 
which  maybe  of  interest,  as  they  are  derived  from  an  authentic  source. 
The  early  acquaintance  of  Talma  with  Bonaparte  originated  from  his 
{»8sion  for  the  stage.  Talma  had  an  opportunity  of  gratifying  it,  by 
giving  him  free  admissions,  when  the  finances  of  the  "  emperor  to  be" 
were  too  limited  for  a  frequent  indulgence  in  what  every  Frenchman 
considers  as  almost  a  necessary  of  life.  Their  acquaintance  soon 
ripened  into  familiarity,  and  the  hours  which  were  not  devoted  to  their 
respective  professions,  were  often  passed  together.  They  used  fre- 
quently to  stroll  through  the  streets  of  Paris  in  the  evening.  Bona- 
parte was  so  immoderately  fond  of  coffee,  that  he  could  not  refrain 
from  entering  every  tavern  by  which  they  passed,  in  which  his  favourite 
beverage  could  be  procured.  His  love  for  it  arose  from  its  exciting 
qualities.  Ailer  he  had  swallowed  large  draughts,  and  when  his  spirits 
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were  awakened  into  nnusnal  viTadty,  he  iodolged  in  all  dorta  of  atif- 
bitiooa  apecoiation.  His  friend  could  not  help  smiEng  at  the  confidence 
with  which  he  predicted  his  future  greatness,  for  he  was  ever  com- 
mercing with  futurity,  and  by  anticipation  was  already  a  great  man. 
All  his  notions  were  vast  and  daring;  and  he  expressed  himself  in 
wild  and  dreamy  imagery,  which  was  well  suited  to  his  high  and  aspiring 
thoughts.  Tahna  said,  that  at  this  time  his  conversation  was  nearly 
Ossianic,  from  which  I  took  occasion  to  inquire  from  him  if  it  was  true 
that  Bonaparte  had  so  much  partiality  for  the  writer,  whom  he  little  sus- 
pected for  a  modem  Scotchman,  who  had  arrayed  his  conceptions  in 
the  mists  of  his  own  grey  hills,  and  contrived  to  impose  upon  ^e  world 
in  this  ingenious  and  fantastic  masquerade.  Talma  did  not  seem  to  be 
quite  pleased  at  my  being  so  incredulous  of  the  authenticity  of  the  fa- 
vourite author  of  fcds  imperial  friend ;  for  he  assured  me,  tbat  from  the 
earliest  period  of  their  acquaintance,  he  remembered  Bonaparte^s  pas- 
sion for  what  he  considered  as  among  the  sublimest  fragments  of  an- 
tiquity^  He  used  to  carry  a  small  edition  of  Ossian  about  him.  No 
doubt,  the  style  more  or  less  communicated  something  of  its  own  colour 
to  his  mind ;  and  we  may  account  for  the  occasional  hyperboles  to  be 
found  in  his  public  documents,  by  referring  them  to  that  very  likely 
source.  I  asked  Talma  whether  Bonaparte's  temper  was  as  violent  be^ 
fore  he  attained  his  elevation,  as  it  was  said  to  have  been  afterwards. 
He  denied,  and  that  with  no  little  warmth,  that  his  temper  had  ever 
been  remarkable  for  its  vehemence,  and  asserted,  that  on  the  contrary, 
though  subject  to  gusts  of  a  sudden  and  transitory  kind,  he  was  ge^ 
neraiiy  gentle,  and  exceedingly  good-natured.  As  a  proof  of  it,  he 
mentioned  the  deep  attachment  of  all  those  who  were  immediately  about 
his  person.  Talma  was  often  much  affected  in  speaking  of  the  man, 
who  had  loaded  him  with  favours,  and  upon  one  or  two  occasions  he 
was  moved  even  to  tears.  He  could  not  help  admitting  the  evils  which 
Bonaparte  had  indicted,  and  that  he  was  a  foe  to  liberty ;  but  at  the 
same  time  he  said,  that  those  who  knew  him  best  indulged  in  the  hope 
that  age  might  have  calmed  his  ambition,  and  given  his  mind  a  more 
pacific  cast — an  opinion  which,  from  politeness,  i  did  not  care  to  con- 
trovert. Talma  always  found  a  ready  access  to  Bonaparte,  even  in 
the  days  of  his  loftiest  prosperity.  The  emperor  used  to  chat  with 
him,  with  all  the  familiarity  of  an  old  acquaintance ;  he  inquired  mi- 
nutely into  all  the  concerns  of  the  theatre,  and  dwelt  upon  the  subject 
with  a  real  and  unimpaired  delight  Comeille  was  Bonaparte's  fa- 
vourite dramatist ;  and  of  all  Ms  works,  he  chiefl^y  admired  Cinna.  it 
occurred  to  me  indeed,  when  I  saw  that  noble  tragedy,  that  the  senti- 
ments it  conveyed  must  have  been  greatly  agreeable  to  him,  as  the 
evils  of  a  republic,  and  the  necessity  tiiat  one  strong  hand  should  seize 
the  reins  in  turbulent  and  distracted  times,  are  strongly  inculcated. 
Talma  played  Augustus  for  the  first  time  whilst  I  was  in  Paris,  and  to 
Lafond,  who  had  till  then  performed  the  former  part,  Cinna  was  cono- 
mitted.  There  was  a  rivalry  between  the  two  actors,  which  gave  ad- 
ditional interest  to  the  performance.  Tabna  soon  left  competition  at 
an  immense  distance,  and  carried  all  the  applauses  of  the  house,  which 
was  crowded  to  excess.  The  deepest  emotion  was  produced  among 
the  spectators,  by  the  many  references  to  the  scenes  of  Roman  con- 
ception, which  afforded  a  |^ainful  association  with  what  they  had 
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thezDselFes  m>  recently  beheld.  The  terrific  descriptioDS  of  the  poet, 
giyen  with  all  the  power  of  the  most  masterly  deciamatioii,  approached, 
at  moments,  to  the  vividness  of  reality.  Scarce  a  sentiment  was  ut- 
tered which  did  not  find  an  echo  in  every  bosom  around  me,  and  I  could 
not  refrain  from  praying,  that  in  the  theatres  of  my  own  country  I 
should  never  be  a  wihiess  to  emotions  derived  from  any  kindred  cause. 
Talma  appeared  to  me,  in  his  personation  of  Augustus,  to  aim  at  pre- 
senting some  shadows  of  Bonaparte.  Indeed  there  was  a  vehemence 
and  abruptness  in  his  acting,  so  little  conformable  with  my  own  ideas  of 
the  character,  that  I  was  satisfied  that  he  intended  to  pourtray  the  great 
product  of  the  revolution.  Talma  afterwards  mentioned  that  Cinna 
was  the  plc^  which  Bonaparte  chiefly  liked ;  and  that  one  day,  after 
witnessing  its  representation,  he  mentioned,  Uiat  the  depth  and  justice 
of  the  poStical  Reflections  which  every  where  occur  in  the  writings  of 
ComeUle,  had  so  much  impressed  him  with  admiration  for  the  genius 
of  the  poet,  that  if  he  had  been  living  in  his  time,  he  would  have  made 
him  his  prime  minister.  S. 
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Ko.  n. 

Miss  Ma&t  BjlI.];.  to  Miss  Jaitx  Jurnvs. 

Bkab.  Jane,  we  rcachM  Parii  as  day'liglit  wai  cloringi 

And  its  aspect,  to  use  a  French  phrase,  was  imposing. 

Its  magnificent  portals,  nu^estic  and  wide, 

Throngfa  which  Temple*bar  without  stooping  might  Hde-^ 

Its  houses  of  soch  Brobdienagian  height 

That  thej  make  Portland-place  LiUipatiaa  quite,— 

Its  spacious  Boulevards  with  their  vistas  of  green, 

FlankM  with  structures  of  stone  that  ennoble  the  scene— * 

The  Rue  de  la  Paiz,  with  the  Tower  at  its  end, 

All  of  brass  like  the  one  in  which  Danae  was  pennM,— 

(This  was  made  out  of  cannon,  and  Boney  must  pop 

Himself,  like  the  knob  of  a  poker,  at  top ; 

But  it  *s  gone,  and  a  little  white  flag  met  my  eyes 

That  lookM  like  a  kite  in  the  shadowy  skies), — 

All  these  sights,  quickly  seen  in  succession,  combined 

To  dazzle,  delight,  and  astonish  my  mind. 

We  drove  to  Meurice^s,  and  there  should  each  thing  go 

That,  to  use  Papa's  phrase,  cannot  Jabber  the  lingo, 

For  our  language  is  spoken  by  all  that  you  meet, 

Nay,  even  the  charges  are  liglish  complete. 

And  beef  and  plum-pudding  you  get  if  you  choose. 

With  young  roasted-pig,  which  the  French  hate  like  Jews* 

Next  mommg  with  Pa  to  the  Louvre  I  flew, 

llie  statues,  and  marbles,  and  sculptures  to  view. 

La !  Jenny,  they  ^re  quite  indecorous :  why.  Madam, 

They  >e  not  e^en  the  primiliTe  wardrobe  of  Adam ! 

I  didnU  know  which  way  to  look  ;  but  in  France 

These  matters  are  viewM  with  complete  nonthoJIanu  ; 

And  the  ladies  around  me,  like  cool  connoisseurs 

Were  raving  in  raptures  on  limbs  and  contours — 

"  O  Dieu !  que  c'est  beau !  c^est  snperbe,  magniflque ! 

Voila  ce  que  c'est  que  de  suivre  Pantique.^* 
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^  There  ^s  Ihe  young  piping  Faun— hark,  he 's  going  to  wwble. 

Is  it  petrified  nature,  or  animate  marble  ? 

Is  this  one  of  the  stone-produced  men  of  Deucalion  f 

That  the  yivified  nymph  of  enamourM  Pygmalion  V^ 

Thus  mounting  the  hobby  Virtii^  the  fair  prancers 

Interrogate  statues,  though  none  of  them  answers ; 

Then  hurry  to  criticise  ice  at  Tortoni^s, 

Or  the  elephant  actor  that  plays  at  Franconi^s. 

ColourM  gowns  without  sleeves  are  the  promenade  dress, 
Which  to  me  has  a  servant-like  look,  I  confess  ; 
Some  wear  an  elaborate  cap,  but  upon  it 
Kot  an  atom  of  hat  or  iota  of  bonnet  I 

Then  they  lace  down  their  waists,  while  the  garment  so  scant  if 
That  you  see  the  hips  working  like  lean  Rozinantes ; 
And  ^tis  painful  to  mark  the  unfortunate  stout 
Screwing  every  thing  in  that  the  hips  may  stick  oat. 
Their  legs,  as  our  malaprop  statesman  once  said, 
*'  Form  &e  capital  feature  in  which  they  ^re  ahead^^ 
Of  us  and  of  all  from  the  Thames  to  the  Po, 
And  the  reason  is  plain — they  are  always  on  show  ; 
For  to  walk  on  such  horrible  pavements  as  these 
They  must  constantly  hold  up  their  clothes  to  the  knees. — 
I  shall  tell  you,  of  coarse,  all  the  lions  I  ^e  seen, 
And  the  places  and  wonders  at  which  I  have  been  ; 
But  as  things  of  importance  flow  first  to  my  pen, 
Tou  shall  hear  of  my  bonnet  in  Rue  Vivienne. 

The  bonnets  in  fashion  are  sable  as  ink, 
But  there^s  nothing,  to  me,  so  becoming  as  pink  ; 
And  my  visage  would  look,  in  black  lining  and  borders. 
Less  feminine,  Jenny,  than  Mr.  Recorder's. 
So  I  vowM  I  would  do  my  face  justice,  in  spite 
Of  fashion  and  France,  and  not  look  like  a  fright. 
The  French  I  have  learnt  is  what  Chaucer,  you  know. 
Says  was  taught  to  the  scholars  at  Stratford-by-Bow, 
But  at  Paris  unknown— 40  I  got  a  Precisian 
To  teach  me  the  phrases  and  accent  Fajfisian ; 
And  in  stating  my  wants  I  was  cautious  to  close 
With — ^^  11  faut  qu'il  soit  doubU  en  couleur  de  rose.^^ 
I  wish  you  had  seen  their  indignant  surprise. 
The  abhorrence  they  threw  in  their  shoulders  and  eyes. 
And  the  solemn  abjnrings  each  minx  took  upon  her. 
As  if  I  had  ofierM  offence  to  her  honour. 
^^  Nous  en  avons  en  noir — mais  O  Ciel !  O  Dieu ! 
En  rose ! !  Ah,  vous  n'aurez  pas  ^a  dans  la  rue. 
Ce  n'est  pas  distingud— c'est  tr^s  mal-honn^te, 
C'est  pass^— c'est  chass^^' — Six  weeks  out  of  date  I 
Then  they  tried  on  their  own,  and  exclaimed  How  becoming  I 
^*  C^est  chaimant— distingu^  :^' — ^I  knew  they  were  humming, 
For  I  lookM  just  as  sable,  and  solemn,  or  worse 
Than  the  plume-bearing  figure  preceding  a  hearse^ — 
Would  they  put  in  a  lining  of  pink,  if  I  waited  ? 
This  point  was  in  comers  and  whispers  debated ; 
But  granted,  on  pledge  not  to  tell :  for  they  said,  it 
Might  implicate  deeply  their  O'la-modt  credit. 
And  the  price  I    ^^  Soixante  francs,  quand  c'est  mont^  comme  cela; 
C'est  toujours  prix-fix6 — ^nous  ne  marchandons  pas.'* 
I  blush'd  as  I  ofiierM  them  forty ;  but  they 
Took  the  cash  without  blushing  or  once  saying  nay. 
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I  think  joa  VX  allow  me  one  merit,  dear  Jane, — 

I  ^m  the  least  of  aU  women  incUned  to  be  vain  ; 

But  this  bonnet,  I  franldy  confess,  did  enhance 

The  notion  I  had  of  myself— and  of  France. 

The  yalue  I  set  on  my  beauty  is  small. 

For  the  manner — ^the  fashion^s  the  thing,  after  all : 

Thas  in  bonnets  it  isnH  the  feathers  and  lace, 

So  mnch  as  the  smartness,  gentility,  grace, 

Tliat  the  wearer  possesses ; — now  these,  you  Ml  acknowledge,  I 

May  modestly  claim  without  any  apology  ; 

And  I  offer  you  none  for  this  lengthenM  report 

On  my  bonnet,  (the  plume  would  be  handsome  a/  Courf)^ 

For  I  "^m.  sure  my  dear  Jenny  would  wish  me  to  state 

All  that  interests  deeply  my  feelings  and  fate. 

The  scene  where  my  purchase  first  made  its  dihfut 
I  reserve  for  the  next---for  the  present  adieu  : 
I  meant  to  add  more,  but  I  hear  Pa^a  call. 
So  can  only  subscribe  myself— Tours,  Mary  Ball. 

•  P.  8. 

Pray,  Jenny,  donH  quarrel  with  me,  but  the  laws, 
If  I  write  on  this  flimsy  and  bibulous  gauze  ; 
For  were  1  to  scribble  on  substance  less  taper, 
They  would  charge  double-postage,  though  one  sheet  of  paper* 
I  think  the  Police  has  commanded  it  thin 
For  reading  outside  all  the  secrets  within. 

2nd  P.  S. 
I  Ve  just  time  to  add,  (having  openM  my  letter,) 
That  I  like  my  new  bonnet  still  better  and  better. 
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NO.  m. 

£y^n  here  where  Alpine  solitudes  extend, 

I  sit  me  down  a  pensive  hour  to  spend.  Golidsmitm. 

We  left  Chamounix  by  way  of  the  sublime  Alpine  pass  of  the  T((e 
ytnrt.  We  should  have  preferred  passing  over  the  mountain  of  the 
Col  de  Balme,  but  the  weather  was  thick  and  cloudy,  and  all  the  at- 
tractioiis  of  the  Col  de  Balme  consist  in  its  commanding  prospect  of  the 
Alps  around  Mont  Blanc,  for  the  enjoyment  of  which  a  clear  sky  is  in- 
^spensable.  We  had  no  reason  to  repent  our  choice ;  for  the  scene  of 
wild  magnificence  presented  by  the  Tfete  Noire,  is  certainly  one  of  the 
most  remarkable  and  the  most  interesting  which  Alpine  scenery  can 
afford.  Nature  appears  here  to  luxuriate  in  savage  grandeur  :  she  has 
here  achieved  her  masterpiece  in  the  style  of  sombre  magnificence  ; 
and  the  traveller  may  be  said  to  sup  full  of  all  the  horrors  of  the  pic- 
turesque. Chamounix  itself,  with  aU  its  impending  snows  and  glaciers, 
presents  a  picture  of  smiling  beauty  and  graceful  loveliness,  in  com- 
parison with  tills  dark  glen  of  rocks,  and  precipices,  and  cataracts,  fu« 
nereai  firs,  inaccessible  crags,  and  bottomless  abysses — 

*^  Umbrarum  hie  locus  est,  somni,  noctisque  soporae.*^ 
and  one  has  abundant  reason  to  invoke  with  the  poet^^  umbrae  silentes,^^ 
and  all  other  deities  of  night  and  gloom,  before  attempting  to  describe 
these  Tales,  on  which  the  sun  never  sliines,  and  where  the  rocks  eter- 
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nally  echo  the  roar  of  the  cataract  The  yallej,  of  which  one  side  is 
bounded  by  the  g^antic  range  of  gloomy  precipice,  called  the  T£te 
Noire,  is  named  Valorsine.  In  general,  it  is  not  half  a  mile  in  width. 
A  few  green  pastures,  studded  with  ch&lets  and  goatherds'  cottages, 
lie  deep  sunk  in  the  abyss,  overhung  on  both  sides  by  cliffs  and  wild 
precipices,  rising  rank  above  rank  in  gloomy  grandeur,  clothed  with 
ranks  of  black  firs,  sometimes  relieved  by  the  tighter  green  foliage  o€ 
the  beech  and  larch.  Here  and  there  a  bright  cascade  is  seen,  pourings 
its  silvery  and  foaming  stream  down  the  rocks  and  amidst  the  foliage, 
till  it  finds  its  way  into  the  furious  torrent  called  the  Eau  JWnre,  which 
foams  along  the  bottom  of  the  glen.  The  village  (as  it  is  called)  of 
Valorsine  is  situated  in  the  middle  of  this  valley,  consisting  of  a  tew 
wooden  ch&lets  and  huts  inhabited  by  cowherds,  and  surrounded  by- 
pastures  inclosed  with  rude  stone  walls.  The  people  of  Valorsine  are 
said  to  be  a  remarkably  fine  race.  I  cannot  say  we  saw  any  striking^ 
instances  of  beauty.  They  supplied  us  with  some  excellent  milk,  not 
served  up  by  the  ^^fraiche$  et  discretes  lakieres^^  of  Rousseau  :  at  least, 
the  former  charm  was  wanting — ^the  latter,  probably  for  that  reason, 
knight  exist  in  high  perfection.  6ur  Chamouidx  guides  (the  ever-to-be- 
respected  Francois  Simon  and  Vincent  Payaud),  who  were  most  con- 
scientious Ciceronis  on  all  occasions,  and  never  spared  the  legs  of 
mules  or  men  when  a  cascade  or  a  point  of  view  was  within  reach,  in- 
sisted on  our  climbing  about  half  a  league  up  the  sides  of  a  mountain  to 
admire  a  cascade,  which  they  assured  us,  by  way  of  recommendation, 
had  so  captivated  Monsieur  Canning,  VAmbassadeur  Anglais,  that  he  gave 
them  five  francs  on  condition  that  they  should  shew  it  to  all  his  coun- 
trymen who  passed  that  way.  The  cascade  of  Barberine  we  found  to 
be  a  fine  fall  of  turbulent  foam,  which  any  where  else  than  in  this  land 
of  cascades  would  have  been  well  worth  the  soaking  from  the  spray, 
which  was  the  price  our  admiration  cost  us.  From  Valorsine  we  pro- 
ceeded to  Trient,  by  a  path  full  of  the  most  romantic  beauties ;  at  first, 
along  the  valley,  following  the  sides  of  the  torrent,  which  we  crossed 
and  recrossed  several  times  by  rude  narrow  wooden  bridges,  over 
which  our  mules  stepped  most  dextrously.  We  then  rapidlv  ascended 
a  dangerous  and  wild  path  up  the  sides  of  the  mountain  of  the  Tete 
Noire,  passing  along  the  edge  of  continual  precipices,  and  fir-covered 
rocks  and  heights  beetling  over  our  heads.  In  one  of  the  wildest  spots 
in  this  scene  is  an  enormous  mass  of  solid  rock,  half  covered  with 
brushwood,  lichen,  and  moss,  and  which,  to  our  surprise,  was  inclosed 
within  neat  new  deal  palisadoes.  A  long  inscription  announced  that  this 
rock  was  the  fee-simple  of  Lord  Guildford,  who  had  purchased  it  of  the 
Commune,  and  inclosed  it,  from  a  feeling  of  fondness  for  this  romantic 
elen,  through  which  he  had  passed  on  returning  from  Greece  and  Italy. 
We  also  heard  it  said,  that  his  Lordship  had  endeavoured  to  purchase 
the  little  lake  of  Ch£de,  in  Savoy,  whose  crystal' face  perpetually  re- 
flects the  snows  of  Mont  Blanc— curious  instances  of  the  pleasure  con- 
ferred by  the  feeling  of  property  in  any  object  that  is  interesting,  even 
though  the  full  enjoyment  of  that  object  is  in  no  degree  rendered  more 
easy  or  complete  by  the  possession  of  the  title-deeds.  Lord  Guild- 
ford^s  cosmopolitan  feelings  and  locomotive  habits  are  not  less  remark- 
able than  his  knowledge  and  attainments. 
We  arrived  at  the  little  ctoter  of  huts  and  ch&lets,  called  Trient, 


Letttn  on  a  Tour  In  Switzerland*  S3 

somewfaBt  giad  to  escape  from  diaaqr  precipices  and  rocky  gleitf,  in 
paadng  wliich  it  was  difficult  to  participate  the  iangfroid  of  our  guides 
and  mules.  Trient  is  situated  in  one  of  the  wildest  and  most  desolate 
scenes  that  can  be  conceired;  and  the  chUIets  and  their  Inhabitants 
almost  equal,  in  uncouthness  and  wild  simplici^,  what  one  conceiTes 
of  a  tribe  of  Esquimaux  or  New  Zealanders.  Their  proTisions  ap- 
peared not  much  of  a  superior  description.  Some  sour  wine,  bad 
cheese,  and  potatoes,  were  all  that  the  inn  of  the  place  afforded ;  which 
however  we  dispatched  in  a  sort  of  cabin  where  we  could  scarcely  stand 
upright,  with  a  wooden  window,  which  served  for  the  bed-room  and 
dweying*room  of  the  fiunily.  We  presently  remounted  our  mules,  and 
wound  by  a  steep  and  difficult  path,  over  rocks  and  amidst  brusb> 
wood,  to  the  summit  of  the  range  of  mountains  called  the  Forclaz, 
which  here  incloses  the  yalley  of  the  Rhone,  and  separates  the  lower 
country  of  the  Valkis  from  Savoy.  On  reaching  the  summit,  a  new 
scene  opened  upon  us — ^bold  shelving  mountains,  covered  with  alternate 
pastures  and  forests,  gradually  slope  down  to  the  valley  of  the  Rhone, 
throQgh  which,  at  three  leagues  mstance,  the  river  was  gliding  in  sil- 
very  and  meandering  brightness ;  while  far  beyond,  the  horizon  was 
dosed  up  by  the  rugged  heights  beyond  Sion,  sometimes  frowniiu^ 
under  a  black  burthen  of  clouds,  and  at  others  glittering  forth  in  aU 
their  snowy  splendour.  Descending  the  mountain-path,  we  arrived  in 
the  Rhone  valley,  and  presently  found  ourselves  in  the  dirty  and  deso- 
late town  of  Maurtigny-*-a  place  which  concentrates  a  large  portion  of 
the  filth,  disease,  and  bigotry  of  the  canton  of  Vallais,  one  of  the  most 
filthy,  unwholesome,  and  bigoted  countries  of  Europe. 

The  people  have  all  an  appearance  of  misery  and  stupidity;  and  dirt 
and  wretchedness  pervade  every  habitation.  We  were  surprised,  how- 
ever, to  find  a  smadler  number  of  Goitres  and  Cretins  than  we  had  ex- 
pected. Some  still  exist ;  but  so  many  of  these  helpless  wretches  had 
perished  in  the  revolutionary  wars,  that  their  number  is  very  insignifi- 
cant in  comparison  with  what  it  was  twenty  years  ago.  Both  Mr. 
Cox  and  Dr.  Moore  speak  of  Martigny  as  the  head-quarters  of  this 
wretched  calamity.  We  saw  only  a  few  hanging  about  the  inns  and 
the  church,  and  endeavouring  to  attract  the  commisseration  of  travel- 
lers by  a  display  of  their  infirmities.  Many  of  them  are  deaf,  dumb,  and 
complete  i^ots.  Some  have  a  sort  of  inarticulate  power  of  speech, 
and  a  very  slender  portion  of  intellect ;  and  others  appear  to  be  only 
visited  with  the  personal  deformity  of  a  tumour  on  the  neck,  and 
features  slightly  distorted,  without  any  affection  in  speech,  hearing,  or 
common  sense.  In  short,  you  meet  in  the  valleys  every  gradation  of 
this  singular  malady,  from  the  n^ost  hideous  objects  of  disease  and  im- 
becility to  the  gentle  protuberance  and  roundness  of  neck,  which  is  ob- 
servable in  the  finest  women  in  the  Vallais,  and  indeed  in  Switzerland 
generally.  The  causes  of  this  affliction  have  hitherto  puzzled  the  in- 
vestigation of  naturalists.  Saussurc  ascribes  it  to  the  relaxing  ten- 
dency of  the  warm  and  stagnant  air  in  these  close  Alpine  valleys,  of 
which  the  Vallais,  where  Uie  disease  is  most  found,  is  certainly  the 
closest  and  worst  ventilated.  This  singular  valley,  formed  by  the 
course  of  the  Rhone,  is  not  less  than  one  hundred  miles  in  length 
from  its  frontier  on  the  canton  of  Uri  to  its  junction  with  the  Pays  de 
Vand|  walled  in  on  all  sides  by  a  magnificent  chain  of  mouptains, 
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whose  peaks  and  sammits  rary  from  a  thousand  to  fourteen  thousand 
feet  in  height  The  valley  is  in  few  places  above  a  league  or  a  leagae 
and  a  half  in  width ;  and  being  entirely  defended  from  the  winds  of  the 
north,  and  very  slightly  accessible  to  those  from  any  other  quarter,  its 
heat  in  summer  is  excessive.  In  some  spots  the  com  is  ripened  and 
cut  in  the.  month  of  May.  Between  Sion  and  Martigny  Fahrenheit's 
thermometer  commonly  stands  in  the  shade  in  the  summer  months  at 
79,  80,  and  rises  exposed  to  the  sun  to  114,  120.  Wild  asparagus 
grows  commonly,  and  figs  and  almonds  are  ripened  with  ease.  A  very 
strong  wine  is  produced  almost  without  trouble,  which  might  be  ren- 
dered excellent  if  the  Valaisans  were  skilful  and  industrious  in  the  cul- 
tivation of  the  grape.  It  is  not  surprising  that  a  narrow  valley  of  this 
temperature,  and  in  which  the  Rhone  occasions  vapour  and  marshy 
ground,  should  be  found  unhealthy  ;  and  it  seems  not  improbable  that 
tiiese  circumstances  may  contribute  to  the  flaccid  and  diseased  habits 
of  the  population.  Some  persons  ascribe  the  tumours  on  the  neck  to 
certain  deleterious  qualities  in  the  water  ;  and  a  sensible  gentleman 
assured  us,  that  when  the  tumour  has  been  opened,  it  has  generally  been 
found  to  contain  a  sort  of  kernel,  apparently  formed  by  an  accretion 
of  calcareous  particles.  It  is  difficult  to  conceive  that  any  peculiarity 
in  the  water  can  alone  produce  this  effect,  which  is  endemic,  to  a  greater 
or  less  degree,  in  all  the  valleys  of  the  Alps  from  Savoy  to  Carinthia ; 
but  that  this  cause  may  co-operate  with  others  is  very  probable.  The 
air  of  the  valleys  is  considered  so  peculiarly  productive  of  the  disorder, 
that  many  individuals  who  can  afford  the  expense,  send  their  wives  to 
a  village  in  the  mountains  before  their  lying-in,  and  children  are  often 
sent  to  the  mountains  to  be  reared.  The  filthy  habits  of  the  Valaisans, 
joined  to  the  frequent  deformity  in  the  people,  must  also  materially 
assist  the  disease,  producing  a  disgusting  and  painful  contrast  with 
the  sublime  beauties  of  the  natural  scenery.  In  the  Vallais  all  but 
the  features  ^^  of  man  is  divine.'^  Martigny  suffered  severely  in  the  year 
1818  from  the  dreadful  inundation  of  the  river  Dranse,  which  here 
unites  with  the  Rhone.  Many  houses  were  washed  away,  and  a  con- 
siderable number  of  persons  perished ;  and  heaps  of  ruins  and  rubbish, 
and  accumulations  of  sand  and  rock,  still  attest  the  violence  of  this 
calamity.  In  ascending  from  Martigny  to  the  Grand  St.  Bernard,  we 
saw  more  of  its  devastating  effects.  The  road  winds  for  a  distance  of 
two  leagues  through  a  gorge,  between  abrupt  mountains  formed  by  the 
course  of  the  rapid  Dranse ;  and  every  step  presents  traces  of  the  over- 
whelming force  of  the  inundation  of  1818.  The  torrent  now  flows  in 
its  natural  accustomed  bed,  about  thirty  feet  in  width,  but  the  channel 
worked  out  by  the  swollen  torrent  of  1818  is  six  or  seven  times  that 
width,  indeed  nearly  of  the  width  of  the  bottom  of  the  valley — a  vast 
ravine  half  choaked  up  with  mud,  sand,  prostrate  firs  and  oaks,  debrii 
of  granite,  and  scattered  renmants  of  timber  and  masonry — 

nunc  lapides  adesoi, 
Stirpesqne  raptas,  et  pecus  et  domoi 
VolTcatis  uni,  non  sine  montium 
Clamore,  vicinseqae  sylve. 

Some  of  the  masses  of  rock,  hurled  down  the  channel  from  the  moun- 
;  tainS|  are  thirty  or  forty  feet  in  height,  and  scarcely  less  in  diameter. 
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Sereral  entire  Tillages  were  swept  away,  with  the  loss  of  iJmost  every 
InhahltauiL  Abore  two  hundred  persons  are  computed  to  have  perish- 
ed, and  large  tracts  of  pasture,  and  oicliard  and  meadow  are  irre- 
corerably  lost  Tills  dreadful  event  was  occasioned  by  the  overflow- 
ing of  the' waters  of  a  lake  in' the  valley  of  Bagnes,  which  is  fed  by 
the  immense  glacier  of  Tzennontane.  The  glacier  is  of  enormous  ex- 
*  tent,  and  the  waters,  swollen  by  an  unusual  melting  of  the  snow  and 
glacier,  iMToke  the  banks  of  the  lake,  and  precipitated  themselves  down 
the  channel  of  the  Dranse  into  the  valley  of  the  Rhone.  This  was  not 
the  first  dBbordemmt  which  had  occurred  from  a  similar  cause  and  pro- 
duced similar  effects ;  and  the  people  now  live  under  the  certain  ap- 
prehension that  aAer  the  accumulation  of  a  considerable,  number  of 
yean,  the  same  affliction  will  revisit  them. 

Tl]^  government  of  the  Vallais  has  done  what  its  limited  means 
allow  to  relieve  the  sufferers,  and  to  avert  the  evil  for  the  future.  A 
channel  has  been  opened,  by  which  part  of  the  accumulations  from  the 
glacier  are  gradually  drained  off;  but  the  remedy  is  very  inadequate, 
and  the  costs  of  making  it  more  complete  are  quite  out  of  the  reach  of 
the  republican  government  of  the  Vallais.  Had  the  calamity  occurred 
during  the  time  when  the  Vallais  formed  a  province  of  the  French 
empire,  Napoleon^s  engineers  would  probably  have  contrived  a  tunnel 
throi^h  the  solid  mountain,  by  which  the  dtbacU  of  the  glacier  might 
have  found  a  regular  outlet  to  the  Rhone.  The  daring  arm  whkh 
had  vanquished  the  rocks  of  the  Simplon  and  the  Rhine  would  (if,  in- 
deed, the  safety  of  these  mountaineers  had  ever  interested  its  selfish 
policy)  have  achieved  this  new  triumph  over  the  forces  of  nature.  But 
a  war  with  nature  and  the  elements  is  rather  too  costly  for  a  poor  petty 
republic ;  and  the  Valaisans,  I  believe,  had  much  rather  Uve  in  aiH 
nual  dread  of  the  fury  of  the  Dranse,  than  submit  to  the  grinding 
oppressions  of  a  protecting  empire,  and  the  cruelties  of  French  sol- 
diery. 

Nothing  can  be  more  beautiful  and  romantic  than  the  early  part  of 
the  ascent  from  Martigny  to  the  Grand  St.  Bernard,  or  more  sublime 
and  desolate  than  the  ktter  part  of  the  journey.  One  branch  of  the 
Dranse  has  its  source  on  the  Mont  St  Bernard,  and  the  torrent  de- 
scends in  a  tempestuous  and  winding  course  of  seven  or  eight  leagues, 
till  it  joins  the  main  stream  at  St  Branchier,  near  Mardgny.  The 
vaUey  by  which  the  stream  descends  is  called  the  valley  of  Entremont ; 
and  the  mule-path  to  the  St.  Bernard  follows  the  windings  of  the 
Dranse  up  the  wild,  magnificent,  and  fertile  scenes  of  the  mountain- 
vale.  For  about  six  leagues  the  road  presents  all  the  grand  and  divert 
nfied  beauties  of  Alpine  scenery,  all  its  union  of  luxuriant  richness 
with  imposing  sublimity — ^pastures  of  the  loveliest  green,  forests  crown- 
ing majestic  heights,  the  spires  and  villages  of  St.  Orsieres,  laddes, 
and  St  Pierre,  niched  in  the  hollow  of  the  green  glen  watered  by  the 
torrent,  and  high  above  all,  the  frozen  and  snowy  heights  of  the  Mont 
Velan  and  the  St.  Bernard,  the  clouds  resting  on  their  heads,  or  some* 
times  scudding  and  floatii^  round  their  sides.  For  bold  open  slopes 
and  shelving  mountains  of  smiling  fertility  and  careful  cultivation  tew 
Alpine  valleys  can  be  compared  with  this  of  Entremont;  few  unite  so 
much  of  grand  Alpine  proportions  with  such  an  exquisite  succession  of 
green  and  softened  landscape.  St  Pierre  is  the  last  village  on  the 
Vol.  IV.  No.  19.— 1822.  E 
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ascent,  and  three  lei^es  from  the  convent  of  the  St  Bernard :  it  is 
fiye  thousand  and  four  feet  abore  the  level  of  the  sea,  and  nature 
already  begins  to  wear  a  crabbed  and  wintir  aspect    The  herbage 
grows  thin  and  mossy,  cultivation  more  rare,  few  fields  are  seen  except 
pastures,  the  fine  beech  woods  have  disappeared,  and  the  firs,  feathering 
up  the  sides  of  the  mountains,  have  a  bare  branchless  Norwegian  cha- 
racter.    These  features  are  more  striking  as  you  advance ;  till  on 
arriving  about  a  league  and  half  beyond  the  village,  the  last  struggles  of 
vegetation  give  way  to  the  chilling  influence  of  the  eternal  winter  which 
here  begins  to  reign.    A  few  leafless  fir  stumps  and  a  little  coarse 
grass  and  moss  cling  about  the  rocks  and  stones  which  lie  scattered  oa 
all  sides.    The  air  becomes  extremely  chilling  and  keen ;  and  you  con- 
stantly 'find  yourself  enveloped  in  a  damp  and  drizzling  cloud.    The 
Dranse  is  now  dwindled  to  a  small  but  impetuous  torrent,  brawling 
over  rocks  almost  without  a  regular  channel.    Almost  the  last  spot  of 
green  is  a  small  pasture  of  wretched  g^rass  belonging  to  the  monks  of 
the  convent,  where  they  feed  a  few  cows  or  sheep  for  a  few  weeks  in 
the  year.     One  of  the  monks,  in  the  costume  of  the  order,  was  looking 
after  the  cattle.    The  wild  sublimity  of  the  scenes  which  we  now 
passed  was  much  obscured  by  perpetual  clouds  and  mist    Now  and 
then  the  clouds  broke  away,  and  discovered  to  us,  for  a  short  time,  the 
bleak  bare  rocks,  the  impending  glaciers,  and  gloomy  crags  which 
hemmed  us  in  on  all  sides.    A  brown  bare  sterility  was  observable  all 
around.    The  snows  were  not  considerable,  owing  to  the  mildness  of 
the  season  and  the  warm  rains  which  had  fallen  in  abundance.     The 
reign  of  animal  and  vegetable  life  we  had  left  far  below  us ;  and  with 
them  every  object  of  picturesque  beauty  had  ceased.    The  guides  con- 
ducted us  to  a  little  low  hut  wxiich  serves  for  the  charnel-house  of  the 
convent    There  is  not  sufficient  earth  within  some  miles  of  the  con- 
vent to  dig  a  grave ;  and  the  bodies  of  such  unfortunate  persons  as 
perish  in  this  dangerous  Alpine  pass  are  placed  in  this  building,  where 
the  extreme  rarity  and  coldness  of  the  atmosphere  prevents  putre- 
faction.    Amidst  tattered  remains  of  clothes  and  an  accumulation  of 
dry  bones,  was  one  shrivelled  mummy-like  corpse,  with  the  garments  in 
good  preservation,  which  had  been  placed  there  in  the  preceding  winter. 
There  was  no  kind  of  effluvia,  or  any  symptom  of  putrefaction.    This 
dry  dark  abode  of  death,  the  only  kind  of  building  in  sight,  adds  not 
a  little  to  the  dreary  character  of  the  scene,  and  the  gloomy  sensations 
which  every  object  is  calculated  to  inspire.    After  pursuing  various 
narrow  passes  and  defiles,  amidst  rocks  and  chasms  in  which  the  Dranse 
has  worn  for  itself  a  narrow  and  irregular  channel,  we  discovered  at  the 
end  of  a  narrow  gorge  between  the  mountains,  the  white  gable  ends  of 
the  convent,  surmounted  by  its  pious  emblem  of  the  crucifix.    Our 
mules  appeared  to  erect  their  ears  at  the  pleasing  prospect ;  and  select- 
ing, with  their  unerring  discretion,  a  safe  path  over  the  snow  and  rocks 
and  up  a  rude  sort  of  flight  of  steps  hewn  in  the  mountain,  safely 
landed  us  at  the  great  door  of  the  convent,  where  the  sub-prior  and 
another  brother  received  us  with  hospitable  welcome.  D, 
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The  Baron^s  wound,  like  Mercutio^s,  was  neither  ^^  as  deep  as  a 
well  nor  as  wide  as  a  church-door,'^  but  still  it  was  serious  enough  to 
gire  him  great  pain  and  anxiety.  An  English  surgeon  belonging  to 
another  regiment  declared  that  it  was  unnecessary  to  be  under  any  ap« 
prehension ;  but  the  Baron,  who  found  a  new  tie  to  existence  in  the 
possession  of  the  four  hundred  crowns,  for  which  he  had  paid  so  dear, 
and  who  thought  it  was  better  to  bear  the  ills  he  had  ^^  than  fly  to 
others  that  he  knew  not  o^^'  betrayed  considerable  anxiety  with  regard 
to  the  consequences  of  the  clerical  admonition  which  he  had  received. 
We  were  compelled  to  leave  our  gallant  commander,  and  proceed  with- 
out him  to  our  regiment,  where  in  a  few  days  afterwards  he  joined  us. 
We  found  our  corps  stationed  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  Ebro,  withr 
in  a  few  leagues  of  Saragossa.  1  was  struck  with  admiration  at  the 
fine  appearance  and  perfect  appointment  of  the  men,  who,  though  they 
had  been  abroad  many  years,  displayed  the  good  discipline  and  martial 
air  of  reterans,  with  all  the  neatness  and  cleanliness  which  our  troops 
are  remarkable  for  at  home.  The  town  at  which  we  were  stationed 
was  called  Reomilines,  and  abounded  in  good  provisions.  Instead  of 
the  ^' spare  fast,"  which  oft  with  soldiers  "  doth  diet,"  1  found  my  bro- 
thers in  arms  indulging  at  this  place  in  all  sorts  of  luxuries — ^that  is  to 
say,  feasting  in  great  plenty  on  very  tolerable  joints  of  mutton.  The 
great  desideratum  I  soon  found  to  be  bottled  London  porter,  which  was 
considered  rery  reasonable  at  a  dollar  a  bottle,  a  price  equivalent  at 
that  time  to  about  six  and  fourpence.  While  all  the  infantry  of  the 
army,  and  some  favoured  regiments  of  cavalry,  were  passing  the  winter 
amid  the  snows  of  the  Pyrenees,  with  no  other  hopes  of  glory  than 
what  a  death  by  starvation  could  furnish,  we  were  enjoying  ourselves 
in  this  peaceable  part  of  the  country,  performing  the  regular  routine  of 
oar  military  duties,  studying  the  Spanish  character,  and  visiting  what- 
ever was  worthy  of  observation  in  the  neighbourhood.  The  only  in- 
cident which  occurred  to  enliven  the  tedium  of  our  residence  at  Reo- 
milines, which  really  partook  of  the  character  of  countiy  quarters,  (with. 
the  exception  of  falling  out  with  the  Spanish  men,  andiin  love  witn  the 
Spanish  women,  and  out  of  humour  with  the  amusements  of  a  Spanish 
village) ;  the  only  incident,  I  say,  which  can  properly  claim  insertion 
in  these  military  commentaries,  was  one  of  rather  a  serious  nature  to 
the  parties  concerned. 

In  consequence  of  the  accumulation  of  offences,  it  was  determined  at 
this  time  to  hold  what  I  may  call  a  species  of  martial  assizes — sessions 
of  oyer  and  tentdner  of  all  campaigning  quarrels  and  breaches  of  punc* 
tilio,  and  a  general  gaol  delivery  of  all  plundering  sergeants,  licentious 
corporals,  and  poor  petty-larceny  privates.  The  court  was  held  under 
the  warrant  of  the  Conunander  of  the  Forces,  at  the  head-quarters  of 

General  Lord ,  the  president ;  and  I,  having  been  sum^ 

moned  to  sit  upon  the  court,  was  present  at  all  the  proceedings,  al- 
though my  services  were  not  called  for,  in  consequence  of  the  requisite 
number  of  thirteen  members  having  been  already  filled  up.  Many 
cases  occurred  which  would  have  afforded  a  high  relish,  even  to  the 
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vitiated  palates  of  an  Old  Bailey  audience.  The  most  common  charge 
was  that  of  plundering  the  peasantry,  refieyed  occasionally  hy  a  com- 
plaint of  the  importunate  gallantry  of  some  Irish  grenadier.  The  only 
case  of  which  I  hare  now  any  distinct  recollection,  was  the  trial  of  an 
officer,  whose  whole  conduct  appeared  to  be  tinctured  wi&  something 
more  than  eccentricity.  There  were  three  distinct  charges  against 
him ;  1st,  For  neglecting  his  duty  while  upon  picquet,  by  which  a  por- 
tion of  the  baggage  had  been  lost  2dly,  For  using  the  troop  horses 
for  the  purpose  of  dog-hunting,  whilst  at  an  hospital  station;  and3dly. 
For  being  intoxicated  while  in  quarters,  disobeying  the  orders  of  Mfl 
conmianding  officer,  and  callii^  him  an  ass.  In  the  language  of  this 
military  indictment  all  these  offences  were  laid — as  un^coming  the 
character  of  an  officer  and  a  gentleman,  highly  subversive  of  ail  militaiy 
discipline,  and  contrary  to  the  articles  of  war  and  the  act  of  parliament 
in  thaf  case  made  and  provided.  The  judges  of  this  august  court,  in- 
stead of  the  usual  paraphernalia  of  wigs  and  gowns,  were  required  to 
appear  in  full  regimentals,  with  their  swords,  and  a  competent  supply 
of  ball-cartridge,  in  case  of  emergency.  The  court  met  in  a  spacious 
apartment  in  a  neighbouring  convent,  which  had,  I  belieye,  formerly 
been  appropriated  to  similar  purposes,  by  the  holy  fraternity  of  St. 
Dominick.  The  court  only  sate  from  eleven  o^clock  till  three,  and  the 
trial  lasted  several  days.  I  was  particularly  amused  with  the  demeanour 
of  some  of  the  juvenile  judges,  who,  whikt  the  witnesses  were  giving 
their  evidence,  were  often  busily  employed  in  discussing  the  eternal 
and  unchangeable  principles  of  dress.  The  prosecutor  was  the  com- 
manding officer  of  the  regiment  to  which  the  offender  belonged,  and 
was  a  principal  witness  upon  all  the  three  charges,  althoi^h  a  great 
part  of  his  evidence  consisted  merely  of  hearsay.  The  evidence  in 
support  of  the  first  charge  was,  that  the  criminal  on  the  morning  when 
the  loss  took  place,  had  been  placed  in  a  situation  to  prevent  the  ene- 
my from  intercepting  our  baggage,  but  that  instead  of  keeping  a  dili- 
gent watch,  he  had  snugly  established  himself  under  the  lee  of  a  house, 
and  was  expoundii^  Anacreon,  with  a  running  commentary,  to  an  ad- 
miring circle,  consisting  of  the  seigeant,  corporal,  trumpeter,  and  three 
of  the  most  enlightened  of  his  men.  He  was  just  finishing  the  sixth 
ode,  m  frvfUFTff^  to  which  his  companions  were  adding  a  practical 
commentary,  in  their  earnest  attentions  to  their  officer^s  flask  of  brandy, 
when  one  of  the  servants  from  the  baggage  came  galloping  in,  followed 
by  two  French  dragoons  at  the  distance  of  about  three  hundred  yards, 
tend  told  the  astonished  philologist,  with  the  woe-begone  countenance 
of  Priam's  messenger,  that  "  half  his  baggage  was  ta'en."  There  was 
no  remedy  for  this  evil,  and  the  party  was  forced  to  make  a  hasty  re- 
treat. The  second  charge  was  founded  on  an  offence  which  had  long 
been  committed  with  impunity,  and  which  was  now  for  the  first  time 
brought  under  martial  cognizance.  There  being  no  fox-hunting  In 
Spain,  it  was  a  common  amusement  with  the  officers  of  the  army — an 
amusement  originally  introduced  by  a  colonel  of  great  sporting  cele- 
brity— to  tie  a  kettle,  or  some  other  noisy  appendage,  to  the  tail  of  a 
lAog,  when  the  terrified  animal  scouring  over  the  face  of  the  country, 
afforded  a  chase  which  frequently  led  these  military  Nimrods  a  ride  of 
twenty  miles  over  hill  and  dale.  It  appeared  that  the  accused  had 
certakily  partaken  of  the  amusements  which  this  novel  style  (Shunting 
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afforded ;  bat  there  was  no  evidence  to  shew  that  he  had  ever  ridden 
troop  hones,  a  fact  which  onlj  existed  in  the  fertile  imagination  of  his 
proeecntor.  The  accused  seemed  quite  regardless  of  the  evidence 
which  was  brought  forward  to  substantiate  Uie  two  first  charges ;  but 
he  applied  himself  with  great  earnestness  to  die  last,  vehemently  de- 
nying die  imputation  of  inebriety,  and  setting  up  the  truth  of  the  words 
he  had  spoken  as  a  justification.  To  establish  this  part  of  his  cas^,  he 
cross-examined  his  prosecutor  with  considerable  ingenuity,  and  at  last 
fngenuoasly  demanded  from  him,  whether  he  did  not  himself  think  he 
was  a  fool.  This  was  almost  too  much  for  the  dignity  of  the  court ; 
and  beii^  considered  in  the  light  of  a  contempt,  it  certainly  tended  to 
aggravate  his  punishment.  As  the  charges  were  not  made  out  in  the 
clearest  manner,  he  was  only  sentenced  to  three  months  suspension, 
which  i  afterwards  understood  he  dedicated  to  the  Muses ;  and  having 
now  no  baggage  to  lose,  he  gave  himself  up  to  the  unrestrained  delight 
of  peruana  h£  favourite  Anacreon. 

In  the  month  of  February  1813  we  left  our  country  quarters  on 
the  £bro,  and  proceeded  to  join  the  army  in  Franse  under  the  com- 
mand of  the  Marquess  of  Wellington.  We  passed  throi^h  the  town 
of  Pampeluna,  and  halted  there  on  a  Sunday,  when  a  curious  incident 
occurred.  The  officer  of  a  dragoon  regiment,  related  to  a  noble 
ftmily,  was  so  smitten  with  the  charms  of  a  pretty  chambermaid  at  the 
Posada  where  lie  was  staying,  and  so  dazzled  at  the  thought  of  twenty 
dollars,  which  it  was  understood  she  was  possessed  of,  that  he  was  de- 
temdned  at  all  events  to  become  master  of  the  prize.  In  England  he 
might  have  purchased  a  licence,  and  tied  the  holy  knot  without  farther 
trouble,  but  in  Spain  there  was  a  preliminary  ceremony  to  go  through. 
The  fidr  chambermaid  was  unwilling  to  endanger  her  soul  by  uniting 
herself  to  a  heretic,  so  that  our  gallant  countryman  was  constrained  to 
embrace  the  Catholic  faith,  before  the  Catholic  fair.  This  was  done  in 
the  cathedral  church  of  Pampeluna  at  ai\.  immense  concourse  of 
Spaniards,  and  the  two  ceremonies  of  renunciation  and  union  were  per- 
formed by  the  cardinal  archbishop.  As  may  be  supposed,  this  match 
did  not  turn  out  very  happily.  A  few  weeks  after  their  marriage  the 
parties  separated ;  the  lady  returned  to  her  household  gods,  and  the 
Neophyte  to  the  faith  of  his  forefathers. 

The  Pyrenees  presented  a  very  different  aspect  as  we  recrossed 
them.  On  every  side  of  us  the  rocks  were  covered  to  their  lofty  sum- 
mits with  snow,  which  contrasted  finely  with  the  clear  blue  sky.  The 
depth  of  the  snow  was  such  that  we  were  frequently  compelled  to  dis- 
mount, and  lead  our  horses  through  it.  Descending  from  the  higher 
mountains,  we  found  a  comparative  summer  in  the  valleys,  and  we  pro- 
ceeded, at  the  usual  day^s  march  of  fifteen  or  twenty  miles,  through 
the  towns  of  Tolosa,  Irun,  and  Fontarabia,  where  "Charlemagne 
with  all  his  peerage  fell.^'  On  the  day  of  leaving  St.  Jean  de  Luz  we 
passed  Bayonne,  which  was  at  that  time  besieged  by  the  first  division 
of  infantry  under  Sir  John  Hope.  The  regular  road  lies  directly 
through  the  town,  but  in  consequence  of  the  siege  we  were  forced  to 
diverge  to  the  left,  and  cross  the  Adige  between  Bayonne  and  the  sea. 
Oar  march  until  we  reached  the  river  was  through  heavy  sands.  The 
pontoon-bridge,  by  which  we  crossed,  was  one  of  the  most  successful 
and  ingenious  contrivances  which  the  engineer  department  had  pro- 
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daced  daring  the  war.  The  Adig^  is  of  considerable  breadth,  and 
judging  at  the  moment,  I  should  have  said  it  was  nearly  as  broad  as  the 
Thames  at  London-bridge.  The  passage  of  the  river  was  effected  in 
the  following  manner :  several  duuse-marees  were  brought  up  and  an- 
chored with  double  chain-cables,  at  regular  distances  across  the  river, 
and  over  these  a  double  net-work  of  cables  was  thrown,  the  strength 
of  which  was  sufficient  to  bear  any  weight,  and  at  the  same  time  afford- 
ed a  firm  and  secure  footing.  Although  exposed  to  the  enemy^s  fire 
during  the  whole  time  of  passing,  we  accomplished  our  transit  without 
any  accident  whatsoever.  On  leaving  Bayonne  our  route  for  several 
days  lay  through  sandy  forests,  and  here  was  the  commencement  of 
our  privations  and  fatigues.  The  deep  sandy  roads  knocked  up  our 
horses  and  baggage-animals,  while  the  want  of  all  fresh  provisions 
compelled  us  to  subsist  entirely  on  the  most  execrable  ration  beefl 
The  houses,  or  rather  the  hovels,  in  which  we  were  lodged  at  night, 
were  generally  untenanted  and  despoiled  of  every  convenience.  In 
one  respect  we  were  fortunate  enough — we  had  plenty  of  clothing,  in 
which  some  of  t]ie  infantry  regiments  were  miserably  deficient  On 
our  march  we  met  some  regiments  proceeding  to  St  Jean  de  Luz  to 
procure  clothing :  for  the  most  part  they  were  entirely  without  shoes 
and  stockings. 

We  now  diverged  to  the  right,  and  passing  the  town  of  Dax,  cele- 
brated for  its  hot-wells,  we  ag^ain  inclined  toward  the  Pyrenees,  and  re- 
crossed  the  Adige.  We  had  been  for  some  days  close  upon  the  heels 
of  the  army,  and  we  were  highly  chagrined  to  find  how  many  laurels 
had  been  reaped  without  our  assistance.  The  victory  of  Orthes  had 
been  succeeded  by  several  gallant  charges,  in  which  both  the  cavalry 
and  infantry  had  been  engaged.  We  frequently  fell  in  with  waggon 
loads  of  sick  and  wounded,  and  large  bodies  of  prisoners  going  to  the 
rear.  On  the  day  on  which  we  recrossed  the  Adige  we  met  Uie  fifth 
and  seventh  divisions  of  the  army,  under  the  comma!nd  of  Lieut-Gen. 
the  Earl  of  Dalhousie,  not — 

Dalhousie  the  great  god  of  war, 
Lieutenant-Colonel  to  the  Earl  of  Mar, 

but  a  worthy  descendant  of  his.  The  day  before  we  joined  the  army, 
we  had  halted  about  two  o'clock  in  the  aUemoon,  in  the  expectation  of 
taking  up  our  quarters  for  the  night  in  a  neighbouring  town,  when  vre 
received  orders  to  push  forward  to  the  front,  and,  marching  at  a  sharp 
trot  till  two  o'clock  in  the  morning,  we  arrived  at  our  station.  For 
miles  before  we  reached  the  army  the  country  before  us  was  one  blaze 
of  light,  and  as  we  passed  through  the  camps  of  the  different  regiments 
on  the  road-side,  we  were  received  with  loud  cheers.  The  night  of  my 
arrival  was,  I  think,  the  most  miserable  I  ever  spent  The  rain  had 
been  falling  in  torrents,  and  as  our  baggage  was  lefl  far  behind  us,  we 
had  neither  tents  nor  provisions,  except  what  our  holster-pipes  could 
contain.  Into  one  of  mine  I  had  crammed  a  Bologna  sausage,  which 
seemed  made  for  the  purpose,  and  a  little  bread  and  cheese,  while  in 
the  other  I  had  contrived  to  deposit  a  comfortable  bottle  of  brandy. 
Am  soon  as  I  arrived  I  threw  myself  from  my  horse,  and  applying  my 
mouth  to  the  mouth  of  the  flask,  (a  proceeding  technically  termed  ntck- 
ing  the  monkey)^  I  soon  fell  into  a  sound  sleep,  which  I  enjoyed  for 
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al>OQt  three  houn  and  a  half,  when  I  was  roused  for  the  purpose  of 
commanding  a  foraging  party.  I  soon  found  that  our  yesternights 
exertions  had  taken  effect  on  hoth  horses  and  men  :  all  around  me  I 
saw  nothing  but 

Troops  of  pains  and  regimental  woes. 

We  seemed  just  to  have  forestalled  a  party  of  the  enemy,  who  ap- 
peared to  be  advancing  with  views  similar  to  our  own ;  however,  as  I 
pushed  forward  as  vigorously  as  our  tired  horses  would  allow  me,  I 
gained  the  place  in  view,  and  we  suffered  no  disturbance.  We  ibund 
plenty  of  straw  in  the  town,  and  I  was  fortunate  enough  to  secure,  on 
my  own  account,  a  good  supply  of  wholesome  provender,  consisting  of 
bread,  ham,  and  a  little  very  pleasant  brandy.  We  returned  to  the 
camp  in  about  two  hours,  and  foimd  our  baggage  had  arrived,  which 
enabled  me  to  make  a  comfortable  cup  of  tea,  to  which  a  slice  of  the 
captured  liam  afforded  an  excellent  relish.  I  was  startled  out  of  a 
gratifying  doze,  into  which  I  had  just  fallen,  by  the  bugles. sounding 
to  horse,  and  in  less  than  ten  minutes  we  were  all  of  us  mounted  and 
in  order.  A  large  body  of  the  army,  of  which  we  formed  a  part, 
moved  upon  the  town  of  Tarbes,  a  large  and  populous  place.  The 
ccene,  in  passing  through  this  town,  was  one  of  tiie  most  brilliant  I  had 
yet  beheld.  We  saw  the  enemy,  stationed  at  the  top  of  the  hills  which 
overlooked  the  town,  engaged  with  several  bodies  of  our  troops,  which 
were  attempting  to  turn  their  position.  As  we  marched  through  the 
principal  streets  of  Tarbes,  the  inhabitants  flocked  out  of  their  houses 
to  gaee  at  us  as  we  passed ;  and  certainly  a  gallant  sight  it  was,  our  co- 
lours being  all  displayed,  and  our  bands  striking  up  a  variety  of  gay  and 
martial  tunes.  We  were  greeted  on  every  hand  with  cries  of  Fivent  Ug 
Anghm  !  Vieoent  le$  Portugueses !  although  the  French  were  yet  contesting 
the  outskirts  of  the  town.  The  moment  we  made  our  appearance  in  the 
suburbs,  the  enemy  commenced  a  brisk  fire  upon  us.  The  troop  of  ar- 
tillery attached  to  our  brigade  was  immediately  sent  forward  to  return 
the  compliment.  It  fell  to  the  lot  of  the  squadron  to  which  I  was  at- 
tached to  perform  the  duty  of  covering  the  guns,  that  is  to  say,  of 
ranging  ourselves  in  line  close  behind  them,  1  now  began  to  think 
the  matter  rather  serious,  and  certainly  it  seemed  high  time  to  prepare 
our  testamentary  documents.  This  friendly  salutation  between  us  and 
the  enemy  continued  for  the  space  of  three  or  £our  hours,  when  the 
pofiUion  being  nearly  turned,  we  were  ordered  forward  to  charge  a 
body  of  dragoons  which  yet  kept  their  station.  Nothing  struck  me 
more  forcibly  on  this  occasion  than  the  contrast  between  my  own  horse 
and  the  steeds  of  the  old  campaigners,  which  had  been  used  to  the  ser- 
vice. While  my  own  charger  snorted,  pranced,  and  plunged  under  me, 
and  like  the  war-horse  in  Scripture  seemed  to  cry  Ha !  ha !  the  horses 
which  had  been  accustomed  to  the  sound  of  the  firing  and  had  seen 
their  fellows  drop  around  them,  stood  trembling  excessively  as  if  in 
terror  of  a  similar  fate.  This  fact  furnishes  an  illustration  of  the 
distinction  between  physical  and  moral  courage.  A  young  soldier 
when  he  first  goes  into  battle,  however  hot  and  impatient  he  is,  has 
still  a  little  throbbing  at  his  heart,  and  a  little  trembling  in  his  limbs ; 
while  a  veteran,  on  the  contrary,  loses  all  these  symptoms  of  rash  and 
jxrathfol  valour,  and  beconkes  more  collected  and  calm  in  proportion 
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i»  he  IB  acquainted  with  the  extent  of  the  dangers  with  which  he  is 
environed.  But  to  the  chax^ge.  The  enemy  prudently  filed  off  as  we 
advanced,  and  just  as  we  were  preparing  to  make  a  deadly  onset 
upon  them,  they  put  spurs  to  their  horses  and  made  off  with  the  meet 
mortifying  coolness.  I  confess  I  had  wrought  up  my  spirit  to  perform 
some  terrihle  prodigies  of  valour,  and  when  I  saw  our  prey  escape,  I 
felt  in  the  situation  of  a  bow,  the  string  of  which  has  slipped  just  as 
the  arrow  has  been  drawn  to  the  head. 

Although  we  were  disappointed  in  the  present  instance,  a  few  days 
afterwards  we  had  a  rencontre  which  was  sufficient  to  satisfy  the  keen- 
est appetite.  I  have  already,  in  the  commencement  of  these  my  com- 
mentaries, attempted  to  describe  my  sensations  during  an  infimtiy 
charge ;  but  the  same  operation  when  I  was  mounted  on  the  back  of 
an  ungovernable  beast  of  a  charger,  proved  a  very  different  aflEur.  It 
was  about  sunset  after  a  long  day^s  march,  and  we  had  halted  and  were 
just  lighting  our  camp-fires,  calculating  amongst  ourselves  who  would  be 
the  happy  man  to  go  out  upon  picquet,  when  we  were  suddenly  ordered 
to  mount  and  advance  immediately.  The  enemy's  picquet  was  within 
a  few  yards  before  us,  and  I  with  about  twenty  men  was  ordered  for- 
ward to  skirmish  with  them.  Skirmishing  is  by  no  means  a  pleasant 
occupation ;  it  Is  too  like  a  harlequinade.  My  men  made  a  very  skilful 
use  of  their  carbines,  and  we  gradually  drove  the  enemy's  skirmishers 
in.  I  observed  that  they  fell  in  upon  a  regiment  of  French  dragoons, 
which  were  stationed  upon  an  open  space  of  g^und  on  the  outside  of 
a  small  town.  The  object  of  our  movement  I  inmiediately  found  to  be, 
to  attack  this  body  of  horse.  Our  regiment  had  no  sooner  arrived  on 
the  plain  than  we  formed  in  front  of  Uie  enemy.  I  was  called  in  with 
my  party  just  as  our  soldiers  had  drawn  their  sabres.  This  looked  as 
if  they  were  in  earnest  The  squadron  to  which  I  belonged  was  the 
first,  and  indeed  the  only  one  which  charged.  We  advanced  at  a  steady- 
trot  till  we  were  about  ten  yards  from  the  enemy,  when  the  wordb 
^  gallop,''  ^^  charge,"  followed  close  upon  one  another,  and  every  man 
^^  dashed  the  rowels  in  his  steed,"  and  fixed  himself  firmly  in  his  saddle. 
Like  a  young  sportsman  who  first  draws  a  trigger,  I  no  sooner  touched 
my  horse's  flank  with  my  heel,  than  I  involuntarily  shut  my  eyes,  and 
immediately  after  I  felt  a  most  tremendous  shock.  This  made  me  look 
about  me,  and  I  perceived  that  the  impetus  of  my  noble  charger  had 
laid  three  French  jades  and  their  riders  prostrate  before  me.  One  of 
the  dragoons,  a  light  active  fellow,  had  just  gained  Us  1^,  and  witli 
sacre  in  his  mouth,  and  a  long  sabre  in  Ms  hand,  was  about  to  wreck 
his  vengeance  upon  my  Bucephalus ;  when  a  back«-handed  blow  from 
my  sword  upon  his  headpiece  put  a  speedy  termination  to  his  schemes 
of  revenge.  Our  squadron  did  not  cover  the  whole  front  of  the  French 
regiment,  but  as  far  as  we  did  extend,  wherever  we  came  in  contact, 
the  enemy  were,  to  use  Bonaparte's  o?m  expression,  completely 
^^  bouleversee,  renversee."  A  portion  of  the  enemy  retired  about  a 
hundred  yards,  and  immediately  formed  again  with  great  adroitness ; 
but  we  were  so  little  disordered  by  tlie  first  attack,  that  we  were  ready, 
as  soon  as  they  were  in  order,  to  make  a  fresh  charge,  which  we  in* 
stantly  did  wiUi  the  same  spirit  and  the  same  success  as  before.  The 
discomfited  party,  supported  by  a  fresh  squadron  of  hassara,  again 
shewed  front  in  the  town ;  and  so  slightly  had  our  men  suffered  in 
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these  tfro  cbatgfes,  a  tMng  almost  unparalleled,  but  proceeding,  no 
doubt,  freai  tbe  Weak  state  of  the  French  horses  and  men,  that  we  re- 
peated thd  dosfe- again  in  the  centre  of  the  market-place,  while  the 
French  lultaibitaflts  were  looking  out  of  their  windows,  and  screaming 
with  horrof  aflk)  amazement  at  the  skilful  manner  in  which  we  admi- 
nistered it  The  French  displayed  their  usual  gallantry ;  and  though 
they  were  evidently  unfit  to  stand  up  before  us,  on  being  driven  out 
of  the  town  they  tried  the  experiment  a  fourth  time  with  the  same 
niccess :  nothing  but  darkness  prevented  urfrom  either  killing  or  cap' 
taiing  every  man  of  them. 

A  great  number  of  prisoners  fell  into  our  hands ;  but  our  principal 
object,  as  is  the  usage  and  practice  of  dragoons,  was  to  capture  horses, 
and  not  men ;  seeing  that  the  quadruped  will  fetch  about  two  hundred 
crowns,  whereat  the  biped  is  utterly  worthless.  We  returned  into  the 
town  with  our  prizes,  where  in  consequence  of  the  darkness  of  the 
night  and  some  of  our  men  having  straggled,  a  little  plundering  took 
place.  Indeed  so  great  was  the  hurry  and  confusion  of  all  these 
transactions,  that  after  I  had  got  into  camp,  I  discovered  a  couple  of 
fine  roasted  galfinas  and  a  bottle  of  sparkling  champaigne,  which  made 
an  excellent  supper ;  nor  could  I  complain  of  the  want  of  provisions 
for  several  days  afterwards.  I  was  roused  the  following  morning  by  a 
messenger  from  my  old  friend  and  commander  the  Baron,  who  had  re- 
ceived a  severe  wound  in  the  head,  and  was  just  delivering  up  his  sword 
to  the  common  enemy.  I  found  him  certainly  on  the  point  of  capitu- 
lation :  he  was  still  sensible ;  and  beckoning  to  me  to  approach  the 
spot  where  he  lay,  which  was  a  dry  ditch,  covered  by  a  tarpaulin 
supported  at  the  comers  with  four  sticks,  he  appointed  me  his  executor, 
during  me  to  transmit  the  produce  of  his  effects  to  his  mother  at  Nu- 
remberg. There  was  something  very  melancholy  in  my  poor  friend's 
departure,  under  privations  and  in  circumstances  like  these,  though  at 
the  same  time  the  scene  was  not  altogether  free  from  the  ludicrous. 
Begging  every  one  else  to  withdraw,  he  recounted  to  me  in  a  whisper 
the  various  places  in  which  liis  multifarious  treasures  were  deposited. 
He  had  veiy  little  vested  in  any  government  funds  or  in  real  securities, 
bat  in  the  &lds  of  his  doublet,  and  in  various  parts  of  his  equipage,  he 
told  me,  a  very  considerable  sum  in  gold  would  be  discovered.  His 
principal  regret  at  leaving  this  world  seemed  to  be  the  loss  of  the  fine 
prospect  of  plunder,  which  our  present  circumstances  promised.  He 
compared  himself  to  Moses,  who  perished  the  moment  he  was  entering 
upon  the  land  of  promise.  Before  we  marched,  I  performed  the  duty 
of  my  new  office,  and  consigned  the  remains  of  the  gallant  officer  to  a 
hole  which  I  caused  to  be  dug  for  the  purpose.  He  was  interred  like 
a  soldier,  in  the  most  unsophisticated  style,  without  either  winding- 
sheet  or  coffin.  Perchance,  reader,  if  thou  hast  sojourned  in  the  vil- 
lage of  Carbon,  thou  hast  stepped  over  the  ashes  of  as  true  a  soldier  as 
ever  smoked  pipe  and  drank  brandy  beneath  the  canopy  of  Heaven  I 

The  Baron,  and  one  dragoon  wounded,  were  the  only  losses  which  we 
sustained,  while,  on  the  contrary,  the  French  had  about  two  hundred 
men  hors  de  cat:ibat  After  three  or  four  days  hard  marching,  I  was 
sent  back,  mth  my  own  troop  and  a  company  of  Portuguese  caqadores^ 
to  a  small  town  called  St.  Martory,  to  guard  the  passage  of  a  bridge 
against  the  brigands  in  the  mountains  and  the  French  troops  on  the 
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other,  side  of  the  lirer,  and  to  prevent  them  from  annoying  the  rear 
and  cutting  off  the  supplies  of  our  army.  The  duty  was  by  no  means 
either  a  safe  or  a  pleasant  one.  We  were  forced  to  be  perpetually  on 
the  qui  vive^  not  knowing  the  point  from  which  the  enemy  would  come 
upon  us,  though  we  were  assured  they  were  prepared  to  do  so.  Our 
horses  were  never  unsaddled,  nor  did  our  men  put  off  their  clothes  : 
and  we  stationed  constant  picquets  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  river 
towards  the  Pyrenees.  Some  of  the  Portuguese  who  were  employed 
on  this  service,  caused  us  considerable  ^arm  one  night  Three  French 
deserters,  by  a  circuitous  route,  were  intending  to  reach  St  Martory, 
and  the  Portuguese  in  their  alarm  multiplied  these  three  men  in  buck- 
ram into  a  large  body  of  the  enemy.  The  bugle  roused  me  from  my 
bed,  to  which,  as  a  special  favour  to  them,  I  had  ^^  for  .that  night 
only^'  consigned  my  wearied  limbs,  and  seizing  my  sword  and  belt,  and 
placing  my  casque  upon  my  head,  I  sallied  forth,  clothed  in  the  inex^ 
pressibles  usually  worn  by  the  Highland  regiments.  I  believe  many  of 
the  troop  wore  the  sam^  regimentals.  The  Portuguese  were  firing 
pretty  sharply  when  I  arrived  amongst  them,  and  I  expected  a  serious 
affair  of  it  The  serjeant  of  the  Portuguese  informed  me  that  they  had 
killed  one  of  the  enemy,  (and  sure  enough  one  of  the  poor  dragoons 
had  fallen^  and  that  the  rest  were  lying  behind  an  embankment.  I  in- 
stantly ordered  our  men  to  charge  ;  but,  as  we  were  proceeding  on  a 
trot,  we  were  stopped  by  the  two  other  deserters,  who  were  lying 
flat  on  their  faces  directly  in  our  road,  and  who,  on  being  questioned, 
informed  us  of  the  true  state  of  the  aflair.  Thus  we  returned  shiver- 
ing to  quarters,  without  any  loss  of  life,  though  not  entirely  without 
loss  of  blood.  £• 
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From  the  Spanuh  of  D.  Josd  Cadalao. 
"  Quitn  dt  aquetta  ColUna,^'* 

Who  with  yonder  festive  band 
Downward  comes  with  easy  pace, 
With  the  wine-cup  in  his  hand 
And  the  smile  upon  his  face  ? 

With  the  ivy  and  the  vine 
Are  his  rosy  temples  crown'd — 
Jolly  swains  and  nymphs  divine 
Lightly  there  are  dancing  round, 

To  the  pipers  enlivening  voice 

Every  tongue  his  deeds  repeating ; 
And  with  shouts  and  cheerful  noise 
All  his  jovial  coming  greeting. 

^Tis  Bacchus  to  a  certainty, 

The  jolly  God — I  know  him  well. 
Sir,  you  ^re  mistaken,  it  was  I, 
The  author  of  this  baugatelle. 


(35) 

ON   EPIGRAMS. 

The  attention  of  general  readers  has  been  so  long  and  so  exclnsiyely 
confined  to  the  higher  and  more  celebrated  creations  of  genius,  that  to 
expect  them  to  dirert  it  willingly  to  humbler  and  more  unpretending 
productions,  appears  in  some  degree  an  idle  hope.  Men  are  disposed 
to  estimate  thinqgs  by  their  outward  and  visible  forms,  rather  than  their 
real  and  eas^itial  excellence.  The  eye  which  has  been  attracted  and 
dazzled  by  the  magnificence  of  some  splendid  palace,  turns  reluctantly 
to  the  lowly  and  unobtrusive  beauty  of  a  retired  cottage.  To  some  such 
mistaken  and  exclusive  feeling  may  we  chiefly  ascribe  the  neglect  into 
which  what  was  once  a  distinct  and  pleasing  branch  of  literature  has 
fidlen.  The  ordinary  student  considers  an  epigram  as  the  vehicle  of 
some  low  and  ignoble  witticism — some  malicious  personality,  or  the 
poor  conveyance  of  a  pun.  If  this  sort  of  composition  had  never 
aimed  at  higher  objects,  it  would  have  deserved  the  contempt  it  has  re- 
ceived ;  but  whoever  is  familiar  with  the  literature  of  antiquity,  will 
acknowledge,  that  amongst  the  Greek  epigrams  are  to  be  found  some  of 
the  sweetest  flowers  which  genius  has  scattered  in  its  flight  to  im- 
mortality. 

In  tliis  book-making  age,  when  few  things  are  deemed  too  sacred  or 
too  worthless  for  publicity,  and  still  fewer  which  deserve  to  be  made 
public,  are  left  in  obscurity,  it  seems  somewhat  strange  that  the  am- 
bitious enterprise  of  our  poetical  aspirants  should  have  suffered  that 
capacious  storehouse  of  poetry,  the  Greek  Anthologies,  to  remain  so 
long  unexplored.  Occasionally,  at  distant  intervals,  some  tasteful 
scholar  has  felt  and  imitated  Uieir  beauty,  and  too  often  without  ac- 
knowledgment;  but  it^is  only  lately  that  they  have  been  pointed  out 
to  the  English  reader  as  worthy  of  his  study  and  admiration.  Cum- 
berland, in  his  admirable  essays  on  the  Greek  drama,  (in  the  Observer) 
first  recommended  them  to  general  attention^  with  some  happy  trans- 
lations ;  and  within  a  few  years  Mr.  Bland  has  published  a  volume  of 
selections  from  the  Anthology,  many  of  wliich  are  rendered  with  very 
great  success.  As  the  subject  is  still  new  to  many  oi  our  readers,  it 
may  not  be  iminteresting  briefly  to  trace  the  prog^ss,  and  at  the  same 
time  cite  some  of  the  more  characteristic  specimens  of  epigrammatic 
writii^,  from  its  origin  to  our  times. 

The  word  epigram,  as  is  manifest,  means  nothing  more  than  a  simple 
inscription,  originally  affixed  to  religious  offerings ;  afterwards  it  was 
written  on  the  gate  of  the  Temple,  and  by  a  gradual  and  easy  tran- 
sition, passed  to  other  edifices  of  a  public  character — to  statues  of  gods 
and  heroes,  and  all  who  Had  distinguished  themselves  by  their  pa- 
triotism, courage,  or  virtue.  The  name  was  at  first  applied  without 
distinction  to  inscriptions  in  verse  or  prose ;  and  the  old  historians  fur- 
nish many  examples  of  the  latter.  Legislators  and  philosophers  soon 
employed  it  to  convey  any  political  or  moral  precept  which  they  wished 
to  impress  strongly ;  as  from  its  brevity  it  might  be  more  easily  remem- 
bered Finally,  an  epigram  came  to  signify,  amongst  the  Greeks,  any 
short  piece  of  poetry  which  conveyed  a  single  idea,  or  expressed  a  single 
feeling ;  and  what  at  first  was  nothing  more  than  the  naked  communi- 
cation of  a  fact,  acquired  in  the  end  a  recognized  and  respectable  station 
in  literature.    Those  who  are  unacquainted  with  this  class  of  ancient 
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poetry,  will  form  erroneous  notions  of  its  character,  if  they  take  the 
French  and  English  epigrams,  or  even  most  of  those  of  Martial  and 
Ausonius,  for  their  guide.  A  modem  epigram  is  a  short  production, 
containing  some  conceit  of  thought,  or  play  upon  words,  and  generally 
of  a  satirical  cast.  Its  inventors,  howeyer,  never  used  it  as  a  medium 
of  satire  or  pun;  and  very  rarely,  and  only  in  the  decline  of  Grecian 
taste,  of  conceit.  In  their  lighter  convivial  epigrams,  the  thought  is 
generally  of  a  melancholy  cast — a  reflection  on  the  shortness  of  life, 
the  transitoriness  of  our  enjoyments,  or  some  admonition  against 
the  frailties  of  our  nature.  The  better  order  was  commonly  of  a  se- 
rious cast,  like  this  of  Pherecrates : — 

^'  Age  ii  (he  heavieit  burthen  man  can  bear, 
Compound  of  di8api>ointment,  pain,  and  care ; 
For  when  the  mind^i  experience  comei  at  length, 
It  comes  to  mourn  the  bodj^s  loss  of  strength ; 
ResignM  to  ignorance  all  our  better  days, 
Knowledge  Just  ripens  when  the  man  decays ; 
One  raj  of  light  the  closine  eye  receives, 
And  wisdom  only  takes  what  folly  leaves.^'    CracBERLAjro. 

As  a  class  of  composition  the  Greek  epigram  has  no  counterpart  in 
the  literature  of  any  modern  language  ;  and  that  which  corresponds  to 
it  the  nearest,  is  the  French  madrigcd^  the  Italian  canzonet^  and  the  more 
sober  species  of  English  iong.  In  expressing  a  single  thought,  the 
Greeks  were  desirous  of  malong  it  as  simple  as  possible,  and  they 
sought  after  the  simplest  and  most  natural  diction.  They  looked  for  a 
style  which  might  become  the  sentiment,  and  forbore  to  imitate  the 
splendid  imagery,  the  varied  and  artful  combinations,  the  minute  de- 
scriptions, the  developement  of  character,  the  fictions  and  ornaments, 
the  ^^  pomp  and  circumstance^^  of  the  loftier  opder  of  poetnr.  Their 
restricted  space  afforded  no  room  for  display,  and  they  therefore  never 
aimed  at  it.  Nor  do  they  present  any  instances  of  ^t — as  the  word  is 
commonly  understood.  If  they  have  any  wit,  it  is  only  in  the  sense  of 
Pope,  who  reduces  it  to  mere  happiness  of  language — *^  what  oft  was 
thought,  but  ne'er  so  well  expressed.''  Hence  the  characteristic  epi- 
thet of  a  Greek  epigram  is  «^fAfi«,  or  neatness  and  grace.  Whilst 
they  resorted  to  obvious  sentiments,  and  clothed  them  in  simple  and 
delicate  language,  they  were  sure  to  please;  and  from  the  earliest 
times  scholars  have  found  them  a  source  of  pleasure  and  solace  in  the 
original,  and  in  imitations  and  translations  they  have  been  perused  with 
delight  by  those  who  were  unacquainted  with  the  Greek.  Johnson  has 
paid  an  elegant  and  feeling  compliment  to  an  epigram  of  Ariphron ; 
and  we  know  that  he  often  devoted  his  sleepless  nights,  and  the  inter- 
vals of  pain  in  his  last  ilbess,  to  rendering  them  into  Latin*.  We  can, 
thus  supported,  bear  very  patiently  the  sneers  of  Chesterfield,  who 
was  neither  scholar  nor  poet  It  is  unknovm,  however,  to  mere 
English  students,  that  the  Antholo^  is  a  great  magazine  of  poetical 
common^places.  It  would  not  be  difficult  to  point  out  the  source  of 
many  beautiful  passages  of  modem  poetry  among  the  old  Greek  epi- 
grams*   Cumberland  detected  the  original  of  B^n  Johnson's  popular 

*  Scallger  used  to  beguile  the  hours  of  sleeplenneu  m  turning  Martial  into 

Greek. 
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rtts^A,^  Diink  to  me  only  with  diiae^yes,^'  kc,  in  the  erotic  i^ce«  of 
Philostratus ;  and  Ihoogh  they  are  not  the  most  favourable  epedmen 
of  the  simplicity  we  have  talked  of,  yet  they  do  not  appear  to  merit 
the  very  severe  censures  of  Cumberland.  Many  other  productions 
which  have  been  long  admired,  might  be  followed  up  to  the  same 
source.  Poets  rarely  Uke  to  confess  their  obligations,  and  where  they 
can  poach  with  so  much  impunity,  there  is  an  additional  temptation  to 
be  ^fishonest  Some  of  the  Greek  epigrams  have  a  value  quite  distinct 
from  elegance  of  expression,  and  delicacy  and  truth  of  sentiment.  They 
illustrate  events,  manners  and  feelings,  where  history  from  its  ge- 
nerality is  deficient;  and  in  more  than  one  instance  furnish  the  evi- 
dences of  htstoiy.  Herodotus  has  preserved  two  of  Simonides— the 
first,  on  a  personage  of  celebrity  in  his  time ;  the  other,  commemora- 
tive of  one  of  the  most  glorious  deeds  which  history  has  rec<H*ded— the 
sacrifice  at  Thermopyle. 

»'  Greatljr  to  die^if  this  be  glory's  height. 
For  the  fair  meed  we  own  our  fortune  kind, 
For  Greece  and  liberty  we  plunged  to  night. 
And  left  a  never-dying  name  behind." 

Thucydides,  among  others,  cites  the  following  epitaph  on  the  daugh- 
ter of  the  tyrant  Hippias,  slain  by  Harmodius  and  Aristogiton.  We 
give  it,  not  merely  as  a  specimen  of  concise  and  appropriate  sepulchral 
inscription,  but  also  as  a  testimony  to  the  simplicity  of  the  age. 

^^  Daughter  of  him  who  ruled  the  Athenian  plains, 
This  honourM  dust  Archidice  contains, 
Of  tyrants  mother,  daughter,  sister,  wife^- 
Her  soul  was  humble,  and  unstainM  her  life.'^ 

Aristotle  very  frequently  quotes  them  to  illustrate  his  assertions ;  and 
we  are  still  in  possession  of  several  of  Plato,  which  furnish  the  earliest 
and  abnost  the  only  examples  of  play  upon  words  in  the  whole  An- 
thology. They  are  on  a  favourite  boy,  whose  name  was  Aitcr 
(a  star) — 

^^  In  life  thou  wcrt  my  morning  star, 
But  now  that  death  has  stolen  thy  light, 
Alas !  thou  shinest  dim  and  far. 
Like  the  pale  beam  that  weeps  at  night,^^        Moons. 

Another  to  the  same— 

^^  Why  dost  thou  gate  upon  the  sky  i 
Oh !  that  I  were  that  spangled  sphere. 
And  every  star  should  be  an  eye 
To  wonder  on  thy  beauties  here.''  Jd, 

One  more  specimen  of  this  philosopher's  poetical  eiTusion^— 

^^  Whene'er  thy  nectar'd  kiss  I  sip, 
And  drink  thy  breath  in  melting  wine. 
My  soul  then  flutters  to  my  lip. 
Ready  to  fly  and  mix  with  thme.''  Jd, 

DiodomsSiculus  and  Plutarch  have  likewise  preserved  a  considerable 
number  of  these  light  and  fugitive  productions.  Notwithstanding  the 
ditigence  of  collectors,  the  Anthology  is  very  far  from  being  complete. 
The  earliest  collection  of  any  note  is  that  of  Meleager,  one  of  the  gen- 
tlest and  moat  affecting  of  poets.    He  has  flung  a  melancholy  grace 
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oyer  his  venes,  which  renders  them  inexpresgibly  touching.  His  own 
epigrams  are  the  chief  ornaments  of  his  beautiful  collection.  The  fol- 
lowing (translated  by  Mr.  Bland)  is  supposed  to  be  spoken  by  a  lover 
on  the  shore  of  the  Hellespont. 

"  Sea-wandering  barks  that  o'er  the  -ffigean  sail 
With  pennants  streaming  to  the  northern  gale, 
If  in  your  course  the  Coan  strand  ye  reach, 

.    And  see  my  Phanion  musing  on  the  beach, 
With  eye  intent  upon  the  placid  sea. 
And  constant  heart  that  only  beats  for  me, — 
Tell  my  sweet  mistress,  that  for  her  I  haste 
To  ereet  her  landing  from  the  watery  waste : 
So  Jove  shall  calm  with  smiles  the  waves  below, 
And  bid  for  you  his  softest  breezes  blow.^* 

This,  to  a  young  girl  who  died  on  the  day  of  her  marriage,  is  very 
simple  and  afiecting : — 

^'  Callista,  when  she  loosed  her  virgin  zone. 
Found  in  the  nuptial  bed  an  early  grave ; 
Death  claimM  the  bridegroom's  right :  to  death  alone 
The  treasure  promised  to  her  spouse  she  gave. 
To  sweetest  sounds  the  happy  evening  fled, 
The  flute^s  soft  strain  and  hymeneal  choir ; 
At  mom  sad  wailings  echo  round  the  bed. 
And  the  glad  hymns  on  quivering  lips  expire. 
The  very  torches  that  at  fall  of  night 
Shed  their  bright  radiance  oVr  the  bridal  room — 
Those  very  torches,  with  the  morning's  light, 
Conduct  the  lovely  sufferer  to  the  tomb."* 

One  more  of  Meleager,  on  a  virtuous  man, — 

"  Hail,  universal  Mother  !  lightly  rest 
On  that  dead  form, 

Which,  when  with  life  invested,  ne'er  oppressed 
Its  fellow  worm." 

This  is  another  of  those  obvious  thoughts  which  often  occur  in  sim- 
ilar compositions.  Martial  has  employ^^d  it ;  but,  as  usual,  wrought  it 
into  a  pun, — 

'^  Mollia  nee  rigidus  cespes  tegat  ossa,  nee  illi. 
Terra,  gravis  fueris ;  non  fuit  ilia  tibi." 

Some  of  the  wags  of  the  last  century  have  imitated  it  by  reversing  the 
prayer,  in  the  epigram  on  Sir  John  Vanbrugh,  in  allusion  to  the  pon- 
derous character  of  his  edifices — 

"  Lie  heavy  on  him.  Earth !  for  he 
Laid  many  a  heavy  load  on  thee." 

*  The  thought  of  being  married  to  death  is  not  uncommon  in  the  Greek  and 
Latin  writers.  There  is  another  epigram  of  Paulus  Silentiarius,  on  his  daughter, 
in  which  it  is  very  gracefully  expressed ;  and  Ovid — 

"  Nostraque  plorantes  video  super  ora  parentes, 
£t  face  pro  thalami  fax  mihi  mortis  adest." 
And  old  Capulet,  over  the  supposed  dead  body  of  Juliet.    The  beginning  is  affect- 
ed and  quibbling ;  but  it  concludes  in  a  better  strain — 
<■  ^^  All  things  that  we  ordained  festival 
Turn  from  their  office  to  black  funeral ; 
Our  instruments  to  melancholy  bells ; 
Our  wedding  cheer  to  a  sad  burial  feast ; 
Our  solemn  hjrmns  to  sullen  dirges  change. 
And  bridal  flowers  serve  for  a  buried  corse." 
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la  the  decline  and  degradation  of  Grecian  power,  genius  and  taste 
smk  under  the  common  doom.  The  outhreakings  of  poetry  were  few 
and  distant,  and  flnng  a  momentaiy  radiance  only  over  the  general 
darkness.  The  next  collector  was  AgatMas,  who  gathered  t(^ether 
such  pieces  as  he  found  scattered  about  the  productions  of  his  age. 
His  own  poetry  was  admired  by  his  contemporaries,  and  is  often  tender 
and  just,  bnt  sometimes  betrays  the  corruption  of  taste  which  began  to 
prevail  The  following  is  very  spirited :  it  has,  as  an  anonymous  critic 
has  observed  of  it,  ^^  all  the  gallantry  of  Waller,  with  none  of  his  con- 
ceits ;  and  all  the  warmth  and  poetry  of  Moore,  with  none  of  his  in- 
delicacy.'' No  slight  share  of  the  plaintiveness  and  delicacy  belongs 
to  the  translators  Mr.  Merival. 

*'  Go,  idle  amorous  boys ! 

What  are  your  cares  and  joys, 
To  lore,  that  swells  the  longing  virgin's  breast  ? 

A  flame  half  hid  in  doubt, 

Soon  kindled,  soon  burnt  out, 
A  blaze  of  momentary  heat  at  best. 

Haply  you  well  may  find 

(Proud  privilege  of  your  kind) 
Some  friend  to  share  the  secret  of  your  heart ; 

Or,  if  your  inbred  grief 

Adiout  of  such  relief. 
The  dance,  the  chase,  the  play,  assuage  your  heart. 

Whilst  we,  poor  hapless  maids, 

Condemned  to  pine  in  shades. 
And  to  our  dearest  friends  our  thoughts  deny ; 

Can  only  sit  and  weep. 

While  sdl  around  us  sleep, 
Unpitied  languish  and  unheeded  die.'* 

We  cannot  quit  Agathias  without  quoting  another  example  of  a  dif- 
ferent kind.  It  shews  that  the  epigram  had  already  lost  its  uniform 
simplicity ;  and  independent  of  its  pleasantry,  proves  that  the  dubiety 
and  cautiousness  of  lawyers  has  afforded  in  other  times,  as  well  as  in 
ours,  a  reason  for  remonstrance,  and  the  subject  of  sarcastic  wit 

^*  A  plaintiff  thus  ezplainM  his  cause 
To  counsel  learned  in  the  laws : — 
*  My  bond-maid  lately  ran  away, 
And  in  her  flight  was  met  by  A, 
Who,  knowing  she  belonged  to  me, 
Espoused  her  to  his  servant  B. 
The  issue  of  this  marriage,  pray, 
Do  they  belong  to  me  or  A  V 
The  lawyer,  true  to  his  vocation, 
Gave  sign  of  deepest  cogitation, 
LookM  at  a  score  of  books,  or  near, 
Then  hemmed,  and  said — ^  Your  case  is  clear. 
Those  children  so  begot  by  B, 
Upon  your  bond-maid  must,  you  see. 
Be  your^s  or  A^s ; — ^now,  this  I  say — 
They  can't  be  your's  if  they  to  A 
Belong, — it  follows  then,  of  course. 
That  if  they  are  not  his,  they're  your's. 
Therefore,  by  my  advice,  in  short, 
You  '11  take  the  opinion  of  the  court ' " 
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During  the  dark  and  barbarous  ages  that  sooceededv  the  collection 
of  Meleager  suffered  more  than  that  of  .Agathias.  Whatever  was  in** 
genions,  elegant,  and  fanciful,  fell  under  the  destructive  rage  of  per^ 
secuting  priests,  who  made  little  distinction  between  the  embellishments 
which  genius  had  flung  over  sensuality,  and  the  purest  and  most  beacH 
tiful  relics  of  affection  and  sorrow.  Manuscripts  decayed,  and,  for 
want  of  transcribers,  were  sometknea  entirely  lost;  and  but  for  the 
timely  diligience  of  a  few  scholan  gifted  with  taste  and  perseverance, 
very  little  of  the  Gre^  epigrams  would  have  come  down  to  our  times. 
To  Planudes,—- Salmasius,  the  celebrated  antagonist  of  Milton^^-lrat, 
above  all,  to  the  laborious  and  learned  Brunck,  are  we  indebted  for 
that  extensive  collection,  which  has  recently  been  edited  by  Jacobs 
with  very  considerable  taste  and  unexampled  erudition.  We  have  not 
space  for  more  than  one  or  two  additional  selections.  Leonidas  has 
very  sweetly  versified  an  anecdote  familiar  to  all,  but  which  can  never 
cease  to  be  pleasing,  it  is  so  tenderly  true  to  nature.  The  translation 
is  by  Mr.  Rogers. 

\Vhae  on  the  cliff  with  calm  delight  she  kneelt, 

And  the  blue  valei  a  thousamd  joys  recal, 
See,  to  the  last,  last  verge  her  infant  steals ! 

Oh  fly— yet  stir  not,  speak  not,  lest  it  fidl. 
Far  better  taught,  she  lajrs  her  bosom  bare, 
And  the  fond  bojr  springs  back  to  nestle  there. 

With  this  of  Simmias  on  Sophocles,  translated  by  Addison,  we  shall 
close  our  extracts  from  the  Greek  Anthology. 

Wind,  gentle  evergreen,  to  form  a  shade 
Around  the  tomb  where  Sophocles  is  laid ; 
Sweet  ivy !  lend  thine  aid,  and  intertwine 
With  blushing  roses  and  the  clustering  vine : 
Thus  shall  thy  lasting  leaves,  with  beauties  hung, 
Prove  grateful  emblems  of  the  lays  he  sung. 

One  great  distinguishing  excellence  of  the  Greek  sepulchi^  inscrip- 
tions is  their  appropriateness.  They  do  not,  like  the  "  Epitaphs  to  be 
let"  of  Pope,  deal  in  any  general  eulogy,  but  spring  out  of  the  charac- 
ter of  the  person,  and  belong  to  him  alone.  They  contain  the  name 
of  the  deceased,  and  whatever  else  is  necessary  to  make  them  intelli- 
gible. Perhaps  there  is  no  part  of  English  literature — ^if  literature 
will  permit  the  association — ^which  is  so  despicable,  as  its  sepulchral 
inscriptions.  We  are  inferior  not  only  to  the  ancients,  but  even  to  our 
contemporaries.  No  one  can  visit  an  English  church-yard  without  be- 
ing disgusted  with  the  tawdry  and  unmeaning  trash— the  ungram- 
matical  and  "  splay-foot  rhymes,'"  which  disfigure  the  monuments  of  the 
departed;  and  where  the  same  stuff  is  applied  to  fifty  different  per- 
sons of  different  ages,  sex,  and  rank.  These  "  sepulchral  lies"  have 
been  well  described  in  the  epigram : — 

"  Friend,  in  your  epitaphs  I  ^m  grieved, 
So  very  much  is  said ; 
One  half  will  never  be  believed. 
The  other,  neyer  read." 

The  Greeks  were  singularly  happy  in  the  appropriateness  of  this 
sort  of  inscription,  and  in  the  delicacy  with  which  the  traits  of  character  ' 
were  touched  out,  and  in  the  pathetic  and  affectionate  language  of 


jomnr.  In  jadgiof  the  Greek  epignms,  Uiej  mant  be  tried  bj  their 
own  laws.  More  most  not  be  demanded  from  them  than  they  were  in- 
tended to  convey.  Least  of  all  must  we  seek  in  them  the  wit  and 
yifoncy  which  belong  to  those  of  our  times.  Nor  will  any  one  derive 
■nch  pleasure  from  their  perusal,  whose  taste  is  not  delicate  enongb 
to  leel  that  the  greatest  charm  of  light  poetry  is  the  simple  represen- 
tatioB  of  unlaboured  sentiments. 

The  Latin  epigrammatists  appear  to  have  disdained  the  exquisite 
simplicity  of  their  predecessors,  and  to  have  sought  after  more  remote 
and  striking  combinations.  In  the  midst  of  a  good  deal  of  conceit  and 
some  obscenity,  Catullus  has,  however,  attained  a  higher  point  of  ele- 
gancy and  beauty  than  any  otiier  of  the  Roman  wits.  Martial  some- 
where equals  him  in  genius  to  Virgil,  and  in  this  bold  opinion  he  has 
been  followed  by  some  modem  critics.  Nothing  of  his  that  has  come 
down  to  us  justifies  such  a  comparison.  Had  his  imagination  been  less 
depraved  and  his  taste  more  pure,  his  genius  was  certainly  far  beyond 
that  of  any  of  the  Greek  anthologists,  with  perhaps  the  exception  of 
Meleager.  Martial  has  been  placed  at  the  head  of  this  class  of  writers 
ancient  and  modem ;  and  if  wit  and  fecundity  are  sufficient  reasons,  he 
deserves  the  station.  In  brevity,  smartness  and  variety,  he  is  above 
Catullus  and  all  other  professed  epigrammatists.  His  style  is  pure  and 
correct,  though  some  very  nice  judges  affect  to  perceive  in  it  traces  of 
the  Spanish  dialect  In  what  AdiMson  calls  mixed  wit  he  is  scarcely 
inferior  to  Cowley.  The  greatest  fault  of  Martial,  which  belongs  in 
some  measure  to  his  age,  is  his  licentiousness ;  and  notwithstanding 
the  severity  with  which  he  reprehends  vice,  he  is  frequently  its  mis- 
chievous but  seductive  teacher.  The  epigrams  of  Ausonius  are  oftener 
imitations  from  the  Greek  than  original,  and  the  language  had  become 
in  his  time  effeminate  and  affected. 

Among  the  modems  the  epigram  has  changed  its  character.  Instead 
of  comprehending  a  wide  class  of  poetry,  it  has  a  distinct  and  limited 
acceptation.  An  epigram  with  us  must  be  a  good  things  or  it  is  nothing. 
It  is  no  longer  the  mould  of  an  elegant  and  airy  thought,  or  a  plaintive 
and  affecting  feeling  gracefully  and  artlessly  expressed,  but  of  far- 
fetched and  occult  resemblances  wrought  up  to  the  highest  polish  and 
point  That  delicate  tenderness,  which  belongs  to  the  amatory  effusions 
of  the  Greeks,  is  not  to  be  found  amongst  the  epigrams  of  the  modems  : 
it  belongs  to  a  different  kind  of  composition.  Of  all  modem  writers 
Metastado,  perhaps,  has  been  the  most  successful  in  finding  out  this 
secret  path  to  the  heart,  although  he  has  decked  it  too  profusely  with 
flowers.  The  songs  of  this  elegant  and  pathetic  poet  approach  the 
most  nearly  to  the  Greeks  in  feeling,  though  not  in  simplicity.  One 
^reat  advantage  he  has  in  common  with  his  countrymen,  in  the  peculiar 
softness  and  melody  of  his  language,  which  renders  it  so  fit  for  the 
sentiments  of  love.  The  fertility  ofhis  genius  is  unparalleled.  Guarini, 
Tasso,  and  others  of  the  Italian  poets,  are  very  happy  in  their  amatory 
poetry,  with  the  abatement  of  occasional  conceits  and  florid  embellish- 
ment The  moral  sentiments,  which  makes  so  large  a  part  of  the  Greek 
Anthology,  do  not  exist  in  separate  pieces,  but  are  incorporated  into 
their  larger  poems.  This  may  be  observed  of  all  the  modem  lan- 
gnages.  The  Italians,  in  their  sepulchral  inscriptions,  have  closely 
followed  the  Latin  models;  and  rarely,  if  ever,  do  they  entrust  their 
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t^e^ect  and  affection  for  the  departed  to  a  poetical  inscriptioii  in  their 

native  ton^e. 

The  French  madrigal  is  sometimes  written  in  the  TerT  spirit  of  an* 
cient  Greece.  In  condensation  of  thoughts,  happiness  of  epitliet,  and 
delicacy  of  turn,  it  is  often  unequalled.  But  the  languc^,  as  well  aa 
the  character  of  that  mercurial  people,  is  almost  too  sprightly  and 
vivacious  to  he  chained  down  to  the  uniform  simplicity  and  M^iXttm^  of 
the  Greeks.  They  are  too  much  addicted  d  dire  desJUurettes.  Yet 
what  can  he  more  simple-hearted  and  tender  than  this  address  of 
Madame  de  Mirepoix  to  the  Due  de  Nivemois,  aoec  tine  baucU  de  ttk 
chtoeux? 

Les  voiU,  les  cheveux  depuii  long  temps  blanchis, 
D^une  longue  union  quails  soient  pour  voui  le  gage : 
Je  ne  regrette  Hen  de  ce  que  m''6ta  T&ge ; 
II  me  laiflse  de  vrais  amis. 
On  m'aime  presqu'autant,  et  j^aime  davantage. 
L^astre  de  Pamiti^  luit  dans  Phiver  des  ans, 
Fruit  pr^ieux  de  Pestime,  du  gout,  et  du  temps  ; 
On  ne  8^7  m^prend  plus,  on  c^de  k  son  empire, 

Et  Pon  joint  sous  les  cheveux  blancs 
Au  charme  de  s^aimer,  le  droit  de  se  le  dire. 

Perhaps  a  more  caustic  satire  was  never  written  than  tliis  upon  a 
certain  Countess  de  la  Caumont. 

Quand  PEtemel,  non  sans  remords, 
De  la  Caumont  eut  fait  le  corps, 
Sentant  qu^une  &me  raisonnable 
Ne  pourroit,  sans  d^affreux  dugouts, 
Habiter  dans  un  corps  semblable, 
11  en  fit  la  prison  d^un  diable ! — 
-7~£t  c^est  ie  plus  damn6  de  tons. 

The  following  affecting  lines  upon  a  young  and  heautiful  female, 
torn  away  by  death  from  the  dearest  hopes,  is  above  what  might  be 
expected  from  the  imputed  inability  of  the  French  to  feel  deeply  and 
sincerely.  They  are  inscribed  on  an  um,  at  the  entrance  of  a  grove 
where  the  young  giris  of  a  neighbouring  vills^e  used  to  assemble : — 

Jeunes  beaut^s,  qui  venez  dans  ces  lieux 
Fouler  d'un  pied  l^gcr  Pherbe  tendre  et  ^eurie, 
Comme  vous  j^ai  connu  les  plaisirs  de  la  vie, 
Vos  f6tes,  vos  transports,  et  vos  aimables  jeux. 
L^amour  ber9oit  mon  coeur  de  ses  douces  chimeres, 
^  £t  P Hymen  me  fiattoit  du  destin  le  plus  beau ; 
Un  instant  d^truisit  ces  erreurs  mensong^res. 
Que  me  reste-il  ? — ^le  tombeau. 

Voltaire  has  furnished  an  immense  number  of  epigrams  on  almost 
every  subject,  and  of  every  degree  of  merit.  It  is  as  difficult  to  know 
where  to  begin  as  how  to  leave  off  in  selecting  from  him.  This  deli- 
cate compliment  is  to  Madame  Lullin,  with  a  nosegay,  on  the  day  she 
completed  her  hundredth  year : — 

Nos  grands  p^res  vous  virent  belle. 
Par  votre  esprit  vous  plairez  a  cent  ans : 
Vous  m^ritez  d'^^pouser  FonteneUe*, 
£t  d^^tre  sa  veuve  long-terns. 


•  Fontenelle  lived  to  the  age  of  100. 
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This,  on  a  statae  of  Niobe,  is  an  imltatioii  from  the  Greek  :— 

Le  fatal  coimfoaz  des  Dieuz 
Chaagea  cette  iemme  en  pienre. 
Le  sculpteur  a  fait  bien  mieuz, 
II  a  fait  tout  le  contraire. 

TUa  18  likewise  an  imitatioD,  on  the  statue  of  Venus  by  Praxiteles  :-^ 

Old— je  me  montrai  tonte  nue 
An  Dieu  Man,  au  bel  Adonis ; 
A  Vulcain  meme— et  j^ea  rougis — 
Mais,  Praxit^le,  oH  m''a-t-il  vue  ?* 

He  has  imitated  Ausouius,  who  had  Imitated  some  Greek  epigram- 
matist, in  the  following : — IJda  offering  her  mirror  to  Venud. — 

Je  le  dotme  i  Venos,  puisqu^elle  est  toujour^  belle  ; 

II  redouble  trop  mes  ennuis ; 
Je  ne  saurois  me  voir  dans  ce  miroir  fideUe 

Nl  telle  que  J^6tais,  ni  telle  que  je  suis. 

Bat  to  the  wit  of  Voltaire  there  is  no  end,  and  we  must  consult  the 
patience  of  our  readers,  by  putting  an  end  to  our  quotations. 

There  is  but  little  space  left  to  speak  of  our  own  language.  In  the 
serious  and  tender  style  of  epigram  we  have  no  one  author  who  has 
written  much,  though  we  have  many  who  have  written  well.  From 
that  cluster  of  poetical  names  which  adorned  the  age  of  Elizabeth, 
many  beautiful  specimens,  of  feeling  and  fancy  might  be  selected.  But 
conceit,  quibble,  and  euphuism  were  the  weeds  which  grew  up  in  that 
fertile  soil,  and  deformed  the  harvest.  Waller,  when  he  escapes  from 
the  faults  of  his  predecessors,  is  elegant  and  happy  ;  and  sometimes, 
though  very  rarely,  Cowley!  Our  epitaphs  are  confessedly  of  a  very 
low  character;  occasionally  we  meet  with  one  that  is  readable,  when 
genius  takes  it  in  hand,  as  that  of  Ben  Jonson  on  the  Countess  of  Pem- 
broke, and  a  few  others.  Pope^a  are  notoriously  bad,  from  their 
vagueness  and  inappropriateness.  We  have  stately  monuments,  with 
cold  and  stiff  inscriptions  in  foreign  languages  ;  yet  how  scanty  a  num- 
ber of  simple  testimonies,  of  spontaneous  outpourings  of  sadness  and 
affection,  can  any  one  remember  in  the  vast  extent  of  our  literature  I 
In  the  witty  and  satirical  epigram,  it  may  be  doubted  whether  any 
language  is  more  abundantly  enriched.  This,  on  Cibber's  obtaining 
the  Lanreateship,  is  bitterly  contemptuous  : — 

In  meny  old  England  it  once  was.  a  rule, 
The  king  had  his  poet  and  also  his  fool : 
But  now  we  're  so  frugal,  I  'd  have  you  to  know  it, 
That  Cibber  can  serve  boih  for  foe?  and  for  poet. 
There  is  another  of  Pope  on  Dennis,  which  is  dreadfully  severe  >— 

Should  Dennis  publish  you  had  stabbed  your  brother, 
Lampooned  your  monarch,  or  debauchM  your  mother  ; 
Say,  what  revenge  on  Dennis  can  be  had  ? 
Too  duU  for  lau^ter,  for  reply  too  mad  : 
On  one  so  poor  you  cannot  take  the  law  ; 
On  one  so  old  you  scorn  your  sword  to  draw  ; 
Uncaged  then  let  the  harmless  monster  rage, 
Secure  m  dullness,  madness,  want,  and  age. 

But  Pope''s  poetry  is  a  string  of  epigrams. 

*  She  forgets  Anchises,  and  Paris,  and  a  long  list  besides,  or  the  scandaloui 
Ghroaicle  hat  defamed  her  goddess-ship. 
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Prior  has  written  a  eonsideTable  iiiimW.  The  maniMP  of  his  times, 
and  the  whole  cast  of  our  literature,  had  acquired  a  French  tone  of  light, 
superficial  and  sportive  smartness,  into  which  the  disposition  of  Prior 
easily  fell,  and  in  which  he  sustained  his  full  share  of  distinction.  The 
corrupted  taste  and  profligate  habits  of  Charles  the  Second^s  reign  had 
been  sufiiciently  amended  by  the  Revolution  to  impart  a  little  s<^riety 
to  the  productions  of  genius,  without  abating  the  passion  for  point,  and 
wit,  and  affectation.  The  humour  of  Prior  is  arch  and  racy ;  and  in 
light  epigrammatic  effusions  there  is  an  ease,  vivacity,  «ad piquancy  of 
expression,  which  pleases  in  the  midst  of  occassional  indelicacy. 

The  great  facility  which  this  mode  of  writing,  from  its  brevity, 
afforded  to  satire,  and  the  ease  with  which  it  might  be  written  and  re- 
membered, have  been  the  principal  reasons  why  the  modem  epigram, 
strictly  speaking,  has  been  appropriated  to  witty  severity.  Every  one 
at  some  period  of  his  life  feels  the  inclination  and  the  ability  to  vent 
his  anger  or  his  contempt  against  an  antagonist,  and  gladly  avails  him- 
self of  the  happy  medium  of  an  epigrun.  We  are  always  diverted  with 
the  exposure  and  ridicule  of  another,  not  merely  from  the  cleverness 
with  which  it  may  be  done,  but  also  from  a  confused  feeling  of  self- 
congratulation  at  having  escaped  the  lash  ourselves.  Still,  the  epigram  is 
commonly  looked  upon  as  the  domain  of  small  wits  only.  The  masters 
of  the  song  fly  at  higher  game.  They  must  achieve  a  tragedy  or  an 
epic  ;  they  are  for  "  Ercles'  vein,''  and  cannot  "  roar  gently."  Some 
of  our  living  poets,  however,  have  sported  in  this  field  with  very  great 
success  ;  and  we  hope  it  is  no  unbecoming  wish  that  we  may  see 
through  their  instrumentality,  the  epigram  restored  to  its  ancient 
honours,  N. 


WIGS. 

While  Captain  Parry  is  having  a  tete-ortcte  with  the  North  Pole,  I 
have  taken  advantage  of  his  absence  to  say  a  few  words  concerning  the 
polar  regions  : — ^not  the  regions  of  cold,  congelation,  and  candle-tight, 
but  of  those  illustrious  envelopes  of  the  mental  faculties,  vulg^ly  called 
wigs.  The  silken  frame-worit  on  which  the  superstructure  of  a  wig  is 
raised,  I  can  almost  believe  to  be  the  netting  of  Lachesis  herself,  so 
intimately  is  it  connected  with  the  destinies  of  its  wearer.  But  the  days 
of  its  glory  are  gone  by  :  in  the  pictures  of  Addison,  Garth,  and  other 
great  men  of  that  aera,  the  rich  profusion  of  clustering  locks,  that  do  not 
^^  stream  like  a  meteor  to  the  troubled  air,''  but  rather  hang  like  a  milky- 
way  round  their  shoulders,  prove  that  the  Augustan  age  of  genius  was 
also  the  Augustan  age  of  wigs.  I  do  not  mean  to  infer  that  the  latter 
was  the  cause  of  the  former  ;  but  of  this  I  am  certain,  that  wigs  have 
more  influence  on  the  fate  of  men  than  is  generally  supposed.  Mr. 
Whitfield  thought  that  nothing  contributed  more  t<f  the  conversion  of 
sinners  ;  and  as  Samson  lost  his  strength  with  his  hair,  so  I  have  no 
doubt  it  was  by  means  of  a  wig  that  he  regained  it 

The  once  fashionable  expression,  too,  of  "dash  my  wig,"  is  no  small 
proof  of  its  importance  :  which  oath,  if  it  may  be  so  called,  does  not 
of  course  come  within  the  prohibition,  "  thou  shalt  not  swear  by  the 
head  ;  for  thou  canst  not  make  one  hair  white  or  black."  To  make  it 
white  I  fancy  has  not  been  a  very  desirable  object  since  powder  has  been 
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oot  of  fittahioii-^amoBip  joong  men,  at  least,  fbr  I  can  still  say  in  the 
words  of  Orid— 

*^  Pulrere  canitiem  genitor 
Fowiat.'' 

But  there  Is  one  Mr.  Prince,  who  has  yerj  impiously  discoyered  means 
to  turn  ^e  hair  not  only  black,  but  any  colour  into  which  a  8un*beam 
can  be  dissected,  combined,  or  recombined.  The  misfortune  is,  that 
it  fs  UDcertain  what  hue  it  will  take  until  the  experimeDt  has  been 
tried ;  bat  they  who  ^^  set  their  crown  upon  a  cast,''  must  ^'  stand  the 
hazard  of  the  die."  What  an  awful  suspense  while  the  metamorphosis 
is  goii^  <m !  But  how  much  more  awful  must  have  been  the  discovery 
I  hear  a  lady  made  the  other  day,  who,  after  the  application  of  this 
specific,  found  her  locks  converted  to  a  bright  lilac — ^  A  bright  lilac  V 
exclaims  my  fair  reader,  ^  why  that  is  ten  times  worse  than  bright  red  :^ 
much  worse,  I  grant ;  and  for  my  part,  I  cannot  account  for  the  uniyer- 
sal  antipathy  that  has  been  shewn  towards  red  hair  in  every  age  of  the 
world.  Herodotus  tells  us,  that  the  Africans  put  to  death  all  red-haired 
people.  Terence  reckons  it,  together  with  cat's  eyes  and  a  parrotty 
nose,  as  an  insurmountable  objection  to  a  proposed  bride ;  and  a  friend 
of  mine  declares,  that  he  was  flogged  at  Rugby  for  no  other  crime 
than  hayii^  red  hair. 

But  to  return  to  my  subject :  it  is  no  small  gratification  to  see  the 
judicial  wig  still  legitimately  upheld  in  its  ^^  pride  of  place."   How,  in- 
deed, could  a  judge  summon  gravity  sufficient  to  check  the  insolence  of 
a  hardened  culprit,  or  overcome  the  taciturnity  of  a  contumacious  wit- 
ness, without  those  awful  badges  of  authority — those  hirsute  cataracts 
^  whose  headlong  streams  hang  list'ning  in  their  fall,"  and  in  whose 
curling  waves  lurk  preambles,  precedents,  and  perorations  ;  cases, 
commentaries,  and  convictions;  and  all  the  animalcule   distinctions 
and  divisions  that  only  a  lawyer's  microscopic  eye  can  discover?    The 
argumentative,  or  pleader's  wig,  with  its  dangling  curls,  like  so  many 
codicils  to  a  will,  is  seldom  made  as  persuasive  as  it  might  be,  from  the 
carelessness  of  the  wearer,  who  often  shews  a  fringe  of  his  own  hair  be- 
neath— a  neglect  altogether  unpardonable,  when  we  consider  that  the 
wig  on  a  lawyer's  head  is  the  refracting  medium,  in  passing  and  re- 
passing through  which  it  was  intended  that  all  the  sinuosities  of  the  law 
should  be  made  straight ;  and  if  it  be  put  carelessly  on,  the  natural  and 
too  frequent  consequence  is,  that  they  come  out  ten  times  more  twisted 
than  before.    For  my  part,  whenever  I  am  led  into  the  neighbourhood 
of  Lincoln's  Inn,  I  always  avoid  jogging  the  arm  of  the  servant  whom  I 
chance  to  meet  carrying  a  square  deal  box  by  a  brass  handle,  well  know- 
ing how  much  depends  on  the  article  it  contains ;  and  I  can  easily  imagine 
the  consternation  of  a  late  noble  chief  justice,  who,  on  one  of  his  circuits, 
when  he  arrived  at  the  first  place  where  his  wig  was  in  requisition, 
discovered  that  he  had  thrown  it  out  of  the  carriage  window  on  the 
road  in  a  bandbox,  mistaking  it  for  a  parcel  of  feminine  paraphernalia. 
In  the  library  of  St.  John's  college,  Oxford,  there  is  a  picture  of 
King  Charies,  the  wig  of  which  is  formed  entirely  from  the  Psalms, 
written  in  a  legible  hand,  which  I  suppose  some  loyal  subject  tran- 
scribed in  his  zeal  for  his  master  as  Defender  of  the  faith.    1  mention  this 
for  the  sake  of  the  hint  that  may  be  taken  from  it  to  promote  the  study 
of  the  law ;  and  I  would  recommend  that  the  picture  of  some  renowned 
jodge^  with  the  Statutes  at  large  written  in  his  wig,  should  be  hung  up 
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in  Westminster  Hall  for  the  benefit  of  those  briefless  Peripatetics,  whose 
forensic  talents  are  still  wrapt  up  in  a  napkin.  Leaving  these  sanc- 
taaries  of  the  law,  what  a  rariety  presents  itself  to  the  eye  of  the  phi* 
loplocanust! — First,  the  hypocritical,  or  imitative  periwig,  that  ^^  re- 
dolent of  joy  and  youth,^'  supplies  the  place  of  Nature^s  pepper-an<i- 
salt  locks  on  the  head  of  the  quinquagenarian  bachelor,  who  stiil 
delights  ^^  to  court  the  fair  and  glitter  with  the  gay,''  among  whom  it 
passes  for  a  while  as  freehold  property,  till  the  unbroken  repose  of 
every  curl,  like  the  steady  colour  on  a  beauty's  cheek,  betrays  at  last 
that  it  is  merely  copyhold. — Then  comes  the  ^^  vix  ea  nostra  voco,"  or 
whity-brown  flaxen  wig,  that  does  not  aspire  to  rivalry  with  Nature, 
nor  yet  altogether  scorn  the  neatness  of  art,  but  hovering  doubtifully 
between  the  two,  presents  much  the  same  likeness  to  a  head  of  liair, 
that  the  block  on  which  it  was  made  does  to  the  head  it  was  made  for. 
Neatest  of  ail  is  the  philharmonic,  or  musician's  jasy,  that  rises  a 
scratch  natural  from  the  forehead,  and  terminates  behind  in  a  chorus 
of  curls  set  in  octaves,  on  and  off  of  which  the  hat  is  most  carefully 
moved  for  fear  of  creating  discord,  while  a  dislocated  curl  or  a  rebellious 
Jiair  is  adjusted  with  as  much  care  as  I  suppose  Caesar  displayed  in  the 
adjustment  of  his  own  locks  in  the  Senate-House,  which  freed  Cicero 
from  half  his  fears  for  the  ambitious  spirit  of  the  man,  though  to  me  it 
would  have  been  a  proof  that  some  affair  of  importance  was  revolving 
in  his  head.  Last,  but  not  least,  is  the  theolc^cal  wig,  whose  unctuous 
conglomeration  of  hair,  powder,  and  pomatum,  round  the  occiput  of 
the  reverend  wearer,  seems  calculated  by  the  force  of  gravity  to  turn 
his  views  towards  heaven,  while  of  a  summer's  day  the  superfluity  of 
fat,  like  the  oil  of  Aaron's  beacd,  ^^  runs  down  even  unto  the  skirts  of 
his  clothing." 

As  a  man  is  always  delighted  when  he  meets  with  any  thing  tliat 
tends  to  support  an  hypothesis  of  his  own,  I  was  somewhat  pleased  ' 
with  what  occurred  to  xne  a  short  time  back.  Having  stept  into  the 
shop  of  ^^  an  operator  in  the  shaving  line,"  after  he  had  described 
the  state  of  the  weather  for  the  last  week,  and  settled  that  of  the  week 
to  come  ;  decided  the  war  between  the  Turks  and  Greeks ;  stepped 
across  the  Hellespont  and  given  Asia  Minor  to  the .  Persians ;  walked 
with  the  Emperor  Alexander  to  the  East  Indies ;  touched  at  Buenos 
Ayres  on  his  return,  and  made  a  few  changes  in  the  Administration  at 
home — when,  I  say,  he  had  thus  travelled  round  the  world,  while  his 
razor  was  travelling  over  one  half  of  my  chin,  during  the  time  that  he 
was  engaged  about  the  other  half  he  entertained  me  with  a  disserta- 
tion on  the  criminal  code  ;  and  upon  closer  inspection  I  found  that  he 
had  covered  a  natural  baldness  with  a  counsel's  old  wig,  from  which, 
to  make  it  more  becoming,  he  had  cut  away  the  pendent  curls  with 
which  they  are  usually  decorated ;  and  this  was,  no  doubt,  the  cause  of 
the  disapprobation  he  expressed  at  so  much  hanging.  At  another  tinie, 
when  he  had  exchanged  his  legal  for  a  clerical  wig,  he  told  me  he  was 
sorxy  to  hear  that  by  a  late  act  a  bishop  could  send  a  curate  packing 
without  warning  or  wages.  I  tried  to  convince  him  that  curates  had 
been  gainers  by  that  act;  but  to  no  purpose — he  liad  a  curate's  wig 
and  not  a  rector's. 

In  the  course  of  these  observations  I  have  said  nothing  concerning^ 
the  wigs  of  ladies,  because  as  their  only  object  can  be  the  imitation  of 
Nature,  it  would  be  a  capital  offence  against  the  laws  of  politeness  to 
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kmt  that  their  hair  owes  any  thing  to  art,  exoept  the  style  of  wearing 
it,  which  I  certainly  consider  very  tasty  at  present,  and  have  oflen  been 
canght  by  the  two  little  curls  that  come  twisting  out  from  under  the 
back  of  the  bonnet,  to  hook  the  attention  of  gazers  like  myself,  and 
giye  Parthian  wounds  as  they  fly.  For  my  part,  I  am  very  well  con- 
tent to  follow  two  curls  and  a  pretty  shape  without  splashing  into  the 
mod,  perhaps,  to  be  disappointed  in  the  face,  as  I  used  to  do  when 
there  were  no  curls  behind :  and  now,  a  lady  who  does  not  choose  to 
coantenaoce  an  admirer,  by  dextrous  morements  may  give  him  the 
slip,  with  the  character  of  a  ^^  dem  fin  girl,^'  only  from  the  prepos- 
sesEing  effects  of  these  two  curls.  There  is,  however,  a  kind  of  semi- 
wig,  commonly  called  a  front,  which  is  in  great  vogue  under  a  bonnet 
or  cap : — to  any  of  my  sex  who  may  be  smitten  with  a  head  of  hair 
vnder  such  mysterious  circumstances,  I  can  only  recommend  the  old 
adage— ^  Froati  ntUlafidesy  M.  R.  Y. 


LOVE  AND  FOLLY. 

Amovg  th^  Olympian  Chronicles  I  find — 

No  matter  where  I  read  them — it  is  stated 

That  Love  was  not,  as  we  suppose,  bom  blind ; 

He  lost  his  eyes,  so  the  account  is  dated, 

Soon  after  man  and  Folly  were  created ; 

This  story,  quite  an  antiquarian  treasure, 

I  shall  set  down,  not  as  ^tis  there  related, 

But  taggM  with  rhyme,  and  here  I  feel  great  pleasure 
While  spoiUng  a  good  stanza  in  a  slipshod  measure. 
LoTe  who  had  often  thought  it  pretty  sport 
To  play  with  Folly  half  an  hour  or  so, 
Was  lured  by  her  at  last  to  Plutua^  court, 
A  place  which  Love,  at  that  time,  did  not  know ; 
And  there  was  offered  a  fine  golden  bow, 
And  golden  shafts,  and  peacock-feathered  wings, 
And  money-bags  that  gUtterM  in  a  row, 
Besides  a  thousand  other  hateful  things. 
Old  parchments,  rent-rolls,  law-suits,  jewels,  chains,  and  rinp. 
Love  langhM  at  all  he  saw ;  Folly  lookM  grare, 
And  preachM  about  the  wondrous  riches  there : 
**  Ha !  ha !"  says  Love,  "  and  are  you  Plutus^  slave  ?— 
I  'm  sorry, — for  I  liked  you  as  you  were, — 
A  hearty  wench,  buxom  and  debonair ; 
Farewell !  I  ^m  neither  to  be  bought  nor  sold ; — 
Bless  me !  I  feel  a  dampness  in  the  air, — 
A  palace  is  a  dungeon  I  am  told, 
And,  ^th !  I  half  believe  it,  for  I  ^m  very  cold. 
^'  I  'm  off  !^'    But  Folly  seized  him  by  the  head. 
Threw  gold-dust  in  his  eyes,  and  quenchM  their  sight, 
Alas !  for  ever !    "  Now,  now,"  Folly  said, 
**  We  have  him  to  ourselves, — here,  day  and  night. 
He  shall  do  penance  for  our  best  delight !" 
Stark  nonsense !  but  what  else  could  Folly  say  ? 
Meanwhile  the  poor  blind  boy,  to  left  and  right, . 
Sobbing  and  sighing,  tried  to  grope  his  way, 
But  could  not  from  that  prison  flee,  ah !  well-a-day ! 
Darkling  he  blunderM,  sad  and  sore  dtstressM, 
And  wanderM  drearily  from  hall  to  hall ; 
Sometimes  he  tumbled  in  an  iron  chest, 
And  was  lockM  up,  or  got  a  painful  fall 
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Over  some  cash  ac^onts,  or,  worse  than  all,, 

'VVheneyer  his  escape  by  flight  he  tried, 

He  bruised  his  wings  against  the  hard  stone  wall ; 

Till,  wearied  oat,  he  sat  him  down  and  sighed 
80  heayilj,  it  seemM  as  if  he  mast  have  died. 

Heart-sick  he  pined  and  dwindled  to  a  fehade ; 

Folly  too  grieved,  but  Flatus^  sons  wer^  glad 

At  his  gaunt  plight,  because  he  might  be  weighM 

Against  the  very  smallest  coin  they  had. 

And  be  found  wanting ;  this  done,  they  forbad. 

His  living  any  more  at  their  expense. 

And  tumM  him  out  of  doors,  csJling  the  lad 

A  vile  impostor  upon  common  sense. 
With  many  ribald  words  which  gave  him  great  offence. 

Poor  Love  was  very  ill,  and  his  physicians. 

Pleasure  and  Youth,  day  after  day  attended, 

X*7ight  after  night,  with  hourly  repetitions 

Of  kissing  draughts  with  ladies^  fingers  blended, 

Sweatmeats,  and  hearths  ease, — ^lord  \  how  fast  he  mended ! 

And  then  they  warmM  him  to  his  hearths  content 

With  Cyprus^  wine,  and  lo !  his  sickness  ended : 

So  I^ve  revived,  and  now  on  vengeance  bent. 
He  callM  aloud  on  Jove  for  Folly^s  punishment. 

"  Revenge  V^  he  cried,  **  revenge  me  upon  Folly ! 

Behold  me,  Jove,  she  has  put  out  my  eyes. 

My  happy  eyes,  now  dark  and  melancholy  !'* 

Jove  listenM  to  his  little  grandson^s  cries. 

And  cited  the  delinquent  to  the  skies ; 

At  first  this  heavenly  summons  made  her  wonder,— 

Then  she  felt  certain  she  was  found  too  wise 

To  live  on  earth, — but,  when  she  saw  her  blunder. 
She  trembled  like  a  leaf,  being  much  afraid  of  thunder. 

Her  fears,  as  usual,  vanished  presently ; 

Then,  looking  round  her  with  a  saucy  face. 

She  asked  if  such  a  goodly  company 

Could  find  it  worth  their  wisdom  to  disgrace 

A  girl  like  her,  whose  fault,  in  the  first  place. 

Was  but  a  slight  one,  and  withal  committed 

Purely  to  serve  her  own  dear  human  race : 

*'  1  grant,"  said  she,  "  the  boy  is  to  be  pitied, 
Tet  as  he  should  be  blind  I  ought  to  be  acquitted. 

^^  Think  what  a  blessing  it  will  be  to  man. 

And  woman  too,  made  up  of  imperfection. 

That  Love  no  more  can  closely  spy  and  scan 

A  blemish  on  the  mind  or  the  complexion ; 

Besides,  as  he  must  make  a  blind  selection, 

Pairing  them  ofi*  to  fill  his  motley  train 

Just  as  his  arrows  take  their  chance  direction. 

How  many  a  squinting  nymph  and  loutish  swain 
May  ogle  and  be  spruce,  nor  find  their  frolics  vain. 

*'  Again,  I M  have  you  know  that  Jove  and  all 
The  gods  may  be  beholden — "    **  Hush !"  says  Jove, 
^'  This  argument  grows  somewhat  personal ; 
Already  hast  thou  said  enough  to  prove 
lliy  guilt ;  in  justice,  therefore,  to  young  Love 
A  grievous  penalty  ahalt  thou  abide ; 
And  as  Uis  fit  the  little  god  should  rove 
Fearless  throughout  the  world,  thus  we  decide,— 
Love  shall  for  evermore  have  Folly  for  his  guide.*'  S.  Y. 
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BELSHAZZAR.* 

We  canBOt  think  it  a  good  augury  that  we  are  so  soon  agam  called 
npoD  to  notice  a  new  volume,  from  the  pen  of  the  Oxford  professor  of 
poetry.  Unluckily  for  both  Mr.  Milman  and  his  readers,  his  works 
are  not  of  such  a  kind  that  they  may  he  allowed  to  gall  each  other's 
kibe  with  impunity,  as  those  of  the  northern  novelist  do ;  and  it  is  to 
be  feared  this  frequent  recurrence  of  them  ^nay  tend  to  persuade  us 
that,  if  they  cannot  be  read  without  pleasure,  there  is  a  vague  sense  of 
duty  performed  mixed  up  with  that  pleasure,  which,  in  cases  of  this 
kind,  however  it  may  add  to  its  value  in  our  sober  judgment,  does  not 
increase  its  poignancy.  The  truth  is,  when  we  have  finished  the 
perusal  of  one  of  Mr.  Milman's  long  dramatic  poems,  and  assured  our- 
selves that  it  is  a  good  and  meritorious  work,  we  lay  it  down  with  the 
full  conviction  that  its  author  is  a  person  of  cultivated  talents  and  an 
elegant  taste,  and  confidently  hope  that  we  shall,  at  somejviure  period^ 
be  called  upon  to  listen  to  him  again.  But  when,  contrary  to  the  tacit 
baigain  we  have  unconsciously  made  with  ourselves,  we  find  that 
^  future  in  the  instant,''  the  case  seems  altered ;  and,  after  diligently 
perusing  the  new  work,  as  in  duty  bound,  we  are  inclined  to  look  a 
little  more  closely  into  the  nature  of  the  pleasure  we  have  derived  from 
it,  and  to  inquire  whether  it  has  not  been  chiefly  made  up  of  that  kind 
of  satisfaction  which  usually  attends  the  consciousness  of  having  well 
and  duly  performed  an  appointed  task.  Speaking  thus  much  ki  the 
name  of  the  public,  and  widiout  pushing  this  inquiry  farther  at  present, 
we  may  state,  in  illustration  of  our  own  feelings  in  regard  to  this  and 
the  previous  works  of  Mr.  Milman,  that  it  was  with  a  disposition  to 
make  this  inquiry  we  took  up  the  volume  before  tis,  and  that  this  dis- 
position was  not  changed  on  laying  it  down. 

In  fact,  neither  the  subjects,  the  matter,  nor  the  style  of  Mr.  Milman's 
late  works  render  it  prudent  in  him  to  force  them  too  frequently  on 
public  attention.  However  valuable  may  be  the  class  to  which  his 
poems  belong,  the  individuals  of  that  class,  in  order  to  be  tolerated, 
must  be  more  than  tolerable ;  and  to  be  admired  they  must  be  admi- 
rable indeed :  and  even  in  the  latter  case,  their  rarity  must  form  a  part 
of  their  value,  if  they  would  hope  to  retain  the  estimation  they  merit. 
The  feelings  and  imaginations  of  all  classes  of  readers,  learned  or  un- 
learned, gentle  or  simple,  young  or  old,  have  necessarily  formed  for 
themselves  such  a  chain  of  associations  connected  with  Scripture  stories, 
characters,  and  events,  that  to  disturb  those  associations  at  all  is  dan- 
gerous, and  to  do  so  too  frequently  and  pertinaciously  is  almost  cer- 
tainly fatal  to  the  pretensions  of  those  who  venture  it 

That  it  may  be  judged  how  far  these  remarks  are  applicable  to  the 
work  before  us,  we  will  state  generally  that  it  is  as  inferior  to  the  pre- 
ceding one  from  the  same  pen  f  The  Martyr  of  Antioch),  as  that  was  to 
The  Fall  of  Jerusalem,  and  that  lis  comparative  and  relative  defects  are 
of  exactly  the  same  kind  as  belong  to  those  works.  It  has  their  cold 
pomp  and  overstrained  dignity  of  style,  and  their  loose  and  unmusical 
versification,  added  to  a  meagemess  of  interest  and  incident,  and  a 
feebleness  in  the  delineation  of  character,  which  they  did  not  altogether 
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possess ;  and,  unlike  those  works,  it  has  little  richness  of  detail  or 
eloquence  of  language,  and  still  less  refinement  or  finish  of  detached 
parts.  Upon  the  whole,  if  it  is  a  work  that  deserves  and  will  receire 
respect  and  attention,  these  will  be  accorded  to  it  more  from  the  nature 
of  its  subject,  and  the  name  and  character  of  its  author,  than  from  any 
either  positive  or  even  comparative  merit  of  its  own. 

The  plot  of  this  poem  comprizes  simply  the  last  day  of  Belshazzar^s 
life,  including  his  impious  feast,  the  taking  of  his  city  by  the  Medes 
and  Persians,  and  his  consequent  dethronement  and  deathl  With  these 
events  are  connected,  by  way  of  episode,  the  loves  of  the  two  Jewish 
captives,  Adonijah  and  Benina.  We  shall  not  be  very  copious  in  our 
extracts,  either  from  the  exceptionable  or  the  meritorious  parts  of  this 
performance,  because  we  do  not  think  that  in  the  one  case  we  should 
contribute  much  to  the  edification,  or  in  the  other  to  the  amusement, 
of  the  reader ;  for  Mr.  Milman^s  faults  are,  generally  speaking,  not 
glaring  enough  to  serve  as  warning  examples ;  and  his  good  qualities 
are  better  to  be  appreciated  and  reUshed  in  connexion  with  each  other, 
than  when  considered  alone.  Two  or  three  examples  of  these  latter, 
however,  we  will  give,  and  those  the  best  we  can  find,  in  order  to 
shew  that  the  poem  is  inferior  to  the  one  noticed  in  our  number  for 
April.  But  that  these  examples  may  have  a  fair  chance  of  being  justly 
appreciated,  we  will  precede  them  by  one  or  two  of  a  different  kind, 
in  which  it  appears  to  us  that  Mr.  Milman  has  exhibited  more  than  his 
usual  carelessness  and  haste.  In  the  way  of  versification  nothing  can 
be  much  worse  than  the  following  passage,  with  which  the  poem  opens. 
It  is  to  the  last  degree  heavy,  inelegant,  and  monotonous. 
The  City  of  Babylon. — Morning. 

THJB  DKST&OTIiro  AJTOSL. 

Within  the  cloud-pavilion  of  my  rest, 

Amid  the  Thrones  and  Princedoms,  that  await 

Their  hour  of  ministration  to  the  Lord, 

I  heard  the  summons,  and  I  stood  with  wings 

Outspread  for  flight,  before  the  Eternal  "throne. 

And,  from  the  unapproached  depth  of  light 

Wherein  the  Almighty-  Father  of  the  worlds 

Dwells  from  seraphic  sight,  by  glory  veilM, 

Came  forth  the  soundless  mandate,  which  I  felt 

Within,  and  sprung  upon  my  obedient  plumes. 

But  as  I  saiPd  my  long  and  trackless  Yoyage 

Down  the  deep  bosom  of  unbounded  space, 

The  manifest  bearer  of  Almighty  wrath, 

I  saw  the  Angel  of  each  separate  star 

Folding  his  wings  in  terror,  o^er  hia  orb 

Of  golden  fire ;  and  shuddering  till  I  passed 

To  pour  elsewhere  Jehoyah^s  cup  of  yengeance.^^ 

By  the  way,  it  may  be  here  remarked  that  this  destroying  angel  is 
an  interpolation,  as  uncalled  for  as  it  is  inefficient  It  adds  nothing'  to 
the  interest  and  progress  of  the  events,  and  indeed  takes  no  part  in 
them ;  unless  we  are  to  receive  it  as  the  agency  which  produces  the 
writing  on  the  wall.  And  if  we  are  to  regard  it  in  this  light,  it  taJces 
from,  instead  of  adding  to,  the  mysterious  awfulness  of  that  event. 

Surely  the  following  speeches  of  Belshazzar  are  neither  poetical 
nor  characteristic : 

"oh!  thou 

Xiord  of  the  hundred  throae9,  high  Nabonasiar 
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And  fhoa  mj  fatiier,  Merodach !  ye  crownM 

Thif  City  with  her  diadem  of  towen — 

Wherefore  ? — ^but  preadent  of  Belahaziar^s  birth. 

And  coDflcious  of  your  destined  ion,  ye  toQM 

To  rear  a  meet  abode.    Oh,  Babylon ! 

Thou  hast  him  now,  for  whom  through  ages  rose 

Thy  sky-exalted  towers— for  whom  yon  palace 

RearM  its  bright  domes,  and  groves  of  g<^den  spires ; 

In  whom,  secure  of  immortality 

Thou  stand^at,  and  consecrate  from  time  and  ruin. 

Because  thou  hast  been  the  dwelling  of  Belshazzar ! 

Oh  ye,  assembled  Babylon !  fair  youths 
And  hoary  Elders,  Warriors,  Counsellors, 
And  bright-eyed  Women,  down  my  festal  board 
Reclining !  oh  ye  thousand  living  men, . 
Do  ye  not  hold  your  charterM  breath  from  me  ? 
And  I  can  plunge  your  souls  in  wine  and  joy  ; 
Or  by  a  word,  a  look,  dismiss  you  all 
To  darkness  and  to  shame :  yet,  are  ye  not 
Proud  of  the  slavery  that  thus  enthrals  you  ? 
What  king,  what  ruler  over  subject  man 
Or  was,  or  is,  or  shall  be  like  Belshazzar  ? 
I  summon  from  their  graves  the  sceptred  dead 
Of  elder  days,  to  see  their  shame.     I  cry 
Unto  the  cloudy  Past,  unfold  the  thrones 
That  glorified  the  younger  world :  I  call 
To  the  dim  Future — ^lift  thy  veil  and  show 
The  destined  lords  of  humankind:  they  rise, 
They  bow  their  veilM  heads  to  the  dust,  and  own 
The  throne  whereon  Chaldeans  Monarch  sits. 
The  height  and  pinnacle  of  human  glory.^^ 

To  put  snch  merely  impadent  boastings  as  these  into  the  mouth  of  a 
nughty  king,  is  not  the  way  to  create  an  interest  in  us  either  towards 
his  life  or  his  death.  He  should  have  been  invested  with  at  least  a 
semblance  of  dignity  of  character ;  or  if  it  was  thought  that  this  could 
not  be  done  consistently  with  divine  history,  he  should  not  have  been 
chosen  as  a  poetical  hero  at  all :  for  the  rise  or  the  fall  of  such  men  as 
Belshazzar  is  here  represented,  are  matters  of  equal  indifference  to  us, 
in  a  poetical  point  of  view.  As  a  matter  of  mere  history,  it  may  be  an 
impressive  fact  to  know,  that  a  human  being  was  precipitated  in  a  mo- 
ment from  such  a  height  of  external  greatness.  But  when  we  ki^ow 
this  as  a  matter  of  history,  we  can  be  made  to  feel  little  additional  in- 
terest in  it  as  a  matter  of  poetical  contemplation,  unless  the  subject  of 
it  be  represented  to  us  as  something  essentially  different  from  the  rest 
of  bis  species.  Mere  place  and  station  will  never  make  a  poetical  hero,' 
any  more  tlian  they  can  detract  from  one.  We  willingly  contrast  these 
paanges  with  others  of  a  different  description.  The  following  is,  per- 
haps, the  most  poetical  passage  in  the  work,  and  certainly  the  versifi- 
cation of  it,  though  far  from  perfect,  is  better  than  the  author  usually 
produces.  The  extract  is  a  kind  of  prophetic  anticipation  of  the  fate 
that  awaits  Belshazzar ;  but  it  is  put  into  the  mouth,  not  very  appro* 
priateiy,  of  Benina,  the  Jewish  maiden. 

'^  Go  on,  in  awe 
And  splendour,  radiant  as  the  morning  star. 
But  as  the  morning  star  to  be  cast  down 
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Into  the  deep  of  dcepi.    Long,  loii|^  the  Lord 
'  Hath  bid  hia  Prophets  ciy  to  all  the  world, 
That  Babylon  ihall  cease !    Their  words  of  fire 
Flash  round  ay  soul,  and  lighten  up  the  depths 
Of  dim  faturity !    I  hear  the  voice 
Of  the  expecthig  grave ! — I  hear  abroad 
The  exultation  of  unfettered  earth ! — 
From  East  to  West  Ihey  lift  their  trampled  necks, 
Th^  indignant  nations  :  earth  breaks  out  in  acorn ; 
The  valleys  dance  and  aing ;  the  mountains  shake 
llieir  cedar-crowned  tops !    The  strangers  crowd 
To  gaze  upon  the  howling  wilderness, 
Where  stood  the  Queen  of  Nations.    Lo !  even  now. 
Lazy  Euphrates  rolls  his  sullen  waves 
Through  wastes,  and  but  reflects  his  own  thick  reeds. 
I  hear  the  bitterns  shriek,  the  dragons  cry ; 
I  see  the  shadow  of  the  midnight  owl 
Gliding  where  now  are  laughter-echoing  palaces ! 
O'er  the  vast  plain  I  see  the  mighty  tombs 
Of  kings,  in  sad  and  broken  whiteness  gleam 
Benea&  the  overgrown  cypress — ^but  no  tomb 
Bears  record,  Babylon,  of  thy  last  lord ; 
Even  monuments  are  silent  of  Belshazzar  !'* 

The  following  is  an  animated  and  picturesque  description  of  the 
illuminated  city  on  the  night  of  Belshazzar^s  feast: — 

"  But  lo !  what  blaze  of  light  beneath  me  spreads 

O'er  the  wide  city.    Like  yon  galaxy 

Above  mine  head,  each  long  and  spacious  street 

Becomes  a  line  of  silver  light,  the  trees 

In  all  their  silent  avenues  break  out 

In  flowers  of  fire.    But  chief  around  the  Palace 

Whitens  the  glowing  splendour  ;  every  court 

That  lay  in  misty  dumess  indistinct, 

Is  traced  by  pillars  and  high  architraves 

Of  crystal  lamps  that  tremble  in  the  wind : 

Each  portal  arch  gleams  like  an  earthly  rainbow, 

And  o'er  the  front  spreads  one  entablature 

Of  living  gems  of  every  hue,  so  bright 

lliat  the  pale  Moon,  in  virgin  modesty. 

Retreating  from  the  dazzling  and  the  tumult. 

Afar  upon  ttie  distant  plain  reposes 

Her  unambitious  beams,  or  on  the  bosom 

Of  the  blue  river,  ere  it  reach  the  walls.'' 

Our  next  extract  is  a  description  of  the  prophet  Daniel,  on  the  ap- 
pearance of  those  portents  which  indicate  the  downfall  of  the  devoted 
city. 

"  Till  but  lately  he  was  girt 
With  sackcloth,  with  the  meagre  hue  of  fasting 
On  his  sunk  cheek,  and  ashes  on  his  head ; 
When,  lo !  at  once  he  shook  from  his  gray  locks 
The  attire  of  woe,  and  call'd  for  wine  ;  and  since 
He  hath  gone  stately  through  the  wondering  streets 
With  a  sad  scorn.    Amid  the  heaven-piercing  towers. 
Through  cool  luxurious  court,  and  in  Uie  shade 
Of  summer  trees  that  play  o'er  crystal  fountains. 
He  walks,  as  though  he  trod  o'er  moss-grown  ruins, 
*Mid  the  deep  desolation  of  a  city 
Already  by  the  Almighty  wrath  laid  waste. 
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And  MuetimM  dMh  he  gue  upon  fhe  cloncb, 

Am  tlioai^h  he  feoognaied  the  riewleti  fomit 

Of  armM  destrojren  m  the  lilent  skiet. 

And  it  ia  said,  that  at  the  dead  of  night 

He  hath  ponrM  forth  thy  burden,  Babylon, 

And  lend  proclaimM  the  bowing  down  of  Bel, 

The  spoiling  of  the  fpoiler.    Even  our  lords, 

Afl  conicious  of  God^s  glory  gathering  round  him, 

Look  on  him  with  a  silent  awe,  nor  dare  « 

To  check  his  motion,  or  reprore  hia  speech.^^ 

The  following  is  pleasing  and  poetical : — 

^*  The  snowy  light  falls  where  she  treads, 
As  ^twere  a  sacred  place  !  in  her  loose  locks 
It  wanders,  eyen  as  with  a  sense  of  pleasure ! 
And  trembles  on  her  bosom,  that  hath  caught 
Its  gentle  restlessness,  and  trembles,  too. 
Harmonious.^' 

The  last  extract  we  shall  give  is  from  the  scene  which  precedes 
the  death  of  Belshazzar : 

The  Streets  of  Babylon  in  Flames, 


^^  1  cannot  6f^t  nor  fly :  where'er  I  more. 
On  shadowy  battlement,  or  cloud  of  smoke. 
That  dark  unbodied  hiaLud  waves  to  and  fro, 
And  marshals  me  the  way  to  death — to  death 
That  still  eludes  me.    Erery  blazing  wall 
Breaks  oat  in  those  red  characters  of  fate ; 
And  when  I  raised  my  sword  to  war,  methought 
That  dark'Stoled  Prophet  stood  between,  and  seem'd 
Rebuking  Heayen  for  its  slow  consummation 
Of  his  dire  words. 

I  am  alone :  my  slayes 
Fled  at  the  first  wild  outcry ;  and  my  women 
Closed  all  their  doors  against  me — ^for  they  knew  me 
MarkM  with  the  seal  of  destiny :  no  hand. 
Though  I  haye  sued  for  water,  holds  a  cup 
To  my  parchM  lips ;  no  yoice,  as  I  pass  on. 
Hath  blessM  me ;  from  the  yery  festal  garments, 
That  glitterM  in  my  halls,  they  shake  the  dust : 
Er'n  the  priests  spomM  me,  as  abhorrM  of  Hearen.** 

Tlic  foregoing  extracts  are  doubtless  not  without  merit ;  but  when 
we  say  tliat  they  are  the  best  we  are  able  to  select  from  the  present 
work,  it  must  be  obvious  to  those  who  are  acquainted  with  the  previous 
productions  of  Mr.  Milman,  that  there  has  been  a  great  falling  off  in 
this.  We  are  sincerely  sorry  that  such  should  be  the  case,  and  earnest- 
ly adyise  Mr.  Milman  to  look  about  him,  if  he  would  continue  to 
deserve  and  retain  that  reputation  which  he  at  present  possesses. 

In  conclusion,  we  cannot  avoid  noticing  the  following  passage 
in  the  preface  to  this  work : — **  May  I  presume  to  hope  tfiat  this,  as 
well  as  the  preceding  works  of  the  same  nature,  may  tend  to  the  ad- 
vancement of  those  interests,  in  subservience  to  which  alone  our  time 
and  talents  can  be  worthily  employed — those  of  piety  and  religion  f 
Surely^  tlus  is  altogether  a  gratuitous  passage,  at  best — ^not  to  say  an 
impertinent  one.    Mr.  Mihnan  may  ^^  presume  to  hope^^  thus,  if  he 
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pleases ;  and  there  may  be  good  ground  for  his  hope  :  but  to  pat  forth 
that  hope  to  the  public,  for  no  other  reason  than  to  make  it  an  occasion 
of  tacitly  reproaching  the  pursuits  and  performances  of  every  body 
but  liimself,  and  the  particular  class  of  persons  to  which  he  belongs, 
is  what  he  may  not  "  presume  ^'  to  do — at  least,  without  being  told 
of  it.  A.  O. 


THE   CONFESSIONAL. 

NO.  ra. LOVE. 

^^  I  have  done  penance  for  contemning^  love  ; 

Whose  high  imperious  thoug^its  have  puniahM  me 

With  hitter  fasts,  and  penitential  groans, 

With  nightly  tears,  and  daily  heart-sore  sighs  : 

For  in  revenge  of  my  contempt  of  love. 

Love  hath  chased  sleep  from  my  enthralled  eyes, 

And  made  them  watchers  of  my  own  hearts  sorrow.  ^^ 

Old  Play. 

They  say  that  "  marriages  are  made  in  heaven."  I  don't  know, — 
but  I  think  it  not  improbable,  since  many  of  those  seemingly  accidental 
encounters  which  should  naturally  lead  to  marriage,  take  place  in  that 
road  which  is  declared  by  its  frequenters  to  be  the  only  one  leading^ 
to  heaven  ;  and  which  road  lies  directly  through  a  Methodist  meeting- 
house. Let  no  one  go  about  to  persuade  me  that  a  place  of  this  de- 
scription is  necessarily  barren  of  poetical*  associations,  even  to  those 
who  are  not  absolutely  satisfied  as  to  the  truth  of  the  peculiar  doctrines 
promulgated  in  it ;  and  that  even  the  anathemas  of  eternal  damnation 
which  are  thundered  forth  there  from  time  to  time,  from  the  stentorian 
lungs  of  an  enthusiastic  devotee,  may  not  be  made  to  fall  upon  the  ear 
or  the  memory  with  a  sound  '^  most  musical,"  howbeit  ^^  most  melan- 
choly." In  fact,  there  is  an  unseemly  erection  of  the  above  kind,  stand- 
ing a  little  to  the  south  of  this  metropolis,  which  is  to  me  more  redolent 
ofthe  air  of  love  than  is  the  grotto  of  Egeria  or  the  rocks  of  Meillerie ; 
and  the  voice  of  its  chief  priest,  though  to  other  believing  as  well  as 
unbelieving  ears  apt  to  ^^  grate  harsh  discords,"  is  to  me  ^^  as  musical 
as  is  Apollo's  lute  :" — for  it  was  within  those  walls,  and  under  the 
sound  of  that  voice,  I  used  to  sit  for  two  hours  together,  twice  every 
Sunday  during  the  space  of  four  long  years,  secretly  sighing  away  my 
soul,  and  fancying  that  1  could  actually  see  it,  in  the  form  of  a  pale 
lambent  flame,  borne  along  on  the  breath  of  my  mouth,  till  it  reached 
the  shrine  to  which  it  was  directed,  where  it  became  absorbed  by  the 
lips  and  interfused  in  the  eyes  that  seemed  to  be  unconsciously  waiting 
and  watching  for  it ;  or,  when  they  were  absent,  seemed  to  hover  rest- 
lessly over  the  spot  where  it  was  accustomed  to  find  them,  as  if  un- 
willing to  remain  there,  and  yet  unable  to  return. 

It  would  afford  curious  matter  for  speculation,  to  trace  out  the  va- 
rious causes  which  contribute  to  the  production  of  those  final  opinions 
that  we  adopt  on  any  given  subject.  It  has  been  my  lot  to  associate  a 
good  deal  with  persons  who  hold  in  particular  aversion  the  religious 
sect  of  which  1  have  just  had  occasion  to  speak,  and  who  lose  no  op- 
portunity of  calling  in  question  even  the  general  sincerity  of  their  opi- 
nions— to  say  nothing  of  the  pernicious  nature  and  tendency  of  tho8e 
opinions.    But  it  so  happens  that  these  persons  have  never  been  able 
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to  make  any  impreaaion  upon  me  in  either  of  these  particulara.  I  do 
not  rery  well  know  in  what  consists  the  peculiar  nature  of  the  doc- 
trines taught  bj  the  sect  in  question,  though  I  ^^  sat  under''  one  of  its 
most  distingmshed  teachers  for  four  years  ;  and  I  never  had  occasion 
to  know  of  zDjfacU  which  should  induce  me  to  prefer  those  doctrines 
on  account  of  their  outward  and  visible  effects :  consequently,  I  never 
attempt  to  argue  i^painst  the  validity  of  the  opinions  broached  by  my 
frien<b  and  associates  on  this  subject.  But  of  this  I  am  certain,  that 
the  moment  I  find  '^  leisure  to  be  good'' — ^the  moment  I  have  time  to 
torn  my  thoughts  wholly  from  the  things  of  this  world  to  those  of 
another — it  is  among  this  vituperated  sect  that  I  shall  first  apply  to  be 
received  ;  the  moment  my  spirit  becomes  too  stubborn  and  rebellious 
to  be  controlled  by  me,  or  too  blind  and  feeble  to  guard  and  guide 
ftoeif,  (and  now  that  love  has  ceased  to  be  the  cherished  inhabitant  of 
its  temple — **  the  burthen  of  the  mystery"  of  its  thoughts — I  every  day 
feel  this  time  approaching  nearer  and  nearer) — I  shall  confidently  sur- 
render it  into  the  hands  of  those  under  whose  immediate  influence  its 
sweetest  and  richest  energies  were  called  forth,  and  the  faint  images 
aod  shadows  of  which  art  called  forth  to  this  day  :  for,  as  the  war- 
horse  is,  in  his  youth,  fed  to  the  sound  of  martial  music,  and  therefore 
whenever  he  hears  it,  even  in  old  age,  he  feels  the  burning  ashes  of 
memory  kindle  those  of  hope  within  him, — so  I  never  pass  by  the 
Rev.  R —  H — ^'s  chapel,  and  hear  his  sonorous  voice  shouting  within, 
but  it  stirs  my  heart  and  soul  ^^  like  the  sound  of  a  trumpet ;" — ^for 
ihtre^  to  the  sound  of  that  voice,  were  they  for  four  long  years  ^^  fed 
with  food  convenient  for  them." 

Perhaps  there  never  was  a  mere  mortal  lover  so  easily  satisfied  as  I 
have  always  been ;  and  this  has  been  my  bane.  I  never  knew  (till  now 
that  it  is  too  late)  what  is  due  to  Love,  and  that  he  will  not  be  content 
with  less  than  his  due.  Shakspeare,  who  explains  every  thing  that 
ever  was  or  ever  will  be,  has  hit  upon  my  case  to  a  tittle, — not  only  in 
the  instance  which  is  my  immediate  subject,  but  in  all  the  similar  ones 
in  which  I  have  been  engaged.  In  a  lovely  little  copy  of  verses,  on  a 
certain  kind  of  Love,  in  which  he  speaks  of  it  under  the  title  of  Fancy, 
— ^a  iavooiite  name  for  it  among  the  old  poets — ^he  says 

*'  It  is  engenderM  in  the  eyes, 
By  gazing  fed  ; 
And  Fancy  dies 
In  the  cradle  where  it  lies." 

This,  though  far  from  being  true  generally,  has  ever  been  entirely  so 
with  regard  to  me  ;  and  never  so  strikingly  and  consistently  as  in  the 
present  instance.  In  short,  I  have  never  permitted  my  love  to  arrive 
at  years  of  discretion ;  or  at  least  to  put  on  the  appearance  of  having 
arrived  at  them.  I  have  stunted  its  growth,  as  tne  ladies  do  that  of 
tlieir  pet  lap-dogs ;  and  by  similar  means,  namely,  by  feeding  it  on 
^ardent  spirits,"  instead  of  wholesome  animal  food:  for  love  is  un- 
questionably of  a  carnivorous  nature.  I  have  woven  it  into  a  glitter- 
ing gossamer  robe,  pretty  enough  to  look  at,  as  it  floats  gracefully, 
about  in  the  unfelt  summer  air,  but  little  adapted  to  stand  the  wear 
and  tear,  and  keep  out  the  wintry  winds  of  human  life. 

(If^  as  i  fear,  I  am  too  apt  to  change  my  metaphors  from  time  to 
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time,  io  what  may  seem  to  the  reader  a  somewhat  soddeii)  as  well  as 
arbltrarj  and  gratuitous  mamier,  he  will,  perhaps,  be  good-aatured 
enough  to  feel  that  this  is  an  instinctive  effort  of  my  imagination,  to 
respite  itself  from  the  too  bitter  contemplation  of  bare  realities.  As  I 
have  set  myself  the  task  of  looking  fearlessly  into  the  past,  my 
Uioughts  must  be  permitted  to  indulge  themseWes  in  mingling  with  it 
under  any  form  rather  than  the  plain  and  tangible  one.  If  I  were  not 
thus  to  temporise  and  tamper  with  the  recollections  of  my  feelings,  but 
to  let  them  come  upon  me  ^^  in  their  habit  as  they  lived,''  1  should 
not  be  able  to  endure  even  the  sound  of  their  approach.  1  am  obliged 
to  ^^  shoe  my  troop  of  horse  with  jelt ;"  and  even  with  this  precaution 
they  sometimes  seem  as  if  they  were  come  to  ^^  kill,  kill,  kill !") 

I  have  said  it  has  always  been  my  practice  to  check  the  natural  growth 
of  my  love ;  but  in  the  instance  before  us  I  did  not  permit  it  even  to 
creep  out  of  its  cradle.  1  was  content  to  look  upon  it  as  it  lay  smiling  there, 
as  if  I  felt  or  feared  that  to  touch  it  would  be  to  dissolve  it  into  air. 
And  in  truth  this  was  what  I  always  did  fear ;  and  on  this  fear  i  always 
acted  ;  and  in  the  present  instance  more  decidedly  than  in  any  other. 
I  knew  that  none  but  babies  long  to  possess  the  moon  or  the  stars  ; 
and  that  none  but  mad  people  think  it  practicable  to  put  them  in  tlieir 

pocket    Now  1  regarded  the  sweet  Uttle  beaming  H P as 

^'  a  bright  particular  star ;"  and  my  boasted  reason  (which  was  gaining 
more  and  more  influence  over  me  every  day)  told  me  that  I  had  no 
more  right  or  pretension  to  touch  or  to  possess  her,  than  if  she  had  been 
the  denizen  of  another  sphere.  I  had  known  and  loved  her  for  more 
than  twelve  months  before  I  ever  thought  of  inquiring  who  or  what  she 
was.  I  had,  indeed,  heard  her  little  sister  call  her  Harriet;  and  even 
this  was  more  than  enough  for  me.  What  had  I  to  do  with  names  ? 
It  was  SHE  that  I  loved ;  and  I  was  sure  that,  like  Juliet's  rose,  she 
would  ^^  smell  as  sweet"  by  any  one  name  as  by  any  other.  Those 
who  are  particularly  anxious  to  learn  their  unknown  mistress's  name, 
while  they  are  secure  of  being  able  at  certain  times  to  look  upon  her, 
may  be  assured  that  she  will  not  long  remain  their  mistress,  and  that 
their  love  is  not  of  the  sort  of  which  I  am  treating.  It  may  be  eitlier 
worse  or  better  ;  but  it  is  not  the  same.  They  either  desire  to  possess 
the  object  of  their  thoughts ;  and  in  that  case  she  will  inevitably  cease 
to  be  their  mistress ; — or  their  love  is  a  parasite  plant  which  cannot  sup- 
port itself— which  must  have  something  to  cling  to,  or  it  first  grovels  in 
the  dirt,  and  then  dies.  Such  was  not  mine.  It  was  all-sufficient  to 
itself.  Accordingly,  for  more  than  twelve  months  I  used  to  attend 
this  Methodist  meeting  twice  every  Sunday  regularly.  During  the 
service  I  used  to  gaze,  without  intermission,  upon  the  lady  of  my  love 
(for  she  scarcely  ever  missed  coming),  with  my  eyes  half-closed,  in  a 
rich  and  quiet  trance  of  delight ;  and  when  the  meeting  was  over  I 
used  to  walk  behind  her  on  the  other  side  of  the  way,  just  near  enough 
to  keep  her  in  sight,  till  she  got  home.  Then  I  used  to  turn  patiently 
round,  and  walk  home  myself;  if  it  was  in  the  morning,  reckoning  the 
minutes  between  then  and  half-past  six  o'clock  in  the  evening,  when  I 
should  see  her  again  ;  and  if  it  was  in  the  evening,  longing  for  the 
night  to  come,  that  I  might  lay  my  head  underneath  the  clothes,  and 
weep  myself  to  sleep  wiUi  thinking  that  I  should  not  see  her  again  till 
ntKt  Smdasf.    And  this  was  the  invariable  routine  for  more  than  four 
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jeanl  I  do  not  Hank  that  I  ever  mtoed  gdng  to  the  Meeting  twice 
eTeiy  Smiday  dmring  that  time ;  and  I  am  certain  that  I  never  once 
kid  mj  head  upon  my  pillow  without  cxying  myself-  to  aleep^ — I 
knew  not  why,  mleas  it  was  that  it  would  be  ^^  «d  long"  before  I  should 
see  her  again«  I  luiew  not  why,  thm ;  hot  I  Imow  too  well  new.  It 
was  &at  1  waa  all  alone  treating  my  lore  as  it  was  not  made  to  be 
treated^  and  consequent^  as  it  will  not  bear  to  be  treated.  I  was  fan- 
cyii^  it  a  star  placed  in  the  heayens  above  me,  and  was  acting  to- 
wards it  accordingly ;  whereas,  it  was  a  flower,  growing  on  the  face 
of  the  eartii  like  mjaelf,  and  waiting  to  be  plucked  and  placed  in  my 
boson.  I  was  f«uful  of  touching  it,  lest  a  touch  should  kill  it ;  and 
in  the  mean  time  it  was  dying  of  itself,  for  lack  of  the  cherishing 
warmth  tliat  a  touch  might  have  conununicated  to  it  I  was  regarding 
it  as  an  immortal  essence,  and  feeding  it  on  aadiroeia,  while  it  was 
starving  for  want  of  the  substantial  ^  com,  wine,  and  oil,"  which  is, 
in  &ct,  ilB  natural  and  appointed  food. 

I  cannot  too  often  reiterate  this  truth  upon  the  reader,  because  here- 
in Is  Incioded  the  sole  end  and  intent  of  these  Confessions — ^the  only 
moral  that  Is  likely  to  be  extracted  from  them.  I  repeat,  then,  that 
my  grand  miatake  all  through  life  has  been  wilfully  to  adopt  a  notion 
as  to  die  nature,  tendency,  and  utility  of  love,  which  turns  out  to  have 
been  dhrecHy  opposed  to  the  true  one.  I  fancied  I  was  acquainted 
with  ail  tlie  intricacies  of  this  most  intricate  of  all  branches  of  know- 
ledge, be^M^e  I  had  learnt  the  simplest  rule  of  its  arithmetic,  namely, 
that  one  and  one,  if  properly  added  together,  do  not  make  two,  but 

(WE. 

I  proceed  to  relate  the  remarkable  circumstance  which  brought  me 
acquainted  with  the  name  of  my  mistress;  and  the  reader  is  to  bear  in 
mind  tliat  1  relate  it  as  a /ac<,  the  truth  of  which  I  solemnly  avouch.  I 
pretend  not  to  account  for  it^  but  only  to  tell  it  I  have  said  that  for 
twelve  months  I  never  inquired  the  name  of  that  being  in  whom  my 
being  seemed  to  be  involved.  I  used  to  dream  of  her  almost  every 
night;  but  I  waa  never  ^^  a  dreamer  of  strange  dreams,"  and  had  not 
thought  it  worth  while  to  remember  any  of  mine ;  for  they  were  always 
eclipsed  and  turned  into  nothing  by  the  vividness  of  my  wsddng  thoughts 
and  imaginations.  But  one  night  I  dreamt  of  her  under  very  singular 
circumstances :  and  this  is  the  only  dream  I  have  ever  remembered, 
or  thought  worth  the  telling,  though  I  never  Aave  told  it  till  now ; — and 
bat  for  the  very  peculiar  manner  in  which  it  is  connected  with  my  pre- 
sent story,  I  should  have  left  it  untold  for  ever,  remarkable  as  it  is ; 
for  I  have  always  considered  that  to  relate  a  dream  is  one  of  the 
most  tedious  impertinencies  of  which  a  man,  or  even  a  woman,  can  be 
guilty. 

I  dreamt  that  I  had  followed  her  home  one  Sunday  evening,  as  usual, 
and  timt  when  she  had  gone  in  and  the  door  was  shut,  I  walked  past 
the  house,  as  I  had  frequently  done  at  other  times ;  but  on  this  occasion, 
as  I  looked  up  at  the  door,  which  was  at  the  top  of  three  steps,  I  saw 
a  tune  written  upon  it  in  large  characters.  When  I  awoke,  this  name 
was  of  course  impressed  on  my  memory;  but  at  first  I  thought  little  or 
nothing  of  the  circumstance — ^for  I  never  had  the  slightest  faith  in 
dreams,  omens,  or  the  like.  But  presenUy  I  found  that  this  name  began 
to  imnnt  me  strangely,  and  in  a  way  that  Idid  not  like;  for  it  made  ma 
Vou  IV.  No.  19.— 1823.  I 
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feel  that  I  was  n  little  snperstitioas,  while  I  prided  myself  on  kn&aring 
that  1  was  not  so.  I  therefore  determined  to  go  and  iind  out  what  her 
name  really  was,  in  order  that  I  might  not  be  pestered  with  tliis  feeling, 
which  I  found  to  mterfere  with  the  quietness  of  my  thoughts  about 
her.  Accordingly,  a  few  nights  after  I  had  had  this  dream,  1  went  to 
the  street  where  she  lived,  to  ascertain  what  I  turn  wished  to  know,  i 
was  for  some  time  at  a  loss  how  to  set  about  my  task ;  for  I  had  a  per- 
fect horror  of  speaking  to  strangers,  and  still  more  of  being  the  subject 
of  remark  and  suspicion.  After  wandering  about  for  some  time,  un- 
decided what  to  do,  I  saw  a  boy  coming  from  a  neighbouring  public- 
house  with  beer  and  a  lantern.  (The  reader  must  not  be  displeased  at 
these  apparently  insignificant  details.  He  is  to  remember  that  1  am 
now  relating  Vifact^  for  the  absolute  and  literal  truth  of  which  I  pledge 
myself,  and  the  sole  interest  of  which  depends  on  its  being  a  fact ; — ^my 
taste,  therefore,  as  well  as  my  conscience,  protest  against  any  tiling 
like  alteration  or  embellishment.)  I  determined  to  begin  my  inqui- 
ries with  this  boy,  and  to  ask  him,  as  a  leading  question,  whether  a 
Mr.  so  and  so  (naming  any  name  that  might  come  into  my  head)  lived 
in  that  street.  Accordingly,  when  he  came  up  to  me,  without  thinking 
of  it  a  moment  beforehand,  i  almost  involuntarily  mentioned  the  name 
I  had  dreamt  of  having  seen  on  the  door ;  but  just  as  indifferently  as  1 
should  have  mentioned  any  other,  if  any  other  than  this  had  happened 
to  come  into  my  head  first    I  asked  him  if  he  could  tell  me  whether 

Mr.  P 1  lived  in  that  street?  meaning  to  follow  up  this  question  by 

another  to  ascertain  who  lived  at  a  certain  number.  The  reader  may 
conceive  my  surprise,  but  he  cannot  conceive  my  feelings,  when  the 
boy  replied  ^^  Yes,  he  lives  at  No.  — ,''  mentioning  tiiat  of  her  fatlier^s 
house.  My  knees  trembled  under  me,  a  cold  dew  stood  on  my  fore- 
head like  rain,  and  I  could  scarcely  stand  or  move.  You  might  have 
knocked  me  down  with  a  feather,  as  the  phrase  is.  The  boy  added, 
^^  But  I  suppose  you  mean  Mr.  P ^t,''  pronouncing  the  name  dif- 
ferently from  what  I  had  done,  and  indicating  that  I  had  mistaken  one 
letter  of  it  for  another. — And  thus,  in  fact,  it  actually  turned  out 
to  be!! 

I  have  related  this  story  as  it  occurred,  leaving  the  reader  to  make  ^ 
what  he  pleases  or  what  he  can  of  it.  That  it  is  literally  true,  I  posi- 
tively declare ;  but  to  account  for  it  on  either  natural  or  supernatural 
grounds,  is  more  than  I  pretend.  It  made  a  stroi^  impression  upon 
me  at  the  time  ;  but  I  soon  came  to  think  of  it  as  a  mere  accidental 
coincidence.  Since  then,  this  latter  has  been  the  predominant  incli- 
nation of  my  opinion  on  the  point,  but  by  no  means  the  settled  one  ; 
for  whenever  I  am  more  than  usually  disposed  to  pamper  and  aggran- 
dize my  conception  of  the  power  of  love,  I  am  more  than  half  tempted 
to  regea<d  the  foregoing  fact  as  a  proof  that  that  passion  is  capable  of 
communicating  a  species  of  second-si^t  to  the  mind^s  eye,  which 
enables  it  to  discover,  not  more  tlian  exists,  but  more  than  is  present 
to  the  mere  bodily  senses. 

With  respect  to  the  mistake  which  the  dreaming  senses  seem  to  hav^e 
made  in  their  manner  of  transcribing  the  said  name  upon  the  tablet  of 
my  memory,  it  must  be  considered  that  the  letters  a  and  a  are  more 
easily  mistaken  for  each  other  than  almost  any  others  in  the  alphabet ; 
and  that,  in  fact,  half  the  similar  errors  (supposing  this  to  have  been 
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one)  which  so  disfigure  and  falsify  Shakspeare,  are  attribntable  to  thq 
carelessness  of  his  transcribers  !  I  take  leave  of  this  singular  incident 
by  stating,  for  the  benefit  and  satisfaction  of  those  who  may  be  disposed 
to  regard  it  as  something  more  than  a  mere  accidental  coincidence, 
that  no  prerions' associations  could  possibly  have  given  rise  to  the  cir- 
cumstance, since  I  knew  no  one  who  was  acquainted  with  the  parties, 
and  liad  never  made  a  single  previous  inquiry  on  the  subject. 

Little  more  remains  to  be  told  relative  to  this  second  act  in  the  sen- 
timental drama  of  my  youtb.  The  history  of  any  one  week  is  the  his- 
tory of  the  whole  term  of  four  years.  Every  Sunday  I  used  to  gaze 
mjsclf  into  a  fever  of  passion,  which  it  required  the  tears  of  every 
night  in  the  succeeding  week  to  temper  and  cool.  But  these  always 
had  tiie  desired  effect ;  so  that  by  the  following  Sunday  I  was  sure  to 
find  myself  ready  to  start  afresh.  To  these  regularly  recurring  inter- 
vals I  attribute  the  long  continuance  of  this  singular  intercourse.  But 
for  these  it  would  doubtless  have  taken  a  very  difierent  turn,  and  com& 
to  a  very  different  end.  If  I  could  have  gazed  my  fill  whenever  1 
pleased,  I  should  probably  soon  have  had  the  sense  to  discover  the 
error  of  my  ways,  and  should  speedily  have  brought  matters  to  a 
close,  one  way  or  the  other.  But  these  perpetual  alternations  of 
heat  and  cold,  wet  and  dry — this  exact  "  balance  of  power"  (I  have 
hated  the  phrase  ever  since  I  found  out  the  mischief  it  worked  me,  or 
rather  the  good  it  probably  deprived  me  of,  in  this  affair)  kept  me  for 
ever  swinging  backwards  and  forwards,  like  a  well-hung  pendulum.  I 
was  a  perfect  eight-day  clock,  wound  up  regularly  every  Sunday,  to  go 
through  the  week  till  the  Saturday  night  following.  Probably  if  I  had 
missed  a  single  Sunday^s  gazing,  my  love  would  have  broken  the  spell 
on  the  one  hand,  by  dying  in  its  cradle  for  want  of  food ;  and  if,  on 
the  other  hand,  it  could  have  had  a  single  day^s  extra  gazing  during 
any  given  week  of  the  whole  period,  it  might,  perhaps,  have  gained 
strength  to  start  up  from  its  cradle,  and  assert  its  right ;  for  I  cannot 
doubt  that,  long  before  the  end  of  the  four  years,  it  must  have  been  able 
to  sptak  and  go  alone^  if  it  had  been  stimulated  to  try.  But  while  this 
constant  equilibrium  was  kept  up,  things  bade  fair  to  go  on  in  the  same 
way  for  ever;  for,  on  my  part,  there  was  no  reason  whatever  why  they 
should  either  advance  or  retrograde.  There  was  never  a  Sunday  pass- 
ed withoat  our  exchanging  looks  together ;  and  here,  where  our  inter- 
course began,  there  (as  before)  it  emled.  I  never  seemed  to  think 
that  I  was  entitled  to  expect  more,  or  to  feel  that  I  wanted  more ;  and 
as  I  saw  no  prospect  of  my  ever  meeting  with  less,  1  was  content,  for 
want  of  knowing  better,  to  go  on  as  I  was. 

The  nearest  approach  to  a  personal  communication  that  ever  took 
place  between  this  lady  and  me,  was  once  that  in  going  out  of  the 
meeting  I  found  myself  near  enough  to  her  to  touch  the  hem  of  her 
garment.  But  it  did  not  make  me  whole  ;  on  the  contrary,  1  remem- 
ber that  it  produced  scarcely  any  particular  effect  on  my  feelings, 
either  as  they  regarded  her  or  myself.  It  is  from  the  recollection  of 
this  fact  I  now  judge  that  what  I  was  loving,  was,  not  a  liviag  creature, 
but  the  picture  of  one  painted  on  the  retina  of  my  imagination  by 
Memory, — ^an  artist  accomjplished  in  all  things,  except,  like  Sir  Joshua, 
in  the  forming  and  mixing  her  colours ;  but  they  are  so  fugitive,  that, 
in  the  case  before  us,  I  am  convinced  a  single  week  passed  without 
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retouching  the  picture,  would  have  caused  it  to  fiide  away  into  noth- 
ing ;  while  on  the  other  hand,  a  single  extra  sitting  might  periiaps 
have  endued  it  with  breath  and  motion,  and  caused  it  to  step  from  its 
canvass  into  life,  after  the  fashion  of  that  in  ^^  Mj  Grandmother.''  I  now 
feel  that,  if  this  consummation  had  happened,  dl  might  still  have  heea 
well ;  for  it  was  not  then  too  late.  But  nawj  if  the  best  I  can  hope 
for  is  sometimes  to  dream  that  it  did  happen,  at  all  events  the  worst  I 
need  fear  is,  to  awake  and  find  that  it  did  not. 

We  have  now  done  with  these  toys  of  youth.  As  ^^  it  is  the  eye  of 
childhood  fears  a  painted  devil,''  so  none  but  that  can  love  a  painted 
angel.  Manhood  cannot  be  content  without  either  more,  or  less.  We 
liave  now  done  with  mere  impulses  and  feelings,  and  shall  henceforth 
liave  to  do  with  actions  and  passions — with  thoughts  and  imaginations 
— ^with  hopte  and  fears.  We  have  hitherto  been  floating  on  the  calm 
fiur&ce  of  the  stream,  like  the  halcyon  on  its  nest  We  most  now 
prepare  to  plunge,  like  Ladurlad,  into  the  depths  of  the  ocean  of 
human  life  :  and  1  may  venture  to  do  so  as  fearlessly  as  he  did — for,  like 
him,  I  am  gifted  with  a  protecting  curse,  which  shields  me  from  all  in- 
juries but  such  as  itself  inflicts.  May  I  not  hope,  too,  that  as,  like 
Ladurlad,  I  am  not  conscious  of  having  done  any  thing  to  deserve  this 
curse,  it  may  one  day  or  other  leave  me  suddenly  and  of  itself^  as  Ids 
did  ?-^Nay,  more, — ^when  ^^  the  fire  in  his  heart,  and  the  fire  in  liis 
brain"  liad  passed  away. 


-^'  Ladurlad  sunk  to  rest. 


Blessed  that  sleep !  more  blessed  was  the  waking ! 
For  on  that  night  a  heavenly  morning  broke, 
The  light  of  heaven  was  round  him  when  he  woke, 
And  in  the  Swerga,  in  YedilUan^s  bower, 
All  whom  he  loved  he  met,  to  part  no  more.^^ 

And  may  it  not  be  so  with  me  ?  I  will  at  least  hopt  that  it  may — for 
"  we  cannot  help  our  hopes" — as  Juliana  prettily  says  of  her  "  dreams." 
At  all  events,  I  have  made  one  step  towards  the  consummation  of 
those  hopes — ^for  I  have  discovered  the  spot  where  exists  all  I  have 
loved  in  others  met  in  one.  Whether  I  am  to  be  blessed  with  the 
possession  of  this  one,  remains  to  be  seen.  All  I  can  be  sure  of  is, 
that,  if  my  deserts  are  less  than  those  of  others  who  pretend  to  this 

Eossession,  my  wants  are  greater;  all  the  foundation  I  see  on  which  to 
uild  my  hopes  is  the  possibility  that  this  sole  well-spring  of  future 
good  now  leu  open  to  me,  in  determining  through  what  channel  it 
shall  flow,  and  what  happy  land  it  shall  fertilise,  may 


-^^  not  take  heed 


Of  its  own  bounty,  but  my  needJ^ 
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^  8'hai  difeUi  H  $aira,'»^ 
Is  beauty  to  thine  outward  form  denied  ? 
Let  Virtue^B  graceful  veil  its  absence  hide « 
As  Cesar  wreathed  the  laurel  round  his  brow, 
And  hid  the  baldness  of  his  head  below.  G.  M. 
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Nor  doth  the  eye  it«elf, 

That  most  pare  fpirit  of  sense,  behold  itself, 
Not  going  from  itself ;  but  eyes  opposed 
Salute  each  other  with  each  others  form^— - 

Shakspkarx. 

The  origin  of  language  is  a  puzzling  point,  of  whicli  no  satisfactory 
solution  has  yet  beeu  offered.  Children  could  not  originally  have 
compounded  it,  for  they  would  always  want  intelligence  to  construct 
any  tiling  so  complicated  and  difficult ;  and  as  it  is  known  that  after  a 
certain  age  the  organs  of  speech,  if  they  have  not  been  called  into 
play,  lose  their  flexibility,  it  is  contended  that  adults  possessing  the 
faculties  to  combine  a  new  language  would  want  the  power  to  express 
it  DiTine  inspiration  is  the  only  clue  that  presents  itself  in  this  emer- 
gency ;  and  we  are  then  driven  upon  the  incredibility  of  supposing  that 
celestial  ears  and  organs  could  ever  have  been  instrumental  in  origidat- 
ing  the  Low  Dutch,  in  which  language  an  assailant  of  Voltaire  drew 
upon  himself  the  memorable  retort  &om  the  philosopher — '^  that  he 
wished  liim  more  wit  and  fewer  consonants.'^  No  one,  however,  seems 
to  have  contemplated  the  possibility  that  Nature  never  meant  us  to 
speak,  any  more  than  the  Parrot  to  whom  she  has  given  similar  powers 
of  articulation  ;  or  to  have  speculated  upon  the  extent  of  the  substi* 
tute  she  has  provided,  supposing  that  man  had  never  discovered 
the  process  of  representing  appetites,  feelings,  and  ideas  by  sound. 
Grief,  joy,  anger,  and  some  of  the  simple  passions,  express  themselves 
by  similar  intelligible  exclamations  in  all  countries  ;  these,  therefore, 
may  be  considered  as  the  whole  primitive  language  of  Nature  ;  but  if 
she  had  left  the  rest  of  her  vocabulary  to  be  conveyed  by  human 
features  and  gestures,  man,  by  addressing  himself  to  the  eyes  instead 
oi  the  ears,  would  have  still  possessed  a  medium  of  communication 
nearly  as  specific  as  speech,  with  the  great  advantage  of  its  being  silent 
as  the  telegraph.  Talking  with  his  features  instead  of  his  tongue,  he 
would  not  only  save  all  the  time  lost  in  unravelling  the  subtieties  of 
the  grammarians  from  Priscian  to  Lily  and  Lindley  Murray,  but  he 
would  instantly  become  a  cosmopolitan,  a  citizen  of  the  world,  and 
might  travel  ^^  from  old  Belerium  to  the  northern  main''  without  need- 
ing an  interpreter. 

We  are  not  hastily  to  pronounce  against  the  possibility  of  carrying 
tlus  dumb  eloquence  to  a  certain  point  of  perfection,  for  the  experi- 
ment has  never  been  fairly  tried.  We  know  that  the  exercise  of  cul- 
tivated reason  and  the  arts  of  civilized  life  have  eradicated  many  of 
our  original  instincts,  and  that  the  loss  of  any  one  sense  invariably 
quickens  the  others ;  and  we  may  therefore  conjecture  that  many  of  the 
primitive  conversational  powers  of  our  face  have  perished  from  disuse, 
while  we  may  be  certain  that  those  which  still  remain  would  be  prodi- 
giously concentrated  and  exalted,  did  they  form  the  sole  medium  by 
which  our  mind  could  develope  itself.  But  we  have  no  means  of  illus- 
tratii^  this  notion,  for  the  wild  boys  and  men  who  have  from  time  to 
time  been  caught  in  the  woods,  have  been  always  solitaries,  who, 
wanting  the  stimulus  of  communion,  have  never  exercised  their  facul- 
ties; while  the  deaf  and  dumb  bom  among  ourselves,  early  Instructed 
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to  write  and  talk  with  their  fingers,  have  never  called  forth  their  na- 
taral  resources  and  instructive  powers  of  expression. 

Without  going  so  far  as  the  Frenchman  who  maintained  that  speech 
was  given  to  us  to  conceal  our  thoughts,  it  is  certain  that  we  may,  even 
now,  convey  them  pretty  accurately  without  the  intervention  of  the 
tongue.  To  a  certain  extent  every  hody  talks  with  his  own  counte- 
nance, and  puts  faith  in  the  indications  Of  those  which  he  encounters. 
The  basis  of  physiognomy,  that  the  face  is  the  silent  echo  of  the  heart, 
is  substantially  true  ;  and  to  confine  ourselves  to  one  feature — the  eye 
— I  would  ask  what  language,  what  oratory  can  be  more  voluble  and 
instinct  with  meaning  than  the  telegraphic  glances  of  the  eye  ?  So 
convinced  are  we  of  this  property,  that  we  familiarly  talk  of  a  man 
having  an  expressive,  a  speaking,  an  eloquent  eye.  I  have  always  had 
a  firm  belief  that  the  celestials  have  no  other  medium  of  conversation, 
but  that,  carrying  on  a  colloquy  of  glances,  they  avoid  all  the  wear  and 
tear  of  lungs,  and  all  the  vulgarity  of  human  vociferation.  Nay,  we 
frequently  do  this  ourselves.  By  a  silent  interchange  of  looks,  when 
listening  to  a  third  party,  how  completely  may  two  people  keep  up  a 
by-play  of  conversation,  and  express  their  mutual  incredulity,  anger, 
disgust,  contempt,  amazement,  grief,  or  languor.  Speech  is  a  laggard 
and  a  sloth,  but  the  eyes  shoot  out  an  electric  fluid  that  condenses 
all  the  elements  of  sentiment  and  passion  in  one  single  emanation. 
Conceive  what  a  boundless  range  of  feeling  is  included  between  the 
two  extremes  of  the  look  serene  and  the  smooth  brow,  and  the  con- 
tracted frown  with  the  glaring  eye.  What  varieties  of  sentiment  in 
the  mere  fluctuation  of  its  lustre,  from  the  fiery  flash  of  indignation  to 
the  twinkle  of  laughter,  the  soil  beaming  of  compassion,  and  the 
melting  radiance  of  love.  "  Oculi  sunt  in  amore  duces,"  says  Propertius, 
and  certainly  he  who  has  never  known  the  tender  passion  knows  not  half 
the  copiousness  of  the  ocular  language,  for  it  is  in  those  prophetic 
mirrors  that  every  lover  first  traces  the  reflection  of  his  own  attachment, 
or  reads  the  secret  of  his  rejection,  long  before  it  is  promulgated  by  the 
tardy  tongue.  It  required  very  little  imagination  to  fancy  a  thousand 
Cupids  perpetually  hovering  about  the  eyes  of  beauty,  a  conceit  which 
is  accordingly  found  among  the  earliest  creations  of  the  Muse.  'Twas 
not  the  warrior's  dart,  says  Anacreon,  that  made  my  bosom  bleed, — 

No — from  an  eye  of  liquid  blue 
A  host  of  quiverM  Cupids  flew, 
And  now  my  heart  all  bleeding  lies 
Beneath  this  army  of  the  eyes. 

And  we  may  take  one  specimen  from  innumerable  others  in  the 
Greek  Anthology. 

Archer  Love,  though  slily  creeping, 
Well  I  know  where  thou  dost  lie  ; 
I  saw  thee  from  the  curtain  peeping 
That  fringes  Zcnophalia^s  eye. 

The  modems  have  dallied  with  similar  conceits  till  they  have  be- 
come so  frivolous  and  threadbare  as  to  be  now  pretty  nearly  aban- 
doned to  the  inditers  of  Valentines,  and  the  manufacturers  ofVauxhall 
songs. 

The  old  French  author  Brctonnnyau,  not  content  with  lamenting, 
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like  Milton^  that  so  precloos  an  organ  as  the  eye  shoald  have  been  so 
Hinited  and  vuhierable,  considers  it,  in  his  ^^  Fabriqae  de  Poeil,''  as 
a  bodilj  sun  possessing  powers  analogous  to  the  solar  orb,  and  treats  it 
altogether  as  a  sublime  mystery  and  celestial  symbol.  A  short  extract 
may  shew  the  profundity  of  his  numerical  and  astronomical  views  : 

^  D^on— de  trois— et  de  sept,  k  Dicu  agrdable, 
Fat  compofl^  de  Paeil  la  machine  admirable. 
he  nerf  et  le  chriatal,  Teau  et  le  verre  pers, 
Sont  let  quatre  elemens  du  minime  uoiverfl ; 
Lee  tept  guimplea  luisans  qui  sod  rondeau  contoumcnt, 
Ce  sont  les  sept  errans,  qui  au  grand  monde  toument, 
Car  le  blanc  qui  recouvre  et  raLffermit  not  yeui:, 
Noos  figure  Satume  entre  ces  petits  creuz,  &c.  &c.^^ 

And  yet  all  this  mysticism  is  scarcely  more  extravagant  than  the 
power  of  witchcraft  or  fascination  which  was  supposed  to  reside  in  the 
eyes,  and  obtained  implicit  credence  in  the  past  ages.  This  infection, 
whether  malignant  or  amorous,  was  generally  supposed  to  be  convey- 
ed in  a  slanting  regard,  such  as  that  ^^  jealous  leer  malig^^'  with  which 
Satan  contemplated  the  happiness  of  our  first  parents. 

Non  istic  obliquo  oculo  mea  commoda  quisquam 
Limat,  non  odio  obscuro,  morsuque  yenenat, 

says  Horace ;  and  Virgil  makes  the  shepherd  exelaim,  in  his  third 
eclogue 

^^  Neflcioquif  tenenw  ocnlua  mihi  faacinat  agnos.^^ 
Basilids,  cockatrices,  and  certain  serpents  were  fabled  not  only  to  have 
the  power  of  l)ewitching  the  birds  from  the  air,  but  of  killing  men 
with  a  look — a  n^ode  of  destruction  which  is  now  limited  to  the  exag- 
geratfons  of  those  modem  fabulists  yclept  poets  and  lovers.  ' 

Every  difference  of  shape  is  found  in  tlds  variform  organ,  from  the 
majestic  round  orb  of  Homer^s  ox«eyed  Juno,  to  that  ,thin  slit  from 
which  the  vision  of  a  Cliinese  lazily  oozes  forth ;  but  in  this  as  in  other 
instances,  the  liappy  medium  is  nearest  to  the  line  of  beauty.  If  there 
be  any  deviation,  it  should  be  towards  the  full  rotund  eye,  wliich  ai- 
thoi^  it  be  apt  to  convey  an  expression  of  staAng  hauteur^  is  still 
snsceptible  of  great  dignity  and  beauty,  while  the  contrary  tendency 
approximates  continually  towards  the  mean  and  the  suspicious. 

As  tliere  is  no  standard  of  beauty,  there  is  no  pronouncing  decisively 
upon  the  question  of  colour.  The  ancient  classical  writers  assigned  to 
Minerva,  and  other  of  the  deities,  eyes  of  heaven's  own  azure  as  more 
appropriate  and  celestial.  Among  the  early  Italian  writers  the  beau- 
ties were  generally  blondes^  being  probably  considered  the  most  esti- 
mable on  account  of  their  rarity ;  and  Tasso,  describing  the  blue  eyes 
of  Armida,  says  with  great  elegance, 

^^  Within  her  humid  melting  eyes 
A  brilliant  ray  of  laughter  lies, 
Soft  as  the  broken  solar  beam 
That  trembles  in  the  azure  stream.^^ 

Our  own  writer  Collins,  speaking  of  the  Circassians,  eulogises 
^  Their  eyes'  blue  languish,  and  their  golden  hair,''  with  more  beauty 
of  language  than  fidelity  as  to  fact ;  but  our  poets  in  general  give  the 
palm  to  that  which  is  least  common  among  ourselves,  and  are  accord- 
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ingly  enraptured  with  bronettei  ud  dark  ejea^  When  Shakspeare  be- 
stowed greea  eyes  upon  the  monster  Jealousy^  he  was  not  probably 
aware  that  about  the  time  of  the  Cnsades  there  was  a  prodigioos  pas- 
jiion  for  orbs  of  this  hue.  Thicbault,  king  of  Navarre,  depictii^  a 
beautiful  shepherdess  in  one  of  his  songs,  says, 

'^  La  Faitore  eni  bele  et  aTenant 
Elle  a  lee  eui  Tain,^^ 

which  phrase,  howeyer,  has  been  conjectured  to  mean  hazle,  an  in- 
terpretation which  will  allow  me  to  join  issue  with  his  majesty  and  ap- 
prove his  taste.  But  taste  itself  is  so  fluctuating,  that  we  may  live  to 
see  the  red  eye  of  the  Albins  immortalised  in  verse,,  or  that  species  of 
plaid  recorded  by  Dryden — 

^^  The  baUB  of  hii  broad  eyes  rollM  in  hia  head. 
And  glared  betwixt  a  yellow  and  a  red/' 

For  my  own  part.  I  decidedly  prefer  the  hue  of  that  which  is  now  bent 
upon  the  page,  for  I  hold  that  an  indulgent  eye,  like  a  good  horse, 
caanot  be  of  a  bad  colour. 

My  paper  would  be  incomplete  without  a  word  or  two  upon  eye- 
brows, which,  it  is  to  be  observed,  are  peculiar  to  man,  and  were  in- 
tended, according  to  the  physiologists,  to  prevent  particles  of  dost  or 
perspiration  from  rolling  into  the  eye.  Nothing  appears  to  me  more 
Impertinent  than  the  fancied  penetration  of  these  human  moles,  who 
are  for  ever  attributing  imaginary  intentions  to  inscrutable  Nature  ; 
nor  more  shallow  and  pedlar-like  than  their  resolving  every  thing  into 
a  use,  as  if  they  could  not  see  in  the  gay  colours  and  delicious  per- 
fumes, and  mingled  melodies  lavished  upon  the  earth,  sufficient  evi- 
dence that  the  beneficent  Creator  was  not  satisfied  ^th  mere  utility, 
but  combined  with  it  a  profusion  of  gratuitoiM  beauty  and  delight  I 
dare  say  they  would  rather  find  a  use  for  the  coloured  eyes  of  Aiigus 
in  the  peacock's  tail,  tlian  admit  that  the  human  eye-brows  could  have 
been  bestowed  for  mere  ornament  and  expression.  Yet  they  have  beea 
deemed  the  leading  indices  of  various  passions.  Homer  makes  them 
the  seat  of  majesty — ^Viigil  of  dejection — ^Horace  of  modesty — Juvenal 
of  pride,  and  we  ou:«3elves  consider  them  sach  intelligible  exponents  of 
scorn  and  haughtiness  that  we  have  adopted  from  them  our  word  iuper- 
cUious,  In  lively  faces  they  have  a  language  of  their  own,  and  caa 
aptly  represent  all  the  sentiments  and  passions  of  the  mind,  even  whea 
they  are  purposely  repressed  in  the  eye.  By  the  workings  of  the  line 
just  above  a  Lady's  eye-brows,  much  may  be  discovered  that  could  never 
be  read  in  the  face  ;  and  by  this  means  1  am  enabled  to  detect  in  the 
looks  of  my  fair  readers  such  a  decided  objection  to  any  farther  inqui- 
sition into  their  secret  thoughts,  that  1  deem  it  prudent  to  exclaim  io 
the  language  of  Oberon — ^'  Lady,  1  kiss  thine  eye,  and  so  good  night.'^ 

U. 
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^^  Jfegri  capelli  t  Irianea  barba,^^ 
His  hair  so  black,  and  beard  so  grey, 

^Tis  strange, — But  would  you  know  the  cause  ? 
^Tis  that  his  labours  always  lay 

Letsoathe  ^ramtbanoBthe/aiM,  O.M. 


(65) 

BRACEBBIDOE  HALt.* 

Thb  pablic  appears  often  an  ungenerous,  at  all  times  a  suspicious 
patron,  warm  as  a  child  in  the  first  burst  of  its  enthusiasm,  and  still 
displaying  its  infantine  temper  in  its  capricious  mode  of  treating  old 
favourites.  But  aAer  all,  its  ung^ciousness  is  more  in  semblance  than 
in  reaUtjr — its  stock  of  favour  and  compliment  has  been  already  ex 
hausted--and,  too  sincere  to  keep  a  reserve  of  admiration,  it  feels  it- 
self quite  unable  to  meet  a  renewed  demand.  Hence,  if  the  early  pub- 
lications of  an  author  have  met  with  eminent  success,  his  later  ones  are 
sure  to  meet  with  rebufis  in  seeming.  The  reader  cannot  abandon  him- 
self to  admiration  exclusively :  comparisons  are  forced  on  him ;  and 
if  he  hare  too  much  good  nature  to  set  about  comparing  the  author 
with  his  brethren,  he  cannot  avoid  comparing  him  with  himseli^— his 
present  with  liis  past  productions.  This  is  not  likely  to  be  in  favour 
of  the  latter,  since  predilection  for  old  favourites  is  only  to  be  over- 
come by  a  yeiy  palpable  degree  of  improvement 

If  subsequent  publications  meet  with  such  a  reception  from  the 
mere  reader,  what  must  they  expect  from  the  critic  ?  from  him,  who 
cannot  utter  Ills  dicta  in  ejaculations  and  monosyllables,  but  must  lay 
down  his  vro»  and  com  at  length  in  dreadful  legibility.  From  him  the 
twice-tola  tale  of  unqualified  admiration  will  not  be  suffered — ^'  he 
is  nothii^,  if  not  critical,'^  and  the  new  qualities  put  forth  by  the  au- 
thors in  review,  must  be  the  burden  of  his  strain.  Unfortunately,  how- 
ever, as  a  writer  proceeds,  he  developes  more  defects  than  beauties 
— ^the  defects  tlucken  upon  us,  as  he  grows  more  confident  and  care- 
less— ^while  the  beauties  get  threadbare  by  degrees,  and  become  trite 
and  mawkish  by  being  harped  upon.  Hence  criticism  often  seems  to 
indulge  in  ungenerous  ^^  after-thought,'^  and  to*  recall  spitefully  the 
meed  of  praise  it  formerly  bestowed,  while,  in  truth,  it  is  but  censori- 
ous from  necessity,  and  "  severe  from  too  much  love." 

Besides,  we  may  take  liberties  with  an  old  and  established  friend,  and 
abuse  him  good-naturedly  to  Ids  face,  while  we  leave  our  esteem  and 
good  opinion  of  liim  unspoken — as  sentiments  he  might  safely  reckon 
upon,  though  never  a  word  concerning  them  were  uttered.  After  this, 
without  mentioning  the  pleasure  received  in  the  perusal  oO^  Bracebridge 
Hall,'^  we  will  come  at  once  to  the  point,  and  say,  that  we  consider  it 
much  inferior  to  the  ^^  Sketch  Book."  A  kind  of  languor  prevails 
throi^h  the  volumes,  amidst  which  we  in  vain  look  for  the  spirit  of 
their  predecessors.  The  pictures,  especially  the  wild  scenes  of  America, 
are  wrought  with  more  pain,  but  by  no  means  with  the  felicity  of  for- 
mer stories.  Dolph  Heyliger  is  but  a  clumsy  shadow  of  Rip  Van 
Winkle,  and  the  scenes  of  the  latter  were  given  with  a  taste  and  keep- 
ing, that  seem  to  have  escaped  the  author  in  the  more  laboured  descrip- 
tions of  the  former.  The  Storm-Ship  is  however  very  well  told ;  there 
is  a  curious  and  most  original  intermixture  of  the  ludicrous  and  the  ter- 
rible in  those  old  Dutch  superstitions.  .  We  know  not  a  more  puzzling 
character  in  romance  than  a  Dutch  ghost ;  and  had  we  encountered  one 
in  the  pages  of  Radcliffe,  we  certainly  should  not  know  what  to  have 
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thought.  GeofTrejr  is  extremely  happy  in  the  delineation  of  these  non- 
descripts, and,  however  our  frieqd  may  impugn  the  originality  of  Rip 
Van  Winkle,  the  author  has  Dutchified  it  in  most  admirable  style. 

The  opening  of  "  Bracebridge  Hall"  introduces  us  to  a  family  party, 
which  we  before  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  in  the  ^^  Sketch  Book."  The 
cause  and  end  of  their  meeting  is  a  wedding,  about  to  take  place 
between  "  the  fair  JuUa"  and  "  the  Captain."  This  affords  the  author 
an  opportunity  of  sketching  various  characters ;  and  an  accident  that 
conveniently  befalls  the  heroine,  enables  him  to  dwell  upon  the  matter 
till  the  two  volumes  are  completed.  The  chief  character  is  the  squire 
Idmself,  a  good-humoured  and  agreeable  old  gentleman,  whom  Geoffrey 
meant  seemingly  to  depict  as  an  original.  But  in  this  he  has  overshot 
the  mark,  and  has  made  him  more  of  the  cloistered  pedant  than  the 
country  squire.  He  is  tiresomely  conversant  with  old  volumes;  has 
taken  a  strange  fancy  to  falconiy ;  and  the  other  peculiarities  with 
which  he  is  marked,  are  too  common-place  to  shed  any  novelty  or  in- 
terest upon  the  character.  Lady  LdUycraft  is  the  best  drawn  and 
the  most  original,  though,  we  much  fear,  such  beings  are  exceedingly 
rare.  Master  Simon  is  humorous  enough,  a  second  Will  Wimble, 
but  rather  more  starched  than  his  prototype.  The  defeat  which  he 
and  the  General  suffer,  from  the  radical  during  the  May  sports,  is  well 
sketched.  The  bride  and  bridegroom  are  true  to  nature,  being,  like 
all  people  in  their  situation,  sufficiently  insipid.  But  our  heaviest  cen- 
sure must  fall  on  Ready-Money  Jack :  this  personage  is  a  living  charac- 
ter, of  the  name  of  Tibbets,  very  well  known  by  the  nickname  here 
bestowed  on  him.  He  is  a  resident  in  Islington,  and  is  no  doubt  the 
gay,  frank,  bold,  ready-monied  man  represented.  But,  to  make  use 
of  a  hackneyed  term,  it  is  too  coekneyuk  to  sketch  a  character  from  a 
suburb  of  the  metropolis,  and  give  it  forth  as  a  sample  of  the  rural 
John  Bull.  The  incongruity  is  quite  evident,  and  a  similar  defect  is 
visible  through  all  the  characters :  the  squire  is  a  pedant,  the  general 
a  militia-man,  the  yeoman  a  cockney.  Yet  with  all  this,  the  work  is 
exceedingly  well  written,  and  entertaining :  it  is  a  pity  that  the  author 
did  not  add  to  its  intrinsic  talent,  that  truth  to  nature,  which  a  little 
time  and  observation  might  have  enabled  him  to  do.  Perhaps  this 
was  not  his  design — perhaps  hurry  prevented  him ;  but  it  is  necessary 
to  mark  strongly  the  want  of  this  truth,  as  the  work  may  be  consider- 
ed in  other  countries  to  represent  a  faithful  picture  of  our  countiy 
life  and  manners. 

But  these  objections  are  applicable  merely  to  the  vehicle ;  the  mat- 
ter contained  is  for  the  most  part  excellent.  The  "  Stout  Gentleman" 
is  a  capital  quiz,  and  the  pictures  of  the  Schoolmaster  and  his  Assistant 
are  faithfully  sketched.  The  Spanish  tale  is  pretty,  but  rather  in  the 
ordinary  track  of  romance-writing.  "  Annette  Delarbre"  is  beautiful- 
ly told.  But  Mr.  Crayon  must  pardon  ^'  certain  writers  in  Magazines" 
(as  he  terms  a  friend  or  two  of  ours  with  precise  civility)  for  reite- 
rating the  charge,  that  his  best  tales  are  not  original.  Had  not  the 
story  of  ^^  Hina"  previously  existed,  we  should  indeed  want  words 
to  express  our  admiration  for  **  Annette  Delarbre."  But  our  denying 
the  credit  of  the  original  thought,  by  no  means  interferes  with  the  just 
tribute  of  praise  due  to  the  raising  of  the  superstructure.  The 
^^  Rookery"  is  a  very  amusing  paper,  but  as  it  is  one  likely  to  be  well- 
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known  and  quoted,  we  shall  choose  for  our  extracts  some  portions  of 
*  The  Storm-Ship." 

**'  In  the  golden  ace  of  the  province  of  the  New  Netherlands,  when  it  was 
imder  the  sway  of  Woater  Van  Twiller,  otherwise  called  the  Doubter,  the 
people  of  the  Manhattoes*  were  alarmed  one  sultry  afternoon,  just  about  the 
time  of  ttie  summer  solstice,  by  a  tremendous  storm  of  thunder  and  lightning. 
The  rain  descended  in  such  torrents  as  absolutely  to  spatter  up  and  smoke  along 
the  ground.  It  seemed  as  if  the  thunder  rattled  and  rolled  over  the  very  roofs 
of  tl^  houses:  the  lightning  was  seen  to  play  about  the  church  of  St.  Nicholas, 
and  to  strive  three  times  hi  vain  to  strike  its  weathercock.  Garret  Van  Homers 
new  chimney  was  split  almost  from  top  to  bottom  ;  and  Doffue  Mildeberger  was 
ttruck  speechless  from  his  bald-faced  mare,  just  as  be  was  riding  into  town.  In 
a  word,  it  was  one  of  those  unparalleled  storms  that  only  happen  once  within  the 
memory  of  that  venerable  personage,  known  in  all  towns  by  the  appellation 
of  ^Ihe  oldest  inhabitant.^ 

*'*'  Great  was  the  terror  of  the  good  old  women  of  the  Manhattoes.  They 
gathered  their  children  together,  and  took  refuge  in  the  cellars,  after  having 
hung  a  shoe  on  the  iron  point  of  every  bed-post,  lest  it  should  attract  the 
lightning.  At  length  the  storm  abated,  the  thunder  sunk  into  a  growl,  and 
the  aet^ig  sun,  breaking  from  under  the  fringed  borders  of  the  clouds,  made 
the  broad  bosom  of  the  bay  to  gleam  like  a  sea  of  molten  gold.  The  word  was 
given  from  the  fort  that  a  ship  was  standing  up  the  bay.^* 

•  ••*  e  • 

^^  In  ttie  mean  time  the  ship  became  more  distinct  to  the  naked  eye  :  she 
was  a  stout,  round,  Dutch-built  vessel,  with  high  bow  and  poop,  and  bearing 
Dutch  colours.  The  evening  sun  gilded  her  bellying  canvass,  as  she  came 
riding  over  the  long-waving  billows.  The  sentinel,  who  had  given  notice  of  her 
approach,  declared,  that  he  first  got  sight  of  her  when  she  was  in  the'  centre  of 
the  bay  ;  and  that  she  broke  suddenly  on  his  sight  just  as  if  she  had  come  out  of 
the  bosom  of  the  black  thunder-cloud.  The  bjrstanders  looked  at  Hans  Van 
Pelt,  to  see  what  he  would  say  to  this  report :  Hans  Van  Pelt  screwed  bis  mouth 
closer  together,  and  said  nothing  ;  upon  which  some  shook  their  heads,  and 
others  shrugged  their  shoulders. 

^  The  diip  was  now  repeatedly  hailed,  but  made  no  reply,  and,  passing  by 
the  fort,  stood  on,  up  the  Hudson.  A  gun  was  brought  to  bear  on  her,  and 
with  some  difficulty,  loaded  and  fired  by  Hans  Van  Pelt,  the  garrison  not 
being  expert  in  artillery.  The  shot  seemed  absolutely  to  pass  through  the 
ship,  and  to  skip  along  the  water  on  the  other  side,  but  no  notice  was  taken 
of  it ! — ^What  was  strange,  she  had  all  her  sails  set,  and  sailed  right  against 
wind  and  tide,  which  were  both  down  the  river.  Upon  this  Hans  Van  Pelt, 
who  was  likewise  harbour-master,  ordered  his  boat,  and  set  off  to  board 
her,  but  after  rowing  two  or  three  hours  he  returned  without  success  $ 
sometiines  he  would  get  within  one  or  two  hundred  yards  of  her,  and  then, 
in  a  twinkling,  she  would  be  half  a  mile  off.  Some  said  it  was  because  his 
03us^-men,  who  were  rather  pursy  and  short-winded,  stopped  every  now  and 
then  to  take  breath,  and  spit  on  their  hands  ;  but  this  it  is  probable  was  a 
mere  scandal.  He  got  near  enough,  however,  to  see  the  crew,  who  were  all 
dressed  in  the  Dutch  style,  the  oflioers  in  doublets  and  high  hats  and  feath- 
ers :  not  a  word  was  spoken  by  any  one  on  board ; — they  stood  as  motion- 
less as  so  many  statues,  and  the  ship  seemed  as  if  left  to  her  own  govern- 
ment. Thus  she  kept  on,  away  up  the  river,  lessening  and  lessening  in  the 
evening  sunshine,  until  she  faded  from  sight,  like  a  little  white  cloud  melting 
away  in  the  summer  sky.^^ 

•  •#### 

*^  Messengers  were  despatched  to  different  places  on  the  river  ;  but  they 
returned  without  any  tidings — ^the  ship  had  made  no  port.  Day  after  day 
and  week  after  week  elapsed,  but  she  never  returned  down  the  Hudson.     As, 
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howeTer,the  Council  seemed  solicitous  for  intelligence,  they  had  it  in  abundance. 
The  captains  of  the  sloops  seldom  arrived  without  bringing  some  report  of  having 
seen  the  strange  ship  at  different  parts  of  the  river  ;  sometimes  near  the  Pallisa- 
does,  sometimes  off  Croton  Point,  and  sometimes  in  the  highlands  ;  but  she  nev- 
er was  reported  as  having  been  seen  above  the  highlands.  The  crews  of  the 
sloops,  it  is  true,  generally  differed  among  themselves  in  their  accounts  of  this 
apparition  ;  but  ttiat  may  have  arisen  from  the  uncertain  situations  in  which  they 
saw  her.  Sometimes  it  was  by  the  flashes  of  the  thunder-storm  lighting  up  a 
pitchy  night,  and  giving  glimpses  of  her  careering  across  Tappaan  Zee,  or 
the  wide  waste  of  Haverstraw  Bay.  A  tone  moment  she  would  appear  close 
upon  them,  as  if  likely  to  run  them  down,  and  would  throw  them  into  great  bus- 
tle and  alarm ;  but  the  next  flash  would  shew  her  far  off,  always  sailing  against 
the  wind.  Sometimes,  in  quiet  moonlight  night,  she  would  be  seen  under  some 
high  bluff  of  the  highlands,  all  in  deep  shadow,  excepting  her  top-sails  glittering 
in  the  moon-beams  ;  by  the  time,  however,  that  the  voyagers  would  reacrh  the 
place,  there  would  be  no  ship  to  be  seen  :  and  when  they  had  passed  on  for 
some  distance,  and  looked  back,  bdiold !  .there  she  was  again,  with,  her  top-sails 
in  the  moonshine  ! — Her  appearance  was  always  just  after,  or  just  before,  or 
just  m  the  midst  of  unruly  weather  ;  and  she  was  known  by  sill  the  skippers  and 
vojragers  of  the  Hudson  by  the  name  of  ^  the  Storm-Ship.^  ^' 

There  is  one  observation  we  must  not  omit ;  it  is,  that  the  style  of 
the  work  imder  review  is  not  so  pure  and  select  as  that  of  the  ^'  Sketch 
Book.^^  We  could  multiply  instances — ^the  frequent  use  of  the  word^e^, 
of  bloody  as  a  verb,  &c.  We  press  this  on  the  author^s  attention,  not 
only  for  his  own  sake,  but  for  that  of  literature  in  general,  which  his 
former  work  has  so  much  benefited.  Before  the  appearance  of  the 
^^  Sketch  Book,''  all  writers  seem  to  have  been  either  above  or  below 
considerations  about  style,  diction,  and  such  things.  Poetiy  had  just 
succeeded,  not  only  in  throwing  off  its  trammels,  but  was  endeavour- 
ing to  rid  itself  even  of  a  decorous  garb.  Prose  had  b^gun  to  follow 
the  example ;  and  the  lighter  departments  of  literature,  especially  those 
of  criticism  and  essay-writing,  were  abandoning  rapidly  dl  qualities  of 
purity  or  elegance,  whibt  they  sought  novelty  in  singularity,  and 
strength  in  abruptness.  The  success  of  the  ^^  Sketch  Book''  was  a  re- 
proof to  some  random  writers,  of  talents  at  least  equal  to  those  of  its 
author,  but  whose  publications  were  lying  on  the  shelf.  The  beneficial 
consequences  of  this  practical  lesson  appear  to  us  manifest  in  the  pe- 
riodical literature  of  the  day  ;  which,  in  such  a  light-reading  age  as 
the  present,  must  be  of  paramount  importance,  being  the  first  to  lead 
the  way  in  deterioration  or  improvement.  The  essays  of  the  ^^  Sketch 
Book"  and  "  Bracebrige  Hall"  we  reckon  under  the  class  of  periodical 
literature,  and  indeed  they  answer  the  description  much  better  than 
most  articles  of  Magazine  and  Review.  Therefore  whatever  progress 
the  author  makes  in  future,  and  we  have  no  doubt  it  will  be  of  improve- 
ment, he  should  at  least  look  to  preserve  that  peculiar  species  of  ex- 
cellency to  which  he  is  certainly  most  indebted  for  the  rise  of  his  fame. 

O. 
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REPUBLIC   OF  PLATO.* 

HAynro  thus  sketched  an  outline  of  the  mode  in  which  the  warriors 
are  to  he  trained,  Plato  discoases  the  means  of  securing  their  faithful 
performance  of  the  duties  assigned  to  them.  He  seems  abundantly 
sensible  both  of  the  importance  and  difficulty  of  providing  a  security 
adequate  to  tiiis  purpose. 

The  first  and  foremost  of  all  securities,  in  his  opinion,  is  a  good 
education.  This  indeed  would,  taken  singly,  be  insufficient ;  but  with- 
out it,  all  others  would  be  vain  and  ineffectual.t  To  supply  the  defect 
of  certainty,  which  would  still  remain,  and  to  ensure  the  good  beha- 
riour  of  the  military  class,  Plato  proposes  one  or  two  other  expedients. 

His  first  expedient  is  to  cheat  their  understandings  with  a  fictitious 
tale  and  imposture.  ^^  You  and  your  arms,  and  all  your  array,  are  in 
reality  sprung  from  the  maternal  bosom  of  the  earth ;  you  are,  there- 
fore, under  the  strictest  obligation  to  protect  both  your  mother  and 
your  brother-citizens,  whom  she  also  has  brought  forth  and  supports. 
Your  /ellow-citizens  are  all  your  brothers ;  but  the  Deity  has  mixed  up 
a  certain  quantity  of  gold  in  your  original  formation,  which  adapts  and 
entities  you  to  the  post  of  command ;  in  the  bosoms  of  the  rest  he  baa 
placed  brass  and  iron,  by  which  they  become  fitter  for  husbandry  and 
other  subordinate  functions.  This  gold  will  in  most  cases  be  trans- 
mitted by  you  to  your  posterity ;  but  if  in  any  instance  this  should  not 
happen,  and  any  one  of  you  should  produce  a  degenerate  son,  you 
most  without  mercy  degrade  him  down  to  the  lower  castes.  For  an 
oracle  has  declared,  that  when  brass  or  iron  shall  govern,  the  state  will 
be  destroyed."    (pp.  121,  122.) 

Such  is  the  story  wMch  Plato  proposes  to  impress  upon  the  military 
class,  in  order  to  generate  in  their  minds  a  brotherly  feeling  towards 
their  fellow-eitizens.  By  what  means  any  persuasion  of  its  truth  can 
be  created,  he  himself  professes  entire  ignorance.^  Socrates  (who  is 
detailing  the  scheme)  asks  Glaucon  if  he  knows  any  contrivance  to 
persuade  them  :  to  which  the  latter  replies,  that  he  knows  no  method 
of  making  any  set  of  men  originally  believe  such  a  story ;  but,  could 
they  once  be  convinced  of  it,  their  sons  and  posterity  would  naturally 
and  inikllibly  adopt  a  similar  persuasion,    (p.  122.^ 

As  a  farther  expedient  for  ensuring:  the  good  benaviour  of  the  war- 
like class,  Plato  fixes  their  constant  aoode  in  tents§  close  to  the  city  ; 
they  are  to  possess  no  individual  property,  except  in  •  cases  of  the 
greatest  neces8ity|| ;  even  their  tent  and  their  storehouse^  are  to  be  ac- 
cessible to  every  one  ;  they  are  to  eat  all  together,  and  a  sufficiency 
of  victuals  is  to  be  provided  for  them  by  the  rest  of  the  city.  They 
are  to  be  informed  also,  that  as  they  possess  within  them  the  pure 


*  Condnued  from  page  51J,  vol.  iv. 

^ow  iXrif :  *AxXm  fui*  M  y,  tfn*  Kmi  tymy  iSit»9f  TSr«  fih  &»  ^«»  X7r;(;ivi{i#- 
imtf  m  f'lXt  Txaimtn'  •  fitirrt  ifTs  Ikiytftttf  SJ^^n,  §rt  h7  mln^  rnt  i^s  T»xuf  ^tuiiUtf 
int  w0Ti  W^i9f  u  fi»XX»twi  ri  ftiyt^m  t%uf,  r^is  rf  ifu^t  iTmm  avtmIt  r^  »ai  T§7t 
ptiMTTfAiftit  inf  uvrSf.  p.  123. 

I  0«x  ««)«  Ut§4tt  riX/Mff  n  Viti  Xiytit  ^^fUft  i^J.  p.  121. 

$  Olimmt  fr^ttrutTMrni,  p«  122.  ||  &f  fth  irifa  kvmy»n,  f  rsfuMu 
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gold  from  heaveD,  it  would  be  both  useless  and  sacrilegious  in  them  to 
aspire  after  the  corrupt  coin  wliich  circulates  on  earth,  (p.  124.)  Nor 
ought  they  even  to  touch  or  drink  out  of  gold  or  silver.  On  the  non- 
possession  of  individual  property  Plato  lays  such  stress,  that  if  this 
regulation  were  once  overleaped,  the  militaiy  class  would  (he  says)  in- 
fallibly degenerate  from  their  character  of  protectors,  and  become  the 
tyrants  and  the  worst  enemies  of  their  fellow-citizens.* 

Adimantus,  at  this  point,  objects  to  Socrates,  that  from  these  severe 
regulations  the  situation  of  the  military  caste  would  become  worse  than 
that  of  any  other  citizens,  and  stript  of  every  thing  which  is  usually 
supposed  to  render  life  valuable.  Socrates  fully  admits  that  the  duty 
exacted  of  them  would  be  hard,  and  their  privations  numerous ;  but 
in  spite  of  all  this,  he  thinks  they  might  probably  enjoy  great  happiness. 
Yet  even  if  the  case  were  otherwise,  his  scheme  is  directed  to  ensure 
the  happiness  of  the  whole,  and  that  of  any  particular  part  must  be  sur- 
rendered without  reserve,  if  required,  (pp.  126 — 128.)  Those  rules 
must  be  adopted  and  enforced,  upon  every  man,  which  may  best  qualify 
liim  for  discharging  his  stated  service  to  the  community.  But  of  all 
those  circumstances  which  disqualify  a  man  for  the  performance  of  his 
dufy,  great  wealth  or  great  poverty  are  the  most  important  and 
operative.    The  governing  caste,  therefore,  is  to  prevent  most  watch- 

ftpXisM>  Unrmsf  ^crmw  t  S;t^fi)»  A9vi  n^tfUx^  ^S»  iXXmt  mXtrS»  7«i4r«Mwi*  /m#-> 
wnrit  n  Ik  nmi  fus^fuvt,  mmi  iinCwXtutwrtt  tut^  IwsCwXtwifUtMf  hH^v^s  wmwrm  ret  fiUf^ 

ixU^Vi  mvTti  n  so)  4  AxXn  iriXtg.  p.  124. 

I'heae  plans  for  remodelling  the  temper  and  dispositione  of  the  goveming  caste, 
will  hardly  fail  to  strike  the  reader  as  singularly  insufficient,  and  even  puerile,  par- 
ticularly die  fiction  which  he  designs  to  impress  upon  them.  Plato  himself  avows 
that  he  knows  not  how  to  realize  such  a  stratagem ;  and  this  confession  attests  his 
good  faith,  as  unequivocally  as  the  singularity  of  his  provisions  evinces  his  deep 
sense  of  the  end  to  be  secured.  To  intrust  a  particular  class  with  irresponsible 
power,  and  then  to  insure  their  proper  application  of  it,  was  the  important  problem. 
Plato  saw  that  any  man,  or  cmy  class,  lif  suffered  to  retain  the  usual  propensities  of 
their  nature,  and  to  contract  the  current  associations,  would  be  irresistibly  tempted 
to  abuse  their  power.  He  saw  that  this  temptation  could  only  be  effaced  by  a  sys- 
tem of  education  so  thorough  and  searching  as  to  monopolise  the  whole  man,  and  to 
transmute  effectually  the  goveming  principles  of  human  conduct ;  by  stifling  all  the 
separate  ties  of  property  and  kindred ;  and  by  associating,  somehow  or  other,  the 
well-being  of  their  fellow-citizens  with  their  own  sense  of  superior  origin  and  merit, 
In  short,  unless  the  ruling  class  could  be  artificially  elevated  to  the  level  of  demi- 
gods, they  would  infiUlibly  abuse  an  irresponsible  power. 

If  Plato  has  been  unsuccessful  in  solving  this  grand  problem,  he  cannot  at  least 
be  accused  of  glossing  over  the  difficulty,  and  deceiving  mankind  into  a  belief  that 
it  is  a  point  easily  accomplished,  and  requiring  little  provision  or  contrivance, 
which  is  the  usual  method  with  modem  political  writers.  According  to  these 
latter,  the  all-sufficient  security  against  any  misapplication  of  power  is,  to  place  it 
in  the  hands  of  men  of  high  birth  and  large  property.  Such  persons  are,  by  ap 
aristocratical  thinker,  represented  as  exempt  by  inheritance  from  the  weaknesses  of 
average  humanity,  and  free  from  all  temptation  to  maltreat  others.  Thus  to  frame 
a  principle,  merely  for  the  purpose  of  sanctioning  an  established  usurpation,  does 
indeed  facilitate  the  task  of  invention,  because  it  leaves  the  difficulty  unconquered 
and  the  end  unattained.  Plato  will  not  condescend  to  this  flattery  of  birth  and  opu- 
lence, nor  can  he  stoop  to  impose  upon  mankind,  by  telling  them  that  the  person 
who  has  a  great  deal  of  property,  will  for  that  -reason  cease  to  desire  any  more , 
and  will  become  not  only  innoxious,  but  even  earnest  and  laborious  (without  any 
assignable  motive)  in  acquiring  the  talents  essentially  requisite  to  a  good  ruler. 


PUUoU  Republic.  71 

fuUy  the  growth  either  of  one  or  the  other,  (p.  128.)  ^^  Bat  if  a  state 
of  war  should  arise,  will  not  the  energies  of  tne  state  be  crippled,  with- 
oat  some  superfluous  wealth  V^  Plato  replies,  that  if  his  state  was  en- 
gaged in  hostility  with  two  others,  it  could  easily  buy  off  and  ally 
itself  with  one  of  its  enemies  against  the  other,  by  promising  as  a  re- 
ward the  whole  booty  to  be  captured.  And  even  if  its  enemy  were 
at  the  outset  only  a  single  city,  yet  that  city  would  certainly  be  divid- 
ed into  parties,  which  would  interrupt  its  unity,  and  these  internal  di- 
visions would  render  it  weaker  than  the  well-arranged  and  harmonious 
republic  of  Plato.  A  city  governed  in  the  vulgar  manner,  scarcely 
appears  to  Plato  worthy  of  the  appellation  of  one  whole.  It  is  many 
cities,  not  one  city.*  Nor  would  he  permit  his  own  republic  to  in- 
crease farther  than  is  consistent  with  the  entire  preservation  of  its  unity. 

Having  indicated  the  general  arrangements  and  education  of  his  ' 
republic,  Plato  thinks  it  unnecessary  to  specify  the  particular  laws 
relative  to  matters  of  detaiL  Men  thus  trained  and  relatively  situated 
would,  be  says,  readily  discover  the  best  modes  of  proceeding.  Could 
the  system  of  education  be  once  successfully  realized,  and  produce  one 
set  of  human  beings  such  as  he  conceives,  all  the  ulterior  perfections 
of  polity  and  legislation  could  not  fail  to  branch  out  But  the  strictest 
caution  would  be  necessary  to  prevent  this  plan  of  education  from  de- 
generating. Were  the  judicious  mixture  of  music  and  gymnastics  in- 
termitted, or  were  music  of  a  different  character  allowed,  a  com- 
plete alteration  in  the  sentiments  of  individuals,  and  thence  a  sub- 
versioo  of  the  state,  might  result.!  (jpp.  129 — 133.)  There  are  some 
excellent  remarks  on  the  little  benefit  produced  by  improvement  in 
regulations  of  detail,  while  the  general  system  of  government  and 
edocatioD  remains  unsound ;  and  on  the  folly  evinced  by  ill«govemed 
cities,  who  rejected  with  abomination  any  proposal  of  reform,  and  clung 
to  those  statesmen  whose  fame  depended  upon  the  preservation  of  the 
vicious  system,  fpp.  134-5.). 

For  the  estabhshment  of  temples  and  religious  rites,  as  well  as  those 
ceremonies  which  propitiate  the  dead,  Plato  refers  to  the  authority  of 
Apollo,  whom  he  would  consult  upon  the  subject,  fp.  136.) 

Wisdoqi,  courage,  temperance,  and  justice,  woula,  in  Plato's  opinion, 
be  the  result  of  such  a  system  throughout  his  republic.  The  two  former 
qualities  belong  exclusively  to  the  governors  and  the  military  caste ; 
the  two  latter  to  every  citizen.  Temperance  teaches  every  individual 
to  recc^^nize  a  limit  to  ids  appetites,  and  brings  about  an  unanimous 
feeling  as  to  the  propriety  of  submission  on  the  part  of  the  subject,  and 
supremacy  on  that  of  the  governor,  (pp.  142, 143.)  Courage  (belonging 
exclusively  to  the  military)  consists  in  a  right  ana  rational  comparative 
estimate  of  the  objects  of  human  apprehension,  (p.  140.)  Justice 
consists  in  the  performance  of  a  single  and  exclusive  duty  by  each 
Individual ;  and  it  prohibits  any  one  man  from  assuming  a  business 
which  another  is  better  qualified  to  exercise.^  T^he  rules  of  justice 
are  observed  when  the  three  sectioru  of  the  city^  the  governors,  their 

*  *£«imi  «m«  triXuf  tUi  trmftraXKmst  iXk'  &  wiXtf,  p.  130. 

AiSaw  mmi  lytwuUfutt.  p.  132. 

f  Tk  wm  w^f/rrm^  mmi  fui  w§X9itfmyfutuw,  huMt^^wm  Writ,  p.  144« 
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military  assistants,  and  the  prodactive  classes^  (jp»XmK4M9,  muypiu^, 
and  ;^^9iM«ri0^f«)f,  each  perform  their  distinct  services  without  dash- 
ing or  interference,  (p.  146.) 

To  these  three  sections  of  the  community,  Plato  assimilates  tliree 
parts  of  the  mind  of  an  individual — reason,  passion  or  heat,  and  appe- 
tite. Reason  is  the  guardian  or  governor — ^passion,  its  ally  or  as- 
sistant {iwiKHftv^f)  though  not  always  faithful — the  ministration  of  the 
rest  belongs  to  appetite  ( lwt$vfuiTiikf  in  the  individual,  x^nfutrtTrtiAt 
in  the  community.)  Justice  in  an  individual,  like  justice  in  a  coda- 
munity,  consists  in  a  proper  adjustment  of  these  three  principled ;  when 
each  performs  its  own  function,  and  does  not  encroach  upon  the  pro- 
vince of  the  rest.  So  also  temperance  in  an  individual  is  like  tempe- 
rance in  a  community,  consisting  in  a  due  subordination  of  the  inferior 
appetite  to  the  bridle  and  sovereignty  of  reason,  (p.  157.) 

At  the  beginning  of  the  fifth  book,  Plato  treats  of  the  education  and 
condition  of  females  in  his  republic.  Whether  any  peculiar  business 
shall  be  assigned  exclusively  to  women,  as  distinguished  from  men,  or 
whether  individuals  of  either  sex  shall  indiscriminately  exercise  and  be 
distributed  through  all  the  separate  callings,  is  the  question  which 
first  comes  under  his  consideration.  His  decision  is,  that  women,  as 
well  as  men,  shall  exercise  all  the  different  employments  in  the  state. 
Because  the  superiority  of  men  over  women  is  perfectly  universal,  nor 
is  there  any  field  of  action  in  which  a  woman  can  display  equal  apti- 
tude with  a  man :  it  will  not  be  prudent,  therefore,  to  conunit  any  par- 
ticular pursuit  exclusively  to  females.  But  as  some  women  undoubt- 
edly manifest  greater  ingenuity  and  aptitude  than  others,  the  proper 
course  will  be  to  distribute  them  throughout  the  different  professions, 
as  inferior  functionaries  and  assistants  to  men,  according  to  the  talents 
with  which  they  appear  to  be  endowed,  (p.  172.)  If  they  are  to  be 
employed  in  the  same  functions  as  men,  the  same  education  will  be 
demanded  for  them  as  for  the  male  sex.  (p.  167.)  Women,  therefore,  of 
the  finest  endowments  and  disposition  will  be  selected,  to  associate 
themselves  with  the  class  and  in  the  function  of  guardians.  Their 
minds  and  bodies  will  be  trained  in  exactly  the  same  manner  as  those 
of  the  male  guardians.  They  will  be  subjected  to  the  same  musical 
and  gymnastical  education,  and  will  be  co-operating,  though  less  effi- 
cient, ministers  of  the  very  same  services,   (pp.  172-3.) 

The  male  and  female  guardians  will  live  and  eat  constantly  together 
in  the  encampment  appropriated  to  them.  Their  intercourse,  however, 
will  not  be  promiscuous,  but  r^;Tilated  under  the  superintendence  of 
the  magistrate,  one  of  the  most  difficult  and  delicate  tasks  (as  Plato 
admits)  which  could  possibly  be  imposed  upon  him.  (p.  177.)  He  is 
to  pair  together  the  finest  couples  of  men  and  women,  consecrating  the 
time  of  their  union  by  certain  feasts  and  sacred  rites.  Inferior  pairs  are 
to  come  ^together  by  lot,  in  order  to  remove  the  appearance  of  respon- 
sibility from  the  magistrate  in  cases  where  he  could  have  no  means  of 
forming  a  conclusion.  From  the  age  of  30  to  55  in  males,  from  20  to 
40  in  females,  the  breeding  powers  are  thus  coasidered  as  under  the 
appropriation  and  superintendence  of  the  magistrate,  for  the  purpose 
of  improving  the  breed.  Should  any  individual  thwart  this  purpose  by 
intercourse  either  illicit  or  unsanctioned  by  the  magistrate,  such  a  pro- 
ceeding is  stigmatised  a3  iniquitous  and  unholy,  as  tending  to  introduce 
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Into  the  state  (had  it  remafaied  undiscovered)  an  inauspicious  i88ue,which 
had  not  been  ushered  in  by  the  established  religious  prayers  and  ob^ 
senrances.  Should  any  young  man  discover  signal  prooft  of  merit,  a 
more  abundant  range  of  sexual  intercourse  is  to  be  conferred  upon 
him,  partly  as  a  reward,  partly  i'y«  jui)  ifut  f^ri  irf^A^ttn  «i  wXiirfi 
rmiwmff^n  istrSf  T^inrtn  r^ufSfrat*  (p.  178.) 

The  issue  of  the  superior  pairs,  who  hare  been  coupled  under  the 
express  direction  of  the  magistrate,  are  to  be  taken  from  their  mothers 
as  soon  as  bom,  and  brought  up  by  the  public  and  authorised  nurses. 
The  mother  is  to  suckle  it  for  a  short  time  ;  but  the  greatest  pains  are 
to  be  taken  that  no  father  or  mother  may  know  their  own  child,  nor 
any  child  his  own  father  or  mother,  (p.  175.)  A  man  is  to  call  every 
child  bom  in  the  tenth  or  seventh  month  after  Ids  marriage  by  the  title 
of  son  or  daughter  ;  all  persons  bom  at  the  same  time  with  himself,  by 
the  name  of  brother  and  sister,  (p.  180.) 

The  issue  of  the  inferior  pairs  are  to  be  taken  by  the  public  nurses, 
and  concealed  in  some  obscure  and  unknown  spot*  It  is  probably 
meant  that  they  are  to  be  destroyed,  as  no  subsequent  mention  is  made 
of  them.  The  same  fate  also  awaits  the  offspring  of  the  superior  pairs, 
if  they  should  turn  out  deformed,  («y«T«^«v.)  Men  and  women  who 
have  passed  beyond  the  regulated  period  of  breeding,  are  no  longer 
restricted  by  the  magistrate  in  their  intercourse,  ^except  mothers  and 
fathers  with  daughters  and  sons,  known  and  denned  as  I  have  stated 
above.)  But  these  women  are  to  take  especial  care  either  to  bring  no 
o&pring  into  the  world,  or,  if  any  should  be  bora,  to  expose  it ;  inas- 
much as  it  cannot  be  received  into  the  community.! 

Such  are  the  remarkable  regulations  by  which  Plato  altogether  ex- 
tinguishes the  ties  of  kindred,  and  riierges  them  in  the  corporate  and 
patriotic  affections.  His  object  is  to  introduce  an  entire  community  of 
pleasure  and  pain  among  the  governing  class,  and  to  prevent  the  objects 
of  their  love  and  hatred  from  becoming  at  all  separated  and  individu- 
alized. Property  and  kindred  are  the  two  grand  circumstances  which 
narrow  and  isolate  the  feelings  and*  wishes  of  a  man.} 

Another  benefit  which  Plato  remarks  as  emanating  from  this  ex- 
tinction of  individual  interest,  is  the  removal  of  almost  all  the  cause  for 
litigation,  except  personal  injuries.  And  with  regard  to  these  latter, 
he  seems  to  think  it  advisable  that  every  one  should  rely  upon  his  own 
strength  *  for  his  own  protection,  in  order  to  render  perfection  in  the 
gymnastic  exercises  still  more  indispensably  requisite,  (p.  185). 

Some  regulations  next  follow  respecting  the  conduct  of  these  military 
guardians  in  a  war.  The  male  and  female  guardians  are  both  to  take 
part  in  warlike  expeditions.     They  are  also  to  take  the  children  with 

•  'Kp  kico^j^^  Tt  Ml)  4UiiX^  »ffT«»(v^«tfriV|  «r  ir^i^ru.  p.  179. 

Un/iMW  Ss  «»  ^rqf  ^C'f^iff  f^  ^**^V'  P*  1  ^' 

I  *A^*  Sr  9  rdrt  v^iwiif  ttfn/*if»  (the  absence  of  private  property)  »«)  rk  wf  Xiyi/t" 
fM  7<rv  fiuiXXw,  mwt^min'raii  amt  aXti^int  f»k»»atf  zm)  v$u  ftk  hu^irav  rjft  triXttf  ri 
Ifti^  U§f»ml^*vrmt  /in  r§  mifri,  kXk*  ikkat  mXX§  {  riv  ftkt  tit  «i^»  Uvri  4inm9  IXMvr*  7,  r» 
^9  )»»Mr«  X^t  ^'^  &XXmw  xntrc^rm*  tm  li  tit  riiv  Imi/rif  Wi^m*  Srmr  i  »mi  yvtmttd  rt 
mai  ^auims  iri^,  nhfdt  n  tuti  itXyn%nmi  iffbtrtnhrmt^  Hiatf  Svrm  !%"«#  i  kXX*  Ut  Uyfuift 
Tw  MMfv  wiftf  M  T»  aSiri  ruurrmt  ^krrmt  u$  «  )tfMtr«f,  ift§irmitts  Xims  «  mm  li^w 
Mm.  p.  184. 
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them,  wherever  it  k  practicable  to  place  them  on  a  secure  spot  near 
the  field  of  battle,  partly  that  they  may  ffain  experience,  partly  to  whet 
the  Talour  of  the  fathers  and  mothers,  (p.  188.)  In  case  of  cowardice, 
a  warrior  is  to  be  degraded  to  the  post  of  an  artificer.  On  the  other 
hand,  the  man  of  distinguished  bravery  is  to  be  crooned  by  the  youth 
who  accompany  the  expedition ;  he  is  to  be  celebrated  in  songs,  aod 
to  enjoy  the  most  conspicuous  place  at  feasts  and  other  ceremonies ;  anj 
person  to  whom  he  is  attached  is  not  permitted  to  refuse  a  return  of 
his  affection  ;  and  he  is  to  be  worshipped  as  a  god  after  death,  (pp.  189 
— 190.)  The  conduct  of  the  warriors  towar<£  their  enemies,  particit- 
larly  towards  Grecian  enemies,  is  to  be  more  humane  than  that  usual- 
ly practised  in  the  time  of  Plato.  They  are  never  to  enslave,  or  to 
inflict  general  ravage  upon  another  Greek  nation ;  nor  are  they  to  strip 
the  dead  bodies  of  their  enemies,  (pp.  191-3.) 

At  this  point,  Plato  causes  Socrates  to  be  interrupted  by  Glaucon, 
who  expresses  a  doubt  concerning  the  practicability  of  the  scheme 
which  he  has  been  sketching.  Socrates,  after  saying  that  an  exact  copj 
of  the  scheme  would  not  be  required,  but  merely  an  approximation 
to  it  in  spirit  and  principle,  proceeds  to  touch  on  the  causes  which  op- 
posed its  introduction.  He  perfectly  and  heartily  admits  the  magnitude 
of  these  causes,  and  represents  the  plan  as  difficult  in  the  highest  de- 
gree, though  certainly  not  altogether  unattainable,    (p.  228.) 

The  leading  and  indispensable  requisite  to  the  application  of  his 
principles  is  contained  in  the  following  remarkable  sentence :  ^^  Unless 
(he  says)  either  philosophers  shall  rule  in  the  cities,  or  those  who  are 
now  styled  kings  and  governors  (Jvfi|rr«i)  shaH  become  genuine  and 
complete  philosophers — so  that  political  power  and  philosophy  may  in 
this  manner  coincide,  and  the  numbers  who  now  pursue  each  of  them 
separately  may  be  of  necessity  excluded — there  exists  not  any  respite 
of  misery  for  states,  nor  (as  I  think)  for  the  human  race.''*  This 
condition  is  absolutely  necessary  for  the  establishment  of  his  republic 
(he  continues). 

The  definition  which  follows  of  the  character  of  a  real  philosopher^ 
embraces  almost  the  whole  sum  of  moral  and  intellectual  excellence. 
His  thirst  for  knowledge  is  universal  and  insatiate,  and  this  ensures  his 
acquisition  of  the  practical  experience  necessary  for  government,  in- 
asmuch as  there  is  no  branch  of  information  which  he  is  content  to  aban- 
don, (p.  209).  But  yet  there  is  one  unvarying  standard,  which  serves 
as  the  guide,  the  measure,  and  the  connecting  link  of  his  researches, 
and  to  which  all  the  particular  facts  that  he  acquires  become  subservient. 
This  constant  search  after  general  principles  constitutes  an  important 
distinction  between  him  and  other  men,  who  never  ascend  above  the 
fact  of  the  moment,  nor  submit  their  opinions  to  any  test  or  compari- 
son, (p.  206).  Indeed  (as  Plato  remarks)  it  is  merely  the  presence  or 
absence  of  a  standard  of  reference  which  constitutes  the  difference  be- 
tween knowledge  and  conjecture  (cV/o^/cn  and  Jd{«.)  ibid.  Besides  this, 
the  philosopher  is  quick  in  acquiring  instruction,  and  tenacious  in  re- 
taining it ;  his  attachment  to  truth  is  ardent  and  inviolable,  and  main- 
tains such  complete  supremacy  in  his  mind,  as  to  allay  the  thirst  for 

*  0^«  fm  MMfUh  wmv?iM  rmt  rfXi/r  }m«  ^i,  £91  rf  M^mirU^  yinu  pt  197« 
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money  and  all  bodily  laxuiies,  and  thus  to  ensure  a  temperate  conduct. 
Tpp.  209 — ^210.)  His  views  are  grand  and  expansive,  and  altogether  free 
from  that  iliibendity  and  over-estimate  of  trifles  (r^f»f«A»y/ii)  which 
Piato  judiciously  deems  more  inconsistent  than  any  other  quality  of 
mind,  with  philosophy,  (p.  210.)  The  same  turn  of  thought  pre- 
vents him  from  over-rating  the  desirableness  of  life,  and  confers  upoa 
him  genuine  intrepidity  and  contempt  of  death.  He  is  gentle  and 
good-tempered,  and  possesses  a  natural  decency  and  elegance  which 
sets  off  the  rest  of  his  character  to  the  best  advantage,    (p.  211.) 

hnrnf^ittmit  cf^fi^ft  rm^f^if^i,  (ibid.)  Such  is  the  splendid  assem- 
blage of  qualities,  without  the  combination  of  which  no  man  (accord- 
ing to  Plato)  is  fit  for  the  pursuit  of  philosophy  as  it  ought  to  be  pur- 
sued. 

Here  Adimantus  objects :  that  the  actual  character  and  situation  of 
existing  philosophers  by  no  means  correspond  to  the  description  of 
Socrates.  For  of  those  who  devoted  their  lives  to  this  pursuit,  the 
greater  number  were  persons  of  inconsiderable  talents,  indeed  base 
and  contemptible*,  while  the  very  best  of  them  were  by  their  pursuit 
rendered  useless  to  the  state,  (p.  212.)  To  this  Socrates  accedes,  and 
proceeds  to  explain  the  reasons  which  rendered  such  a  result  inevita- 
ble, from  the  actual  state  of  institutions  and  manners. 

So  brilliant  an  union  of  endowments  must  naturally  occur  very 
rarely,  under  any  circumstances ;  and  each  of  those  accomplishments, 
which  constitute  when  combined  the  philosophic  character,  will,  if 
possessed  singly,  disqualify  and  withdraw  him  from  the  pursuit 
Wealth,  beauty,  strength,  and  powerful  connexions  (should  such  be  his 
situation)  will  also  distract  and  dissipate  his  mental  powers,  (p.  217.) 
Should  Ms  genius  still  shine  forth  as  superior,  he  will  meet  with  ca- 
resses and  flattery  from  parties  who  are  anxious  to  enlist  in  their  ser- 
vice so  able  an  auxiliary ;  and  this  will  render  him^  satisfied  with  his 
own  attainments,  and  remove  all  motive  to  that  application  without 
which  the  science  of  government  cannot  be  acquired.!  When  too,  on 
his  entrance  into  public  life,  he  listens  to  the  opinions  in  general  cir- 
culation, the  current  of  fashionable  applause  and  censure  will  over- 
master his  mind,  and  will  wash  away  the  very  best  previous  instruction 
imaginable.^  His  estimate  of  virtue -and  vice  will  thus  become  alto- 
gether debased,  and  adjusted  to  the  reigning  errors,  even  on  the  sup- 
position that  his  private  education  beforehand  had  been  excellent  But 
this  will  in  all  probability  not  have  been  the  case ;  for  the  instructors 
of  youth  will  be  obliged  by  their  own  interest  to  inculcate  lessons  con- 
formable to  the  dominant  opinions,  and  to  bestow  upon  these  precepts 
the  name  of  wisdom.§  His  notions  of  truth  and  justice  will  thus  be 
perverted  from  the  earliest  period  of  infancy,  and  the  whole  tone  of 
morality  becomes  nothing  but  a  wretched  flattery  of  the  actual  pre  • 


•f  Titk  i  «nir«f  /nil  IvXivrMrri  r^  «<nin«  «vr«v.  p.  222. 
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Cerences  of  the  public*  AH  this  is  still  farther  confirmed  and  enforced 
by  the  tenour  of  the  laws,  which  inflict  disgrace  and  punisliment 
upon  the  dissentient,  (p.  21  d.)  Under  such  (Ssadyantageous  circum- 
stances, the  formation  of  a  single  valuable  and  philosophical  character 
must  be  matter  of  the  greatest  rarity .t  And  the  man  of  surpassing^ 
eneigy  and  abilities,  who  under  a  good  system  of  education  would  have 
been  foremost  in  promoting  the  welfare  of  his  countiy,  becomes  only 
the  instrument  of  deeper  and  superior  injury,  (p.  222.) 


80NO  TO  MART. 

FoRGXT  not  thou  our  childish  hours ! — 

The  spirit  of  oar  joys, 
Like  music  past  and  gaUier^d  flowers, 

Each  fleeting  hour  destroys : 
Too  lovely  were  they  to  be  lost, 
And  wisest  those  who  prize  them  most. 

We  do  not  mourn  them — dajrs  have  come 

More  calm,  without  decline  ; 
Days  that  have  peopled  memory^s  home 

With- deeds  and  thoughts  divine  ; 
And  years  have  taught  our  hearts  to  prize 
Man^s  noblest  aims- and  destinies. 

But  those  sweet,  careless,  joyous  hours. 

And  all  they  promised  us, 
The  cloudless  sky,  the  path  of  flowers, 

Still  may  dulight  us,  thus — 
A  glimpse  of  Heaven  was  given  us  then, 
And  we  would  see  that  Heaven  again. 

We  want  to  look  this  wide  world  through 

As  then  it  brightly  lay 
Before  our  eyes :  a  thing  all  new, 

A  game  for  us  to  play  ; 
And  to  our  young,  unskilful  hand 
Its  chances  seemM  at  our  command. 

And  in  the  dim,  unmeasured  length 

Of  many  a  distant  day, 
A  treasure  of  exhaustless  strength 

Behind,  before  us  lay ; 
And  hearts  to  love,  and  hopes  to  gain 
The  love  we  prizM,  were  given  us  then. 

Well,  "  all  is  beautiful,''  the  bright 

And  dazzling  dawn  of  youth  ; 
The  glories  of  that  better  light 

The  high,  full  noon  of  truth — 
Yet  still  the  wayward  poet  says, 
^^  Forget  not  thou  our  childish  days.^!  E.  T. 


*  OTf  ftiv  ;^«ifii  l»U9»t9  iiymtk  umXm'  •*%  Hi  ix^Mr;  jmuuL  p.  320 
miri  fSifms  X.iym9,  tit  Hm»0f  i^f*  p.  S19« 


(  77  ) 

THE   rORTVHES   OF  NTOEL, 
BT   THE  AUTHOR   OF  WAYERLET. 

Here  is  another  work  of  the  mighty  magician  of  Scotland,  produc- 
ed with  a  rapidity  which  will  excite  mingled  admiration  and  regret 
in  all  who  take  a  deep  interest  in  his  lasting  fame.  In  the  lireW  pre- 
face appended  to  these  volumes,  he  condescends  to  notice  the  feeling 
which  we  have  rentured  to  express,  and  to  justify  his  speed. 

He  states,  what  we  can  readily  helieve,  that  those  passages  which  have 
been  praised  for  their  high  finishing,  have  really  been  struck  off  fastest 
in  his  felicitous  moments,  while  those  in  which  he  has  comparatively 
failed  have  been  produced  with  the  greatest  toil.  But  this  is  scarcely 
an  answer  to  the  complaint,  which  is  not  applied  to  the  imperfect  exe- 
cution of  particular  passages,  but  to  the  quantity  of  dull  and  common- 
place matter  which  is  retained  in  his  volumes.  We  do  not  ask  him  in 
vain  to  labour  for  the  perfection  of  his  happiest  effusions ;  but  to  give  us 
more  of  his  best  in  a  certain  space,  with  a  smaller  portion  of  alloy. 
He  shews  no  cause  why  the  noble  pictures  of  external  nature,  the 
fresh  and  breathing  characters,  the  high  tragic  scenes,  which  of  late 
he  has  scattered  sparingly  through  his  works,  should  not  be  presented 
within  a  smaller  space,  especially  as  he  confesses  that  his  plots  are 
of  no  use  except  to  bring  in  his  ^^  fine  things.''  He  is  not  bound 
down  by  his  story  to  a  certain  quantity  of  dulhiess.  When  he  con- 
soles himself  that,  while  many  of  his  works  will  be  consigned  to 
oblivion,  his  best  will  survive,  he  forgets  that  posterity  will  not  collect 
together  all  his  most  brilliant  fragments,  and  form  them  into  a  perfect 
whole.  The  scenes  of  a  novel,  however  deep  an  impression  they  may 
make  on  the  reader's  mind,  will  not  live  in  the  memory  like  the  golden 
couplets  of  a  poet  They  do  not  derive  their  charm  from  the  noble- 
ness of  individual  images,  from  the  exquisite  choice  of  expressions,  or 
from  the  condensed  depth  of  their  sentiment,  but  from  the  striking 
exhibition  of  persons  and  scenes,  which  leave  only  traces  of  their  out- 
lines behind  them.  Unless,  therefore,  the  works  to  which  they  belong 
are  altc^ether  preserved,  they  are  in  inuninent  danger  of  being  al- 
together lost,  with  the  present  generation  of  readers.  Full  many  a 
passage — nay,  many  a  volume — worthy  of  immortality,  will,  we  are 
afiaid,  be  weighed  down  by  the  inferiority  of  the  matter  with  which  it 
is  encircled.  The  chapters  of  Fielding's  works  are  almost  all  separate 
gems,  any  one  of  which  inserted  in  an  ordinary  book  would  make  it 
worth  purchasing;  but  what  would  have  become  of  their  author's 
fame,  if,  instead  of  lavishing  them  on  three  or  four  novels,  he  had 
scattered  them  through  ^(iy  ?  Would  they  have  the  same  effect  as 
"  Elegant  Extracts,"  even  if  they  were  so  collected,  as  they  have  in 
their  natural  and  connected  arrangement  directed  by  a  master's  hand  ? 
The  mere  story  we  grant  to  be  of  minor  importance  :  we  can  aUow 
the  author  to  be  led  astray  from  it  by  such  characters  as  Dalgetty, 
and  Baillie  NicolJarvie,  which  he  instances ;  but  we  cannot  concede  to 
him  that  he  is  incapable  of  sustaining  a  simple  and  consistent  plot,  or 
that  he  must  become  dull  so  to  succeed.  We  have  not  forgotten  ^^  The 
Bride  of  Lammermuir,"  the  most  complete  of  all  his  works ;  which  is 
almost  as  single  and  as  harmonious  as  a  tragedy  of  Sophocles.    Here 


78  The  Fariunei  of  Nigtl 

a  deep  interest  is  excited  at  the  first — events  move  regalarly  on,  and 
the  shadows  of  fate  gradually  extend  more  darklj  oyer  them — and  the 
whole  is  conducted  to  a  terrible  jet  majestic  catastrophe,  in  which  the 
prophecies  of  old  are  fulfilled.  And  assuredly,  in  the  course  of  this 
noble  tale,  there  is  no  want  of  high  individual  excellencies ;  for,  passings 
over  the  stem  and  towering  Ravenswood;  the  resolution  of  Lucj, 
springing  out  of  seeming  weakness,  and  overpowering  the  reason  of  a 
delicate  nature ;  the  sweet  love-scenes  at  the  haunted  well ;  and  the 
ludicrous  invention  of  the  faithful  Caleb — ^there  are  those  fearful  hags 
whose  horribly  disinterested  love  of  matters  appertaining  to  the  char- 
nel-house and  the  grave,  places  them  almost  on  an  equality  with  the 
weird  sisters  of  Sh^speare ! 

"  The  Fortunes  of  Nigel"  is,  we  are  afraid,  one  of  the  most  un- 
equal of  its  author^s  productions.  Its  brightest  passages  are  among' 
the  very  best  which  he  has  written ;  but  they  are  far  between,  and  the 
intervals  are  singularly  dreary.  There  is  no  principle  of  unity — 
no  central  point  of  interest — ^not  an  individual  whose  fortunes  we  desire 
to  follow.  It  seems  poured  out  of  a  great  novelist^s  common-place- 
book,  and  put  together  by  a  very  unskilful  hand.  His  nominal 
heroes  are  generally  vapid;  but  then  he  usually  introduces  some 
other  character  whose  changes  we  delight  to  observe,  or  affords 
us  rich  glimpses  of  historic  story.  Here,  however,  is  neither  of 
these  sources  of  enjoyment:  the  author  confesses  that  he  has  no 
story  to  tell;  and  although  many  of  his  persons  are  well  worthy 
of  observation,  none  of  them  are  calculated  to  awaken  very  cordial 
sympathy.  Lord  Nigel  Olifaunt,  the  aristocratic  hero,  is  an  indivi- 
dual for  whom  no  one  can  feel ;  who  has  no  romantic  virtues  or  vices 
to  endear  him  to  us ;  but  whose  fault  is,  that  he  is  a  careful,  prudent, 
and  successful  gamester,  and  who  obtains  his  means  of  sharing  in  the 
luxuries  of  the  metropolis  by  winning  small  sums  of  inexperienced 
players.  There  is  something  peculiarly  revolting  to  the  fmagination, 
too,  in  the  punishment  of  mutilation  which  hangs  over  him,  and  Ids 
liability  to  sufier  which,  connects  unpleasant  associations  with  every 
step  he  takes  to  avoid  it.  As  if  this  were  not  enough,  he  is  the  victim 
of  an  accumulation  of  petty  misunderstandings,  perpetually  placed  in 
ambiguous  situations  which  produce  vexatious  mistakes — ^like  the 
Cecilias,  Camillas,  and  Evelinas,  of  Miss  Bumey.  Lord  Dalgamo^s 
deep-laid  scheme  for  his  ruin,  and  the  means  which  he  employs,  are 
very  painfully  conceived,  and  inartificially  conducted.  The  whole 
scheme  of  Margaret,  for  his  release  is  quite  a  puzzle,  the  solution  of 
which  we  g^ve  up  in  despair ;  and  the  episode  of  Lady  Hermione  is  as 
drearily  incredible  as  any  Spanish  tale  in  the  circulating  library.  The 
marriage  of  the  peer  with  the  watchmaker's  daughter  is  perhaps  rather 
too  Jacobinical  an  event  for  a  romance ;  but  we  concede  our  author^s 
right  to  introduce  and  to  consecrate  as  many  innovations  in  the  eti- 
quette of  fiction  as  he  pleases. 

Notwithstanding  these  deficiencies,  and  others  which  it  would  only 
be  tedious  to  mention,  this  work  contains  passages  which  are  far  be- 
yond the  power  oi^  any  contemporary  novelist.  Here,  by  what  con- 
juration and  mighty  magic  we  know  not,  the  very  image  of  the  time  of 
James  the  First  is  set  palpably  before  us.  "  Life  in  London  "  as  it  was 
at  the  beginning  of  the  seventeenth  century,  is  revived,  "  in  form  as  pal- 
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pable'^  as  that  which  Mr.  Egan  now  draws.  We  leem  to  remember 
Fleetr«treet  as  it  then  was,  as  weli  as  we  know  it  in  its  present  aspect : 
the  houses,  the  persons,  the  humours  of  the  scene  are  here ;  and  so 
strong  a  hold  has  the  picture  taken  on  our  imagination,  that  we  have 
once  or  twice  looked  with  disappointment  on  its  gay  variety  of  shops, 
and  wondered  that  the  stalls  were  not  there,  and  that  the  voices  of  the 
apprentices  were  not  heard.  Every  thing  is  not  only  accurately  de- 
picted, bat  endowed  with  present  life :  we  do  not  look  on  a  museum  of 
stuffed  anatomies,  hut  on  a  crowd  of  animated  beings  in  whom  we 
take  a  present  interest ;  we  feel  the  past  in  the  instant,  and  live  in  the 
very  bosom  of  the  age  to  which  the  great  magician  transports  us.  He 
does  not  c:^ll  from  the  ^^  vasty  deep'^  spirits  which  never  were,  but 
men  who  have  been — not  sliadowy  abstractions,  but  crc^ures  of  flesh 
and  blood,  just  as  they  were  and  might  be.  We  only  wish  he  had  done 
as  much  justice  to  the  Temple  asto  its  neighbouring  street ;  that  he 
had  not  entirely  joined  the  faction  of  the  apprentices  against  the  Tem- 
plars ;  but  had  seen  something  like  fair  play  between  them. 

What  a  delicious  glimp)ie  he  might  have'  given  us  of  high  revels  in 
chambers ;  how  might  he  have  set  before  us  the  gay  suppers  in  which 
the  players  and  poets  of  the  age  condescended  to  mingle  with  the 
young  gownsmen ;  what  frolics  might  he  have  kept  op  at  the  Devil 
Tavern,  what  words  have  made  us  listen  to,  ^^  spoken  at  the  Mermaid  !'^ 
All  this  is  reserved,  we  dare  say,  for  another  novel;  wisely,  as 
&r  as  concerns  the  author^s  account  with  his  publishers,  but  not  as  af- 
fecting  his  great  Reckoning  with  posterity.  This  part  of  the  work,  too, 
admirable  as  it  is  in  itself,  leads  to  nothing.  It  would  answer  just  as 
well  for  the  beginning  of  any  other  tale.  The  two  'prentices  who  are 
there  introduced  to  us  with  such  note  of  preparation,  make  no  figure 
aAerwards,  but  utterly  disappoint  all  our  reasonable  hopes.  ^^  Jin  Vin,'' 
indeed,  seems  just  fitted  for  his  place,  and  promises  either  to  fill  the 
state  coach  or  the  Tyburn  cart,  as  fortune  may  please ; — ^but  Tunstall, 
^  the  gentle  Tunstall,'^  seemed  created  with  a  more  sentimental  desti- 
ny. Pale,  patient,  thoughtful,  he  deserved  at  least  to  fall  in  love,  and  to 
be  jilted,  as  Sir  Walter's  delicate  heroes  regularly  are  by  their  sturdier 
rivals.  We  took  Mr.  Pufi's  advice,  and  made  sure  he  was  not  really  a 
watchmaker;  but  we  looked  in  vain  for  his  change.  We  have  our  sus- 
picions that  full  justice  has  not  been  done  him,  and  that  he  was  origi'* 
nally  designed  for  a  better  lot  than  it  afterwards  pleased  his  careless 
manufacturer  to  grant  him. 

There  is  perhaps  nearly  equal  power  exerted  in  the  painting  of  the 
low  debaocheries  and  wretchedness  of  the  inhabitants  of  Whitefriars, 
famed  under  the  name  of  Alsatia ;  there  is  a  prodigious  number  of 
varied  figures  crowded  into  the  scenes,  and  a  picturesque  arrangement 
of  all  the  accompaniments  of  the  melancholy  orgies  which  Crabbe 
might  envy.  But  the  general  effect  is  merely  painful,  for  want  of 
some  true  piece  of  human  kindness  to  sweeten  the  mass  of  hardened 
profligacy  and  wretchedness ;  some  touch  of  Nature,  as  there  ever  is 
in  Hogarth's  pictures,  to  reconcile  us  to  our  species ;  some  redeeming 
trait  wMch  makes  us  feel  that  "  there  is  a  soul  of  goodness  in  things 
evil,"  and  that  fragments  of  nobleness  will  ever  survive  in  man,  how- 
ever degraded  his  condition.  If,  however,  the  revels  of  the  Duke  of 
Hildebrod,  prodigious  as  he  is  in  his  way,  sicken  us,  we  arc  soon,  even 
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in  the  midst  of  his  shocking  haunts,  to  be  excited,  appalled,  and  melted 
by  the  deepest  tragic  passion.  The  whole  scene  of  the  murder  of  the 
old  usurer,  who  has  been  prowling  about  to  obtain  the  piece  of  money  on 
NigePs  table — his  soul  fixed  intensely  on  that  one  object,  which  he 
grasps  in  death — is  fearfully  grand.  The  deep  desolation  of  the  an- 
tique house  standing  in  the  midst  of  that  den  of  wretches ;  the  frightful 
intensity  with  which  the  victim  is  brought  before  us  in  the  previous 
scenes, — heighten  inconceivably  the  terrors  of  the  situation,  which  is  it- 
self most  vividly  depicted  Even  this  is  inferior  to  the  masterly,  we 
had  almost  said  sublime,  development  of  the  character  of  Martha 
Trapbois,  the  usurer^s  daughter ;  who  has  tended  her  miserable  fatlier 
in  this  place  of  infamy  till  all  affection  seems  dried  up  within  her,  and 
she  appears  a  living  anatomy ;  and  who  is  aroused  in  this  moment  of 
extreinity  to  filial  agony  and  to  towering  revenge.  It  is  as  noble  a 
▼indication  of  the  unalienable  rights  of  nature  as  is  to  be  found 
even  in  the  writings  of  our  author ;  and  as  great  a  picture  imbued  with 
the  august  solemnities  of  death  and  life,  it  may  be  ranked  with  the  de- 
scription of  Meg  Merrilies  watching  the  last  agonies  of  the  smuggler, 
the  young  fisherman's  funeral  in  the  Antiquary,  and  the  closing  chap- 
ters of  Waverley. 

Of  all  the  characters  introduced  in  this  work,  the  m<^  complete,  in 
point  of  finishing,  is  unquestionably  King  James.  It  seems  done  to 
very  life.  The  utter  childishness  of  his  taste,  the  singular  littleness  ofiiis 
personal  vanity,  his  selfish  goodnature,  his  almost  in(;fedible  meanness, 
his  silly  love  of  practical  jests  and  low  victories,  his  pedantry,  his 
shuddering  terror  of  naked  steel — ^all  his  degrading  foibles  and  fop- 
peries— are  brought  before  us  with  a  reality  which  is  almost  startling. 
Some  may  be  inclined  to  wonder  how  a  man  of  our  author's  political 
opinion  could  voluntarily  make  such  an  exhibition  of  any  thing  whose 
brows  were  ''  circlad  with  a  kingly  diadem.''  But,  whatever  may  be 
a  poet's  creed,  his  genius  will  be  essentially  liberal.  He  is  too  conver- 
sant with  the  essences  of  things  to  be  slavishly  devoted  to  their  put- 
ward  shows.  He  is  so  accustomed  to  contemplate  man  as  man,  to 
trace  back  to  their  mysterious  sources  those  passions  which  are  common 
to  the  species,  to  depict  those  sufferings  and  joys  of  which  all  men  are 
partakers,  that  he  cannot  habitually  prostrate  his  own  spirit  before  de- 
spotic power.  He  is  familiar  with  the  true  majesties  of  the  heart  If 
he  pays  fitting  homage  to  time-honoured  institutions  and  usages,  he 
feels  that  they  derive  their  peculiar  colouring  from  our  human  affec- 
tions. If  he  dwells  fondly  on  the  decayed  relics  of  tyrannic  grandeur, 
he  feels  at  the  same  time  the  mightier  antiquity  of  the  universe.  A  wit, 
a  satirist,  may  give  the  full  benefit  of  his  powers  to  the  cause  of  abso- 
lute monarchv ;  a  court  is  his  proper  atmosphere,  and  its  creatures  the 
fit  subjects  of  his  pen ;  but  true  imagination  can  never  be  servile.  Its 
possessor  may  condescend  to  a  birthday  ode ;  but  whenever  he  fairly 
exercises  his  faculties  on  worthy  themes,  the  old  instinct  will  revive, 
and  humanity  assert  its  true  immunities  in  his  works.  A  man's  interest 
is  nothing  when  pot  in  competition  with  his  passions  and  his  powers, 
especially  in  the  case  of  a  great  poet,  who  must  nccessaril3r^bave  the 
most  intense  consciousness  of  both.  He  may  honestly  change  his  opi- 
nions, and  he  may  give  up  honour  and  conscience  for  gain ;  but  he 
will  not,  he  cannot  resign,  for  his  life,  one  essential  principle  of  liis 
poetry. 
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There  is  no  great  merit  in  the  delineation  of  the  remaining  male  cha- 
racten.  Lord  Hontinglen,  indeed,  is  ^^  a  stout  piliar  of  the  olden 
time,^^  and  the  usurer  is  tlie  most  intense  ofrliis  class;  but  George 
Heriot  does  not  stand  out  very  prominently  from  the  canvas.  Richie 
Moniplies  is  tedious,  and  Sir  Mui^o  Malagrowther  a  mere  nuisance. 
But  the  author  perhaps  never  succeeded  so  well  in  the  delineation  of 
females  who  are  very  women — not  marked  with  peculiar  characteris- 
tics as  individuak,  except  so  far  as  they  are  pre-eminently  feminine — 
as  he  has  done  in  his  pictures  of  Mistress  Margaret,  and  dame  Nelly, 
the  frail  wife  of  Nigel's  host  Nothing  can  be  more  charmingly  natu- 
ral dtan  the  behatiourof  the  little  beauty  in  the  interview  with  Dame 
Ursula^ — ^her  delicate  waywardness,  her  pretty  impatiences,  the  sweet 
sel^wUl  of  a  spoiled  child,  as  she  buries  her  dimpled  face  in  her  small 
hand.  How  delightful,  too,  are  her  terrors,  and  her  tears,  when  sent 
to  the  Tower  in  her  page's  dress,  which  so  well  belie  that  strange  attire ! 
What  a  sentiment  of  shape  is  there  in  the  allusion  which  Heriot 
makes  to  her  little  foot  in  the  midst  of  his  displeasure !  the  slippery 
virtue  of  honest  John  Christie's  wife  well  prepares  us  for  the  caprices 
and  the  relentings  of  Lord  Dalgamo's  mistress.  She  seems  moulded 
to  yield  and  to  repent,  to  cry  and  laugh  in  the  same  breath  ;  and  is 
the  very  perfection  of  female  weakness,  which  has  no  principle  to  sus- 
tain it  How  pleasant  is  her  inquiry  whether  they  shall  not  reach  Scot- 
land that  day ;  her  happiness  to  be  with  my  Lord,  and  her  tears  for 
honest  John ;  her  transient  sense  of  her  own  degradation,  so  easily 
changed  into  pride ;  her  entire  abandonment  to  the  emotion  of  the 
moment,  and  want  of  purpose  I  The  instant  death  of  her  seducer  in 
the  midst  of  this  trifling  comes  like  a  blow  upon  the  heart.  The  whole 
annals  of  fiction  scarcely  contain  another  transition  so  awful. 

The  more  we  dwell  on  the  excellencies  of  this  work,  the  more  we 
regret  that  it  is  not  better.  He  who  can  write  its  best  passages  should 
not  write  for  the  booksellers.  Unfortunately,  he  is  infected  with  the 
spirit  of  our  literature,  which  can  brook  no  delay,  but  requires  the  sti- 
mulus o£  immediate  applause.  Every  popular  writer  of  the  day  has 
grown  as  periodical  as  the  Editor  of  a  Magazine.  We  earnestly  wish 
that  the  greatest  of  authors  would  learn  a  due  respect  for  their  genius ; 
would  dare  to  build  for  the  future ;  and  choose  not  merely  to  be  read 
and  praised  for  a  month,  but  to  produce  works  which  shall  shed  their 
sweetness  on  future  age^. 


SOHGw BY   T.   CAMPBELL. 

Drihx  ye  to  her  that  each  loves  hett. 

And  if  you  nurse  a  flame 
That  ^8  told  but  to  her  mutual  breaat. 

We  will  not  ask  her  name. 

Enough,  while  memory  tranced  and  glad 

Paints  silently  the  fair, 
That  each  should  dream  of  joys  he  *t  had. 

Or  yet  may  hope  to  share. 

Yet  far,  far  hence  be  jest  or  boast 
From  hallowM  thoughts  so  dear ; 
^  But  drink  to  them  that  we  love  most. 

As  they  would  love  to  hear. 
Vol,  IV.  No.  19.— 1822.  M 
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THE   MIIUCVLOUB   CAHOXA.^ 

At  Amiens  flbncd  for  treaty-making 

Meant  to  be  kept  by  neither  par^, 
There  dwelt  a  carpenter,  asleep  or  waking 

Honest,  and  of  a  constitution  hearty, 
Purchased  by  early  hours  and  labours  sweet,  ' 

And  healthy  meals  on  unadulterate  meat* 

Hkht  Christopher,  or  Kit  for  shortness^  sake. 

Moral,  nay  pious,  for  he  went  to  mass, 
Heard  oft  the  priest  a  doleful  mention  maike 

Of  folks  that  sold  themselves  for  gold  and  brass. 
And  worldly  luxuries,  to  the  grand  deceiver — 
Heirlooms  to  Hell's  black  autocrat  for  ever ! 

Kit  took  the  hint  and  would  not  be  deterred 
(Thinking  he  M  hare,  at  least,  good  company) 

From  following  their  example— ^twas  absunl 
To  toil  and  labour,  when  in  riches  he 

Might  rival  Croesus— for  a  dislani  evil. 

And  finally  perhaps,  outwit  the  DeviL 

The  sire  of  sin  mark  M  his  unholy  craving, 
Assumed  a  monkey^s  shape  to  tempt  the  man. 

Gave  him  a  lease  of  thirty  years — on  leaving, 
Told  him  that  when  the  term  expired  a  plan 

Should  be  matured,  promoting  him  direct 

Of  the  infernal  palace  architect. 

Now  thirty  years  of  life  and  riches  sounded 

To  Christopher  a  time  that  ne^er  could  end : 
He  lived  accordingly — in  wealth  abounded — 

Like  rich  men  lived,  to  eat,  and  sleep,  and  spend, 
Drink,  wench,  game,  idle,  trample  on  inferiors. 
And  think  no  mortal  beings  his  superiors. 

This  coarse  for  fifteen  years  he  ran— just  half 

The  term  that  Satan  granted,  when  one  day 
While  feasting  with  his  friends  on  cow  and  calf, 

CookM  in  Beauvilliers^  famed  and  savory  way. 
And  wondering  how  a  mortal  could  be  poor — 
Three  loud  raps  shook  the  distant  entry-door. 

A  servant  from  the  cellar,  whom  he  M  sent 

To  fetch  a  luscious  bottle  of  the  best, 
EnterM  and  told  him,  full  of  discontent, 

That  a  stout  man  below  would  be  his  guest  ;— 
Kit  fearM  it  was  his  friend  from  Acheron, 
SearchM  out  his  lease  and  down  to  meet  him  ran. 

Satan  meantime  shewn  in  a  room  aside 

Seated  himself— his  tail  that  coil*d  up  lay 
Beneath  his  coatskirt,  now  took  freedom  wide, 

CurPd  round  the  chair,  or  switchM  like  cat^s  at  play ; 
His  breath  smelt  strong  of  brimstone ;  for  the  rest 
He  lookM  a  parson  in  black  broad-doth  drest. 

*  In  Vol.  I.  Lett.  33,  of  the  Jewish  Spy,  there  is  an  account  of  an  everlasting 
candle  at  Amiens  which  never  wasted  or  burnt  out,  and  by  which  the  church  ob- 
tained large  sums  from  devotees.  It  was  unfortunately  extinguished  at  the  French 
revolution !  From  this,  perhaps,  it  is  said  that  the  Amiennois  light  their  candles 
at  both  ends — ^^  lis  brtUcnt  leurs  chandelles  par  les  deux  bouts.** 
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He  fold  our  ctryenfer  (o  eomn  bi»  wmy : 

The  latter  ahewM  his  lease  and  grumbled  well : 
Satan  said  fifteen  yean  of  night  and  day 

Made  thirty^  for  they  reckonM  lo  in  hell, 
And  that  they  coaM  not  change  the  reckoning 
Of  their  infernal  years  for  mortal  thing. 
Poor  Christopher  lookM  sorrowful ;  requiring 

Just  to  his  guests  above  to  say  good  b^ye  : 
Satan  consented,  at  the  time  desiring 

Hb  vtuKMt  haste,  for  he  must  call  hard  nigk 
To  take  wi&  him  a  lawyer^s  siafnl  soul. 
Just  then  resigned,  past  hope,  to  his  control. 
Kit  told  his  friends  the  secret  of  his  fate—* 

^  Oo,  take  fliat  candle,^'  said  a  half-drunk  priest, 
"  ^Tu  nearly  burnt,  ask  Satan  but  to  wait 

TiU  it  be  out,  and  leave  to  me  the  rest** — 
Kit  was  tiie  Devil^s  favonrite,  and  a  minute 
Was  not  so  long^— Ihere  was  a  secret  in  it. 
The  carpenter  took  back  the  candle-end, 

While  Boailace  some  holy  water  brought 
And  then  baptised  it,  saved  his  anziouf  friendi 

And  in  a  trap  the  thoughtless  Devil  caught, 
Who  hell-ward  flew,  cozenM  in  his  endeavour- 
As  this  same  candle-enufl'bnmt  on  for  ever  I  O. 
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Sivcx  to  clay  we  must  turn,  *tis  consoling  to  know 

That  to  objects  as  lovely  as  these  they  can  mould  us  ; 
And,  wherever  this  frame  may  be  destined  to  go, 

In  its  relics  our  friends  need  not  fear  to  b^old  us. 
Thia  rose  we  may  fancy,  its  delicate  hues 

So  fidthful  to  nature,  when  living  composed 
The  bosom  of  beauty  s^dored  by  the  Muse, 

Where  tenderness  sighM  or  aJection  reposed. 
The  form  that  so  gracefully  plajrs  with  the  dart 

Which  the  blind  little  god  in  his  archery  uses, 
Was  one  of  those  nymphs  who  imagine  the  heart 

May  be  playM  with  unhurt  till  the  moment  she  chooses. 
Ton  shell  was  a  poet ;  but  where  is  his  fame  ? 

Hie  verses  he  destined  to  live  are  unknown ; 
Tet  he  dreamt  in  kit  time  he  was  leaving  a  name, 

And  as  idly  are  dreaming  the  bards  of  our  own. 
That  gardener  smilingly  gazing  on  flowers 

Wluch  seem  as  if  breathing  their  odours  trouhd, 
Was  a  lover  of  nature  that  dwelt  in  her  bowers. 

And  rearM  her  young  sweets  as  they  sprang  from  the  ground. 
For  me,  when  1  *ve  passM  throu^  the  change  that  gives  birth 

To  a  substance  like  this,  and  again  see  the  light, 
May  the  artist  ttrng  gracefully  form  from  my  earth 

The  lamp  that  some  nymph*  loves  to  read  by  at  night  I 
For  then  I  may  watch  the  emotion  that  plajrs 

In  her  eyes,  as  the  lines  of  the  minstrel  they  trace, 
AmI  Nceive,  ere  in  slmiber  she  closes  their  rays. 

The  last  parting  beams  of  expression  and  grace.  T. 
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<^  Let^s  talk  of  grayes,  of  worms,  and  epitaphs/^    SHAKSPmAnx* 

Sober  subjects,  Mr.  Editor,  but  yet  of  universal  concernment,  and 
on  that  account,  perhaps,  adapted  for  a  mag^azine.  What  individual 
gazes  upon  the  most  obscure  cemetery  without  feeling  the  uncertain 
tenure  of  human  existence — ^without  a  thought  respecting  the  time 
when  ^^  dusty  death''  shall  number  him  with  those  that  lie  low  I — the 
period  when  the  warm  tide  of  life  shall  cease  to  career  through  his 
veins,  and  the  glories  of  nature  no  more  expand  themselves  before  his 
delighted  vision  !  Even  the  callous-hearted  sexton,  who  sings  at 
grave-digging,  and  with  whom  ^^  custom  hath  made  it  a  matter  of 
easiness'' — he  who  tosses  about  the  jowls  of  many  who  were  Ids  pot- 
companions  forty  years  ago,  in  the  days  of  his  youth;  this  white-haired, 
hard-featured  man  is  sometimes  visited  while  at  his  vocation  with  an 
unbidden  thought,  as  to  who  the  trusty  brother  of  the  trade  may  be 
that  will  ^^  do  for  hifn  what  he  has  done  for  thousands."  The  soldier, 
apprenticed  to  carnage,  has  also  felt  forebodings  of  liis  own  doom  steal 
across  his  mind,  however  careless  he  may  appear  on  the  subject  ; — ^in 
short,  who  has  not  ? 

For  my  own  part,  I  am  fond  of  communing  with  the  dead  :  they 
have  the  start  of  me  a  little  while  ;  are  more  advanced  in  knowledge 
than  the  living  ;  and  if  they  had  the  gifl  of  utterance,  would,  probably, 
testify  to  me  how  little  knowledge  is,  after  all,  really  worth.  There 
are  times  when  their  speaking  silence  communicates  unutterable  feel- 
ings to  the  heart — feelings  that  flow  back  to  the  very  sources  of  exist- 
ence, prompting  strange  thoughts  and  imaginings.  Though  in  the  full 
flush  of  health  and  manhood,  I  can  find  pleasure  in  visiting  the  last 
abodes  of  mortality,  and  in  conning  over  the  ^^  hoary  text,"  that  ^^  teaches 
the  rustic  moralist  to  die."  The  habitations  of  the  dead,  though 
forsaken  by  th^  world  in  general,  are  not  wholly  so  :  I  am  accustomed 
to  visit  them  often,  and  to  regard  them  as  the  dwellings  of  friends  with 
whom  I  must  soon  abide.  I  have  a  great  admiration  for  beautiful 
church-yards,  and  a  fastidious  taste  in  choosing  situations  for  siepulchres ; 
oftentim^  setting  at  nought  certain  ceremonies  of  consecration,  and 
other  common-plaee  essentials  to  the  quiet  repose  of  the  defunct  in  the 
view  of  mother  church.  My  taste  for  a  place  of  sepulture  is  like  Us 
who  excl^ims-r- 

^^  Mme  be  the  breezj  hill  that  skirts  the  down } 
Where  a  green  grassy  turf  is  all  I  crave  ; 
Wjth  here  and  Uiere  a  violet  bestrown, 
Fast  by  a  brook,  or  fountain's  murmuring  wave. 
And  many  an  eyening  sun  shine  sweetly  on  my  grave.^^ 

or  the  wild  and  picturesque  grave-ground  of  Ossian,  even  more  conge- 
nial than  that  of  the  "  Minstrel"  to  one  of  my  disposition — ^^  A  rock 
with  its  head  of  heath  ;  three  aged  pines  bend  from  its  base  ;  green  is 
the  narrow  plain  at  its  feet ;  there  the  flower  of  the  mountain  grows 
and  shakes  its  white  head  in  the  breeze.  The  thistle  is  there  alone 
shedding  its  aged  beard.  Two  ftones  half  sunk  in  the  ground  shew 
their  heads  of  moss." 

The  mouldy  vaults  of  Westminster  Abbey  and  St.  Paul's  may  be 
occupied  for  me  in  all  their  ^  night  and  desolation,"  until  they  are 
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themselTes  entombed  in  the  rains  of  their  sapentractnres,  leave  me 
nndlstorbed  bat  a  few  feet  of  ground  on  such  a  spot  as  is  described 
abore.  I  have  no  freehold  of  my  own  that  will  answer  my  views  for  a 
burial-place,  nor  shall  I  be  able  to  spare  500/.  from  my  family,  like 
Lord  Camelford,  to  be  bnried  on  the  shores  of  the  Leman  or  the  banks 
of  the  Amo.  I  am,  therefore,  fond  of  visiting  the  church-yards  in 
the  vicinity  of  the  metropolis,  in  one  of  which  I  may  by  and  by  ^^  set 
up  my  everlasting  rest  ;'^  for  I  wish  to  repose  out  of  the  authority  of  city 
churchwardens,  who  would  speedily  retake  the  little  space  I  might 
occupy  in  their  smoky  domains  to  accommodate  a  new  tenant,  and 
gather  a  fresh  fee  by  scattering  my  half-decayed  members  to  the  winds. 
In  London,  where  I  see 

^^  Much  that  I  love,  and  more  that  I  admire. 
And  all  that  I  abhor^*— 

in  London,  people  are  more  regardless  and  negligent  of  their  places 
of  interment  than  in  any  other  great  city  of  the  civilized  world. 
With  reason  and  philosophy,  strictly  speaking,  the  feeling  of  respect 
for  a  lifeless  body  amounts  to  little ;  it  is  but  ashes  and  dust  Still 
there  are  associations  connected  with  the  resting-places  of  the  dead, 
pleasing  melancholy  associations,  ranking  with  those  sensations  that 
flii^  the  richest  colouring  over  our  existence,  and  are  too  amiable  and 
virtuoos  to  perish.  It  seems  a  sort  of  sacrilege  to  treat  the  dead  with 
disrespect,  and  regard  them  as  sources  of  profit.  Purse-pride,  sordid 
pune-pride  is  the  presiding  deity  in  this  vast  city.    Here  it  literally 

^^  — ^—  nodi  in  sable  plomes, 
Adorns  our  hearse,  and  flatten  on  our  tombt.^^ 

From  the  Lord  Mayor  to  the  sexton — from  the  Gog  and  Magog  of  the 
Guildhall  to  the  remotest  comer  of  the  charnel-house,  where  mortality 
is  corrupting  and  the  fungus  springs  loathsome  from  the  festering  car- 
case— ^it  pervades,  directs,  and  governs.  Can  they  have  time  to  con- 
sider the  dead,  who  are  absorbed  in  trafficking  with  the  living,  in  over- 
reaching each  other,  calculating  profit  and  loss,  and  worshipping 
Mammon  with  soul-destroying  idolatry  ?  Hence  deatn  has  become  a 
source  of  public  and  private  revenue,  as  well  as  every  thing  besides; 
and  relatives,  too  often  friends^  undertakers,  attorneys,  sextons,  and 
the  government,  share  in  the  spoils  of  the  destroyer.  The  poor  man 
in  his  decease  and  interment  exhibits  the  same  picture  every  where ; 
and  the  few  tears  shed  for  him  who  had  no  means  of  purchasing  them, 
may  be  safely  pronounced  genuine.  The  noble  is  conveyed  to  the 
maosoleam  of  his  ancestors  with  indifference ;  for  the  mimic  mourning 
which  attends  him  may  be  bought  in  every  street,  and  the  heir  is  al- 
ready exulting  in  the  possessions  of  the  individual  to  whom,  perhaps, 
be  owes  his  being.  But  the  decease  of  the  majority  of  substantial 
people,  as  they  are  called,  or  persons  of  some  property,  is  in  London, 
more  than  in  other  places,  linked  with  long-cherished  hopes  dependant 
upon  the  event  Scarcely  is  life  extinct,  when  dutiful  friends  and  re- 
latives hasten  to  satisfy  the  cravings  of  curiosity,  and  realize  the  thirst 
of  profit  The  group  assembles  near  the  chamber  of  death,  in  which 
some  solitary  individual  may  now  and  then  be  found  with  anguish 
at  the  heart's  core,  while  the  rest  only  keep  up  a  decent  solemnity  to 
sanctify  appearances.    The  officious  attorney,  who,  in  these  days, 
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Tiper-like,  worms  himself  into  the  most  secfet  recesses  of  families,  opentf 
and  reads  the  will  with  a  grave  and  important  air.  A  visible  grief  be* 
gins  to  shew  itself  in  the  legatees,  in  proportion  to  the  accomplishment 
of  their  pecuniary  expectations.  Those  who  are  disappointed  lo<^ 
snllen,  and  soon  steal  ofL  The  midertakers  and  their  Mrelings,  the 
gmtU*  of  a  christian  land,  are  ordered  to  make  an  ostentatious  S^lay, 
which  may  save  trouble  by  shewing  in  open  day  the  sorrow  of  surviving 
friends,  the  virtues  of  the  deceased,  and,  above  all,  the  wealth  he  lias 
left  behind  him.  Plumes  are  multiplied  on  plumes,  and  escutcheon 
upon  escutcheon,  and  mourners  hired  to  <^  bear  about  the  mockery  of 
woe."  To  some  obscure  and  dingy  spot,  partly  surrounded  bv  dwell* 
ings,  or  walls  easy  of  access*  to  the  resurrection-men,  Twho  do  their 
best,  like  carrion-flies,  to  remove  the  causes  of  foetid  exnalations,)  the 
body  is  conveyed  in  theatrical  state — feathers,  tinsel,  and  gold  leaf, 
waving  and  glittering  among  the  sables.  In  the  mean  time  the  sexton 
issues  orders  to  his  deputies ;  for  he  himself  is  not  the  ^^  Goodman 
Delver"  of  Shakspeare,  bearing  the  image  and  superscription  of  his 
art  about  him,  but  a  man  of  importance  in  his  parish ;  he  points  out  the 
spot  where  the  strata  of  coffins  is  supposed  to  be  most  decayed.  Their 
actual  state  is  ascertained  by  an  iron  rod,  which  is  thrust  into  the  earth 
as  a  grocer  uses  a  ^^  cheesetaster."  There,  deep  or  shallow,  in  pro- 
portion to  the  decay  of  the  former  possessors,  the  emvioyis  dig  the 
grave.  The  procession  arrives  at  the  same  moment  witn  half  a  dozen 
others,  and  the  minister  consigns  them  to  the  soil,  with  a  hurried  repeti- 
tion of  the  authorized  service.  If  the  executors  omit  to  place  a  hie 
jactt  over  the  body,  it  rests  for  a  year,  or  perhaps  two,  till  the  progress 
of  decomposition,  which  is  said  to  be  rapid  in  the  plethoric  corses  o€ 
well-fed  citizens,  allows  it  to  be  turned  up  to  make  room  for  one  who 
was  once  a  next-door  neighbour.  Such  are  the  ceremonies  of  a  Lon- 
jdon  interment.  Who  would  not  declare  for  an  undisturbed  rest  on 
^^  the  breezy  hill  that  skirts  the  down,"  or  on  '<  the  rock  with  its  head 
of  heath  r 

Fortunately,  in  this  climate  the  summer  heat  rarely  endures  long 
enough  to  concoct  fevers  from  the  putrid  exhalations  of  crowded  bury- 
ing-grounds.  A  lady  of  strong  good  sense  and  high  family,  who  died 
some  years  ago,  desired  that  her  remains  might  be  burned  aqd  her 
ashes  placed  in  her  tomb,  as  an  example  to  lead  the  way  in  this  salutary 
reform.  Her  monument  recording  her  motives  for  so  acting,  may  be 
seen  in  the  burying-ground  of  St.  George's,  Hanover-square.  Nothing 
but  a  legislative  enactment,  forced  by  some  horrible  evidence  of  its 
effects,  will  change  the  present  mode  of  burying  almost  in  the  houses 
of  a  crowded  city.  The  dread  of  iron  coffins,  lately  exhibited  by  cer- 
tain parish  officials,  is  easily  accounted  for — they  keep  corruption  close, 
and  retard  the  exhumation  of  the  bodies  for  fresh  interments ;  thus,  by 
using  them  generally,  a  means  of  supporting  an  extra-parochial  dinner 
now  and  then  would  be  lost,  and  larger  and  more  decent  receptacles 
for  the  dead  must  be  provided.  We  therefore  despair  of  seeing 
extensive  cemeteries  formed  at  a  distance  from  its  crowded  dwellings 
until  a  plague  has  once  more  devastated  the  capital.? 

*  Belngi  supposed  in  Eastern  romance  to  feed  on  dead.corp8e8. 
t  The  burying-place  of  the  Innocents  in  Paris  was,  like  those  of  London,  situated 
in  the  midst  of  a  crowded  neighbourhood.  Fevers  broke  out  around  it,  and  were 
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In  tbe  Ticinitj  of  LondoD  tliere  are  seTeral  cemeteries  kept  in  decent 
order,  «nd  &r  different  from  the  ruinoas-looklng  repulsiye  enclosures 
within  the  precincts  of  its  labyrinth  of  buildings  in  which  ^^  black 
melancholy  dweUa  ;'"  the  melancholy  of  horror,  and  not  of  chastened 
and  saddened  recollection ;  but  eyen  these  shew  that  the  dead  are  in- 
deed soon  forgotten.  No  hands  are  obsenred  in  them  suspending  gar- 
lands (m  the  tombstones,  or  plucking  obtrusive  weeds  from  the  graves. 
Th^  remain  unstrewed  with  symbols  of  affection,  and  no  ^^  rosemary^' 
is  o&red  ^for  remembrance^'  there.  The  sod  is  pressed,  indeed,  by 
the  footstep  of  the  passenger  whose  path  to  business  or  pleasure  lies 
over  it,  but  visits  of  regard  to  the  tombs  of  the  departed,  very  com- 
mon in  some  parts  of  England,  are  unknown.  There  is  such  a  change 
of  men  and  things  constantly  passing  before  the  eyes  of  the  living;  there 
is  so  much  care  and  such  a  number  of  those  collisions  whSch  blunt  the 
more  exquisite  sensibilities  of  our  natures  always  harrassing  us,  that  the 
early  indifference  manifested  towards  the  dead  in  the  memory  of  sur- 
vivors, is  easily  accounted  for.  The  flowery  feelings  of  life  are  fading 
away  &ist  before  the  withering  influences  of  money-getting  and  corrup- 
tion. In  the  country  the  loss  of  a  friend  inflicts  a  wound  which  it  will 
take  years  to  heal;  in  town,  friends  are  easily  replaced,  because  town 
frioidBhips  do  not  make  part  of  ourselves — the  things  of  the  heart, 
which  those  in  the  country  in  some  measure  do.  The  sight  of  the  church- 
tower,  beneath  which  a  belovedrelative  or  friend  reposes  there,  brings 
before  us  a  regretful  remembrance  of  him ;  but  in  London  we  have  no 
passing  mementos  of  the  dead,  for  the  living  absorb  all  our  faculties, 
and  the  soil  that  sounds  hollow  on  the  coffin  too  often  buries  the  me- 
mory of  town  friendships  with  the  body  it  covers. 

It  may  seem  harsh  thus  to  accuse  a  civilized  people  of  neglecting  the 
dead,  when  their  memory  is  preserved  in  some  countries  with  a  reli- 
gious veneration,  and  when  even  unenlightened  nations  exhibit  an  affec- 
tionate regard  for  them.  The  morais  of  the  South  Sea  Islanders,  and 
the  observations  lately  made  by  our  countrymen  among  the  amiable 
people  of  the  Loo  Choo  Islands,  prove  this.  The  American  savage 
never  forgets  the  tomb  of  his  fathers.  In  his  trackless  woods  he  scoops 
out  the  pit  in  which  he  inters  .the  body ;  and  though  drawn  by  war  or 
hunting  hundreds  of  miles  distant,  though  years  may  have  elapsed  and 
age  paralyzed  his  limbs,  he  can  even  then  direct  the  inquirer  to  the 
spot  again,  and  can  recal  with  filial  respect  the  number  of  moons  which 
have  passed  away  since  he  committed  the  parental  reliques  to  the 
earth  ;  he  remembers  too  the  exact  height  of  the  sun  that  marked 

obterved  to  be  very  fatal  during  the  hot  months  of  suininer.  In  1780,  the  soil  had 
ariicn  eight  feet  above  the  height  of  the  neighbouring  streeta.  Vaults  stuffed  fuU 
with  oorropting  hodies  ;  pits,  in  which  the  dead  were  piled  in  layers  on  each 
other  ;  and  fresh  graves  daily  opening  in  the  midst  of  putrefaction,  easily  explain- 
ed the  causes  of  Jbe  disorders  which  raged  in  their  vicinity  ;  and  the  council  of 
state,  in  spite  of  the  resistance  made  to  it  for  a  long  time  by  the  church,  issued  an 
order  in  1786  to  abate  the  nuisance.  The  remains  of  human  beinn,  equal  in 
mimber  to  the  population  of  the  city,  were  removed  to  the  stone  quames  situated 
under  Parii,  and  the  site  of  the  cemetery  was  changed  into  a  market.  Masses 
of  human  flesh  were  found  converted  into  spermaceti,  from  the  want  of  the  neces- 
jaiy  air  to  complete  the  process  of  decay.  Four  large  cemeteries,  one  of  them  80  ' 
acies^,  were  allotted  at  a  distance  from  the  city,  where  the  air  cannot  stagnate, 
to  inter  the  dead. 

*  For  an  account  of  one  of  thete,  see  Vol.  iv.  p.  155,  New  Monthly  Magazine. 
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the  hour  of  interment.  The  Paiguinotes,  so  basely  sacrificed  to  their 
enemies  the  Turks,  with  a  fine  romantic  feeling  of  regard  for  the  hones 
of  their  fathers,  collected  them  in  heaps  in  their  market-place,  and 
burned  them,  that  they  might  not  be  thought  to  have  abandoned  them 
to  the  detestable  barbarians,  who  were  licensed  to  rob  them  of  their 
native  soil.  This  was  an- act  worthy  of  Grecian  hearts  when  Greece 
was  in  her  glory.  Thus  a  respect  for  the  dead  is  a  natural  feeling  bom 
with  us,  and  matured  with  our  being.  The  regard  of  the  Egyptians, 
Greeks,  and  Romans  for  their  dead,  and  the  stupendous,  but  vain  evi- 
dences time  has  spared  of  their  respect  for  them,  are  known  to  all  con- 
versant with  antiquities.  But  of  modem  burying-places  the  Tuiidsh 
are  those  which  most  impress  the  mind  with  the  solemnity  of  the  last 
change.  Black  cypresses  form  a  grove  around  every  tomb,  which  is 
never  disturbed,  and  consequently  tiie  cemetery  increases  in  size,  with 
every  fresh  interment,  until  it  covers  a  whole  horizon.  Grave  upon 
grave,  with  the  plantations  thus  multiplied,  present  a  sad  and  gloomy 
appearance;  the  tops  of  the  cypresses  undulate  in  the  wind  for 
leagues,  like  waves  on  a  dark  ocean  of  death.  White  marble  here 
and  there  contrasts  with  the  deep  dense  shades  of  the  sombre  foliage, 
and  the  whole  scene  is  stamped  with  a  most  impressive  and  mekmchol  j 
grandeur.  In  the  south  of  Spain  the  cemeteries  afford  a  direct  contrast 
of  character  to  those  of  Turkey.  '^  During  the  time  I  sojourned  in 
Spain,"  says  L.  M.  de  Langle,  ^  I  found  in  various  towns  and  villages 
the  most,  charming  burying-grounds,  in  regard  to  the  situation  and 
rural  aspect  they  presented.  On  the  road  from  Granada  to  Cadiz, 
in  a  little  town  of  Aiitiquera,  one  struck  me  beyond  all  the  rest;  and 
though  I  only  saw  it  pnce  passing,  I  have  its  exact  picture  im- 
printed on  my  memory.  It  was  in  the  centre  of  the  town,  and  the 
church  was  situated  near  the  middle  of  it.  It  stood  on  high  ground, 
was  a  perfect  square,  and  commanded  a  clear  view  all  round  :  a  stream- 
let ran  sparkling  through  the  centre,  the  soil  was  covered  with  jessa- 
mines, violets,  roses,  and  numberless  other  flowers,  that  sprung  up 
spontaneously  without  culture.  There  were  no  cypresses,  sycamores, 
or  other  tress  of  sorrow,  with  their  bastard-green  colour,  nurturing^ 
melancholy  beneath  their  boughs,  and  seeming  devoted  to  the  service 
of  death  ;  but  there  were  plenty  oflote-trees  and  apple-trees,  on  which 
a  thousand  birds  were  singing  and  making  love  among  the'  branches.^^ 
In  the  uncultivated  and  wild  parts  of  America,  the  grave  of  a  settler 
or  backwoodsman  is  excavated  in  the  midst  of  a  boundless  forest,  be- 
neath trees  that  have  flourished  for  unknown  ages,  and  in  a  spot,  per- 
haps, never  before  visited  by  a  human  intruder.  The  grave  Is  dug  deep 
to  prevent  ivild  beasts  from  disinterring  the  body.  There  it  is  inhumed 
'*  unhouselled"  without  diige  or  prayer,  and,  being  covered  with  earth, 
is  resigned  for  ever  amid  the  solemnity  of  those  mighty  solitudes  to 
its  unbroken  repose.'  The  cemetery  of  Napoleon  is  a  singular  instance 
of  adaptation  to  the  character  of  the  individual  buried---a  vast  rock 
rising  out  of  the  ocean,  alcne,  towering,  unshaken  and  magnificent ;  a  per- 
fect emblem  of  the  genius  of  the  man,  as  it  must  appear  in  future  history. 
When  the  feminine  apprehension  of,  or  hatred  to  his  ashes,  that  fortu- 
nately consigned  them  to  such  an  appropriate  g^ve^  instead  of  bring- 
ing them  to  Europe,  has  subsided,  and  his  virtues  and  vices  are  duly 
weighed  unwarped  by  modem  prejudices,  his  name  connected  with  his 
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l^igaBtic  ez]4oits  will  still  more  resemble  the  rock  of  St.  Helena  riaiiig^ 
^  majestic  'mid  the  solitude  of  time.'' 

How  beautiful  are  manj  of  our  country  church-yards,  filled  with  hum- 
ble grayea  and  covered  with  wild  flowers.  This  is  the  case  particularly 
in  Wales.  Some  country  burying-grounds  have  a  character  of  seclusion 
and  peace  that  almost  reconcile  us  to  the  resignation  of  life.  We  al- 
most wish  to  be  located  in  them — to  '^  steal  from  the  world''  into  them. 
The  mind  of  man  must  surely  be  in  a  state  of  aberration  when  it  is 
toying  itself  among  the  tumults  of  active  life,  and  toiling  amid  boiste- 
roos  crowds  in  dissatisfaction  ;  or  else  it  would  not  contemplate  tran- 
quIUty  with  such  pleasure,  even  the  tranquility  of  the  g^vel 

Tlie  burying-places  in  and  around  London  offer  little  to  the  eye  in 
the  shape  of  monuments  that  is  worth  seeing;  a  heavy  sameness 
reigns  every  where,  and  the  inscriptions,  which  in  sentimetit  or  correct- 
ness do  not  always  harmonise  with  the  rank  of  the  decciised  in  life,  are 
stupid,  fulsome,  and  haclc^eyed.  Indeed  for  the  most  part  they  are 
penned  in  the  very  mediocrity  of  dolness.  An  epitaph  must  be  cither 
veiy  bad  or  very  good  to  be  tolerated  ;  and  it  is  to  these  two  extremes 
tfiat  the  epitaph  collector  confines  himself.  A  church-yard  is  a  species 
of  album,  in  which  are  recorded  the  effusions  of  the  educated  and  unedu- 
cated, of  stiif  heraldic  scholarship,  and  of  simple  affectionate  sorrow. 
tf  the  latter  tell  a  lie  on  a  tomb,  still  there  is  an  amiable  excuse  for  so 
doii^,  which  the  former  is  without ;  thus,  if  a  child  erect  a  tombstone 
Hrer  its  parent,  or  a  widow  over  her  husband,  if  they  say  the  deceased 
was  the  most  perfect  of  beings,  we  can  excuse  it,  for  they,  no  doubt, 
thought  him  so.  The  heraldic  or '  scholastic  liar  in  epitaphs  is  a  differ- 
ent character, — ^he  sins  in  open  day ;  and  when  he  tells  us  with  a  flourish 
that  Sam.  Scrip  li^  below,  who  was  a  most  charitable  and  humane 
man,  and  yet  never  gave  a  farthing  in  his  life  to  the  poor  that  the  law 
M  not  force  him  to  give,  and  performed  not  a  single  good  action,  nay, 
actually  died  of  grief,  though  worth  half  a  million,  because  he  lost  ten 
thousand  on  a  mortgage,  we  are  disgusted  at  such  a  perversion  of 
truth. 

Inscilptions  over  the  dead  are  of  great  antiquity,  but  have  no 
roJes  to  restrain  or  modify  them.  Those  most  admired  have  been  terse 
and  short,  as  that  over  Tasso,  "  Chsa  Torquati  Tasao^^ — ^^  The  bones 
of  Torquato  Tasso."  There  is  great  beauty  in  this,  it  is  in  the  ceme- 
tiy  of  Pere  Lachaise,  and  is  inscribed  on  a  broken  column :  ^^  Ma 
MereJ*^  This  from  Malherbe,  on  the  tomb  of  a  young  lady,  is  sweetly 
applied : — 

£t  elle  a  7690,  ce  que  vivent  les  roses 
L'espace  d'un  matin ! 

The  following  is  asserted  by  Boileau  to  be  the  best  epigranmiatic 
epitaph  ever  written : — 

Cy  giat  ma  femme — ah !  qa^elle  eft  bien 
Pour  son  repos,  et  pour  le  mien ! 

A  village  chorister  of  Hanover,  after  the  death  of  a  beautiful  girl 
whom  he  loved,  carved  rudely  on  her  tombstone  a  rose,  and  beneath 
it  the  words  (Test  ainsi  qui' elk  fut ! 

One  of  our  best  epitaph  writers  was  Ben  Jonson.  Pope's  are  artificial 
and  unnatural,  with  few  exceptions.  Jonson's  to  the  memory  of  the 
Vox.  IV.  No,  19.— 1822.  N 
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Countess  of  Pembpoke  is  well  known,  and  that  on  EHzabeth  L —  H— 
is  nearly  equal  to  it  in  merit ;  that  to  Sir  J.  Roe  is  veiy  pleasing. 

I  ^1!  not  offend  thee  with  a  vain  tear  more, 
Glad  mentioned  Roe.    Thou  art  but  gone  before 
Whither  the  world  must  follow  ;  and  I  now 
Breathe  to  expect  my  when  and  make  mj  how^ 
Which  if  most  gracious  Heaven  grant  like  thine, 
Who  wets  my  grave  can  be  no  friend  of  mine. 

My  first  ramble  was  into  the  church-yard  oi  Paddington,  the  excel- 
lent state  of  which  reflects  great  credit  on  the  parish.  The  scenery  is 
pretty,  but  the  buildings  of  this  limitless  city  are  making  rapid  ad- 
vances towards  it.  The  Green  on  one  side,  with  its  huge  old  elms, 
recals  ancient  times,  when  the  neighbourhoojd  of  the  dead  was  that  of 
sport  and  merriment  during  holidays  Shady  trees  grow  in  the 
church-yard  over  the  tombs,  and  the  nettles  and  ruder  weeds  are  cleared 
away.  The  number  of  tombstones  is  great,  but  there  is  scarcely  a 
striking  inscription  or  noted  name  recorded  among  them.  On  a  hum- 
ble stone,  erected  by  Lord  Petre  to  the  memory  of  Dr.  Geddes,  who 
died  in  1802,  aged  65,  is  the  following  liberal  extract  from  Ids  woiics : 
— ^^  Christian  is  my  name  and  Catholic  my  surname ;  I  grant  that  you 
are  a  Christiai)  as  well  as  I,  and  embrace  you  as  my  fellow  disciple  in 
Jesus,  and  if  you  were  not  a  disciple  of  Jesus,  still  I  would  embrace 
you  as  my  fellow  man." 

The  following  wretched  doggrel  appears  upon  a  stone  erected  to  one 
J.  Russel: — 

The  grave  is  a  sweet  bed  of  roses 
When  true  believers  it  encloses ; 
When  our  sweet  Saviour  left  the  tomb 
He  left  a  long  and  sweet  perfume. 

There  is  something  touching  in  the  simplicity  of  the  following  :— 
"  Farewell,  Eliza !  The  recollection  of  thy  many  and  rare  yirtoea 
will  be  long  and  tenderly  cherished  in  the  affectionate  regrets  of  thy 
afflicted  father,  sister,  and  brother !"  There  are  some  mortuary  in- 
scriptions that  appear  more  than  once  in  every  church-yard,  such  as 
those  beginning  "  Afflictions  sore  long  time  I  bore ;"  and  "  The  world 
is  a  city  full  of  crooked  streets,"  &c.  well  known  to  be  from  the  ^^  un- 
lettered muse."  In  these  cases,  it  is  probable,  the  verse  of  poetiy  essen- 
tial on  a  tomb-stone  in  the  opinion  of  the  poor  man,  is  left  to  be  se- 
lected by  the  stone-cutter,  whose  acquaintance  with  the  muse  extends. 
no  farther  than  to  two  or  three  well-known  ditties,  and  these  he  uses, 
indiscriminately,  and  generally  misspells.  There  is  about  some  inscrip- 
tions, too,  an  endeavour  to  render  death  palatable  to  survivors,  by  re- 
cording the  advantages  of  it,  in  order  to  make  the  best  of  an  evil  (if  it 
be  an  evil)  which  cannot  be  avoided. 

In  this  burying-ground  there  is  a  monument  to  the  memory  of  Elea- 
nor Boucher,  daughter  of  J.  Addison,  Esq.  of  Oxon  Hill,  Maryland, 
America,  who  appears  to  have  been  a  relative  of  the  noted  Addison. 
It  concludes  thus : — ^"  After  a  long  series  of  ill  health,  supported  with 
a  resignation  truly  Christian,  on  the  Ist  of  March  1784,  at  the  age  ot 
44,  she  closed  her  valuable  life,  having,  like  her  relation  the  celebrated 
Mr.  Addison,  been  oppressed  by  a  shortness  of  breath,  "which  was 
aggravated  by  a  dropsy.    Like  Addison,  also,  she  shewed  in  the  man- 
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ner  of  her  death,  in  wl^at  peace  a  Chiiatian  can  die.''  Addison's 
daughter,  bj  the  Countess  of  Warwick,  died  at  Bilton  in  Warwickshire 
in  1797,  very  old  and  weak  in  her  intellects ;  but  what  other  branches 
of  liis  fiunilj,  if  any,  yet  remain,  either  in  England  or  Aiherica,  is  not 
generally  known. 

The  following  is  almost  the  only  tolerable  epitaph  of  the  more 
le»gihf  kind  in  the  burying-ground. 

On  Thomas  Walker,  bom  lt77,  died  1818. 

Bounds  the  warm  tide  of  youth  along  thj  veins  ?— 

Swells  thj  aspiring^  heart  with  bold  designs 

Of  high  accomplishment  and  lasting  praise  ? 

Then,  trayeller,  pause  awhile — this  humble  stone 

Shall  speak  thee  admonitions  eloquent. 

The  strength  of  manhood  flourishM  in  the  frame 

Of  him  who  moulders  here  beneath  thy  feet : 

Deep  admiration  of  the  works  of  God, 

With  contemplation  patient  and  profound. 

Had  now  matured  his  intellectual  powers ; 

His  hand  and  heart  in  confidence  were  raised 

To  give  existence  to  his  teeming  thoughts, 

When  forth  the  inevitable  fiat  came 

And  hurlM  him  in  the  grave.    Dark  are  the  wajrs 

Of  Providence — ^by  man  inscrutable ! 

O  ponder  this  in  lowliness  of  soul, 

And,  with  a  holy  fear  pass  on-— —farewell ! 


SONG, 
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Eaal  March  lookM  on  his  dying  child, 
And  smit  with  grief  to  view  her — 

The  youth,  he  cried,  whom  I  exiled. 
Shall  be  restored  to  woo  her. 

She  ^s  at  the  window  many  an  hour 

His  coming  to  discover ; 
And  her  love  lookM  up  to  Ellen^s  bower. 

And  she  lookM  on  her  lover — 

But  ah  !  so  pale,  he  knew  her  not, 
Though  her  smile  on  him  was  dweUing.- 

And  am  1  then  forgot^— forgot  ? — 
h  broke  the  heart  of  Ellen. 

In  vain  he  weeps,  in  vain  he  sighs. 

Her  cheek  is  cold  as  ashes  ; 
Nor  lovers  own  kiss  shall  wake  those  eyet 

To  lift  their  lilkea  lashes. 


(9«) 

MODERN  FILGRI1U0E8. 
HO.    V. ^LONDON. 

'^  Bat  oar  icene  ^i  London  now  ;  and  hj  the  rout 
We  perish,  if  the  Round-heads  be  about.''^ 

CowLET,  ProL  io  The  Guardian. 

London,  the  proud  metropolis  of  Britain,  the  cradle  of  independeqt 
principles  in  reCgion  and  government,  the  rich,  the  mighty,  the  muni- 
ficent, need  scarcely  boast,  as  an  adjunct  to  her  fame,  of  having  given 
birth  to  gr^at  men.  And  as  from  a  distance  I  gaze  upon  the  sombre 
majesty  of  atmosphere  above  her,  through  which  are  dimly  seen,  rear- 
ing themselves  like  shadowy  giants,  her  thousand  domes  and  spires,  I 
think  how  insignificant  is  man  lost  amid  the  stupendous  work  of  liis 
own  hands.  But  to  a  moment^s  reflection,  what  are  its  riches  or  its 
beauty  compared  to  the  moral  grandeur  reaped  through  many  an  age 
of  strife  and  turmoil  and  revolution.  Her  aspect  is  new  fo  me — I  am 
a  stranger  to  her  walls,  and  every  step  I  tread,  every  name  that  strikes 
upon  mine  ear,  recals  vividly  the  scenes  of  past  history,  which  till  now 
I  had'  contemplated  but  in  the  lifeless  page  of  the  historian.  The 
early  and  imprudent  reigns  of  the  first  Stuarts  are  present  to  my  mind : 
— Where  then  was  the  firm  bulwark  of  English  liberty  ? — In  this  City. 
During  the  Craflt-won  ascendancy  of  the  lurpocritical  godly,  where  did 
common  sense  and  freedom  still  find  refuge  ? — In  this  City.  Afid  at 
the  hour  of  Restoration,  who  routed  the  dregs  of  democracy,  and  ral- 
lied round  the  throne  ? — This  City.  England's  millions  of  acres,  all 
united,  could  not  sum  the  host  of  noble  associations  excited  by  tliis 
immortal  spot. 

In  itself,  in  its  aspect  and  age  alone,  the  ^^  City  of  the  Human 
Powers''  commands  an  interest  mightier  than  I  dare  attempt  to  grasp. 
A  ruin,  or  a  stream,  or  a  village,  hallowed  by  a  single  name,  is  quite 
enough  for  me  ;  but  it  would  require  more  than  Herculean  powers  to 
cope  with  this  hydra  of  an  hundred  heads.  We  may  seek  to  magnify 
the  associations  of  the  rural  nook ;  but  this  little  world  must  be  viewed 
through  the  wrong  end  of  the  telescope,  and  even  the  microcosm  would 
be  overpowering.  We  must  select  a  single  name  from  out  the  roll,  in 
the  worship  and  admiration  of  which,  must  be  forgotten  the  thousand 
others  that  are  obtruded  upon  our  notice. 

And  what  name  shall  we  choose  to  be  the  spirit  of  so  great  a  shrine  T 
What  metropolitan  of  fame,  or,  to  use  the  language  of  the  day,  what 
cockney  shall  be  the  hero  of  our  theme  ?  Shall  it  be  Hampden,  or 
Milton,  or  Pope  ?  Shall  our  pilgrimage  be  to  Bread-street,  Cheapside, 
or  Burnhill-fields,  in  honour  of  the  blind  Bard  ?  Or  shall  we  track  from 
lodging  to  lodging  the  mighty  critic,  who  preferred  Fleet-street  even 
to  the  Highlands  ?  But  age  giveth  precedency,  and  our  judgment 
might  have  anticipated  this  rule  of  decision,  by  fixing  at  once  on  the 
father  of  English  Poetry  to  represent  the  oldest  and  noblest  city  of 
Britain. 

There  is  no  poet  of  the  olden  time  for  whom  I  iiave  such  a  regard 
as  for  Geofirey  Chaucer.  Shakspeare  is  too  universal,  and  Milton  too 
austere,  to  excite  any  personal  feelings  of  love  towards  them.  But 
Chaucer,  little  as  he  speaks  of  Iiimself,  is  manifested  in  his  writings  as 
A  S^Jj  good-humoured,  kind-hearted  soul,  ^^such  as  the  Muses  love/' 
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More  tfaoroogfalj  Englisti  than  anj  poet  of  our  land,  Mb  prendling 
mood,  his  staple  feeling,  is  rich  and  exuberant  humour.  He  delights 
in  a  broad,  but  not  in  a  malicious  gi^n.  His  mirth  is  always  tempered 
with  sensiblity,  and  is  of  that  kind^  which  is  built  not  on  a  paucitj, 
but  upon  a  superabundance  of  feeling.  But  to  me,  I  must  confess, 
his  most  pleasing  peculiarity  is  his  cockneyism : — he  is  manifestly  the 
inhabitant  of  a  gpreat  city,  that  has  a  mass  of  fellow<creatures  ever 
bustling  around  him,  and  hence  is  possessed  of  that  store  of  observation 
and  acuteness, — ^that  air  of  continual  society,  which  the  poets  of  the 
fields  seldom  possess.  I  like  also  the  freshness  of  feeling,  with  which 
he  enjoys  a  green  mead,  his  frequent  reference  to  May  and  May- 
scenes,  and  the  liveliness  of  spirit  which  he  always  assumes  the  moment 
he  enters  on  rural  description.  This  to  me  is  far  more  delicious  and 
poetical  than  the  cold  and  languid  air,  with  which  the  dweller  among 
fields  generally  enumerates  in  verse  the  beauties  to  which  he  has  grown 
dead,  and  with  which  he  has  become  too  familiar.  Compare  parallel 
passages  in  Chaucer  and  Thomson,  and  the  distinction  will  be  instantly 
perceived.  In  the  pictures  of  the  former,  nature  brightens  up,  and  the 
inanimate  objects  viewed  by  the  poet,  seem  to  catch  life  from  the  spirit 
with  which  he  regards  them ; — ^in  the  descriptions  of  the  latter,  every 
thing  is  faithfully,  but  languidly  pourtrayed — nature  droops  with  the 
contemplative  spirit  of  the  poet,  who  moralizes  and  philosophises  over 
tlie  scene,  instead  of  enjoying  it — he  finds  no  matter  of  excitement  in 
the  objects  of  ids  eveiy-day  life,  and  when  he  fancies  himself  in  love 
with  rural  and  picturesque  beauty,  he  is  but  fond  of  ease  and  languor, 
and  the  sloth  of  an  idle  day-dream. 

But  this  spirit  of  painting  inanimate  nature  is  not  the  only  peculiarity 
which  Chaucer  owed  to  his  town-life.  His  portraiture  of  character,  and 
%ure,  and  dress, — ^the  inimitable  strokes  which  rival  the  palpable  pow* 
er  of  the  artistes  pencil,  in  presenting  a  picture  to  one's  imagination—* 
all  this  is  owing  to  his  having  spent  ins  days  in  this  busy  haunt  of  men. 
His  power  in  comic  description  is  amazing-^it  is  not  like  painting  a 
picture,  but  unrolling  it — sometimes  a  line  or  a  word,  aided  by  the 
qoaintness  of  the  style,  flashes  a  whole  picture  at  once  on  the  view* 
As  when  he  calls  the  Frere  ^^  a  full  solempne  man.''  It  seems  at  times 
as  if  every  ciiaracter  had  sitten  for  the  picture,  so  well  are  not  only 
the  general  traits,  but  is  each  individual  mark  touched  off  to  the  life : — 

^  Sonlwhat  he  lisped  for  his  wantonnesse, 
To  make  ht«  English  swete  upon  his  tongue ; 
And  in  his  harping,  whan  that  he  hadde  songe, 
His  eyen  twinkeled  in  his  head  aright, 
As  don  the  sterres  in  a  frosty  ntght.^^ 

And  of  the  Miller, 

*^  Upon  the  copright  of  his  noie  he  hade 
A  wert,  and  thereon  stode  a  tuft  of  heres, 
Rede  as  the  bristles  of  a  sowes  eres. 
His  nose-thirles  black6  were  and  wide,^^  &c. 

Of  his  feelings  towards  the  place  of  his  birth,  Chaucer  has  left  one 
most  affectionate  record.  ^'  Also  the  citye  of  London,  that  is  to  me  so 
dere  and  swete,  in  which  I  was  forth  growen ;  and  more  kindely  love 
have  1  to  that  place,  than  to  any  other  in  yerth,  as  every  kindely  cre- 
ture  hath  full  appetite  to  that  place  of  his  kindely  engendrure,  and  to 
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wilhe  reste  and  pec«  in  that  stede  to  abide.'*  Tlii9  passage  in  his  *'  Tes^ 
tament  of  LoTe'^  was  written  in  prison,  where  the  poet  was  confined 
for  having^  been  concerned  in  a  city  quarrel,  relating  to  the  election  of 
a  Lord  Mayor.  The  circumstance  explains  the  plaintiye  wish  at  the  end 
of  the  sentence ;  which,  if  it  can  be  taken  to  mean  the  ^^  reste  and  pece*' 
of  the  graye,  the  poet  obtained  after  having  reached  a  good  old  age. 
And  his  being  buried  in  the  city  he  loved,  acquired  for  it  more  honour 
than  he  could  have  foreseen  ;  since  it  was  his  tomb  that  first  originat- 
ed the  Poet's  Comer,  and  drew  into  its  company  the  ashes  of  so  many 
of  his  illustrious  brethren. 

Chaucer's  life  was  one  from  which  we  might  expect  <'  The  Canter* 
bury  Tales," — a  law  student,  a  soldier,  a  courtier,  a  diplomatist,  an 
exile,  a  laureat,  a  comptroller  of  the  customs, — 

^^  Qui  nullum  ferd  vivendi  genua 
Non  tetigit," 

just  fitted  to  leave,  as  he  did,  an  epitome  of  the  universal  manners  of 
Ids  age.  Incited  in  his  youth  to  literary  exertion,  most  likely  by  the 
public  honours  which  at  that  time  were  bestowing  on  Petrarch,  he 
applied  himself  first  to  a  poetical  version  of  the  Roman  de  Roae^  in 
which  occupation  he  acquired  his  early  taste  for  allegory,  as  well  as 
the  foreign  style  of  language,  which  he  ever  preserved.  This  is  evi- 
dent on  comparing  the  original  with  the  translation,  the  lines  of  the 
latter  being,  in  many  places,  word  for  word  the  same  with  those  of  the 
former,  with  merely  an  English  termination  to  mark  the  difference. 
It  is  nevertheless  surprising,  notwithstanding  his  foreign  travel  and 
study,  how  English  he  is,  especially  in  his  later  works.  like  all  men 
of  genius,  he  was  advanced  beyond  the  prejudices  of  his  age.  Was  a  fol- 
lower of  Wickliffe,  and  had  adopted  those  principles  of  independence 
suited  to  the  times,  the  power  of  the  clergy,  not  that  of  the  sovereign, 
being  the  ascendancy  most  to  be  dreaded  and  resisted.  He  is  hard 
npon  the  Frere,  and  all  the  idle  followers  of  the  church ;  but  his  picture 
of  the  beneficed  clergyman  marks  his  respect  for  true  religion.  His 
taste  was  equally,  though  perhaps  not  proportionably  advanced :  he  ridi- 
cules the  old  tales  of  romance,  and  tells  stories  with  great  seriousness, 
which  are  quite  as  ridiculous.  His  poetry  must  have  been  amazingly 
popular  in  its  day ;  and  would,  no  doubt,  have  given  birth  to  a  nume- 
rous and  talented  school  of  followers,  if  England  had  remained  happy 
and  prosperous,  as  it  promised  in  the  times  of  the  Third  Edward.  But 
the  troubles  that  followed  put  good  humour,  as  well  as  foreign-fetched 
tales,  out  of  season.  It  was  an  age,  like  the  present,  self^KCupied, — 
with  objects  of  excitement  around  it  daily  occurring,  that  permitted 
neither  leisure  nor  inclination  for  bestowing  interest  on  aught  but  sad 
reality.  And  when  passing  events  possess  this  paramount  interest  and 
importance.  Couriers  and  Annalists  will  be  considered  as  the  best,  and 
the  only  poets. 

One  of  the  remarkable  characteristics  of  Chaucer,  and  indeed  of 
Langlande,  and  all  the  other  early  English  poets,  is  the  esteem  and 
respect  with  which  they  regard  and  paint  the  lower  orders  of  their 
countrymen.  This  feeling  is  strongly  contrasted  with  that  of  the 
French  in  those  days,  whose  bias  was  wholly  aristocratic*     Chaucer, 

*  Ellis,  in  hij  ^^  SpecimenB,^^  speaking  of  our  Yeomen,  lays,  ^Mt  is  very 
lionourable  to  the  good  sense  of  the  English  nation,  that  our  two  best  early  poets. 
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though  a  comlier,  and  eyidently  yened  in  tales  of  cfaiivalry  and  feati 
of  k^gfathood,  always  seems  to  descend  with  pleasure  to  the  plain, 
unaffected  homeliness  of  low  life  :  and  the  fidelity  of  his  pictures  shews 
that  he  must  have  heen  intimately  and  personally  acquainted  with  the 
manners  of  that  class.  He  seems  at  home  the  moment  his  Muse  gets 
into  such  company ;  and  though  the  poet  of  Palamon  and  Arcite  can- 
not be  said  to  be  out  of  his  element  in  the  description  of  tournament, 
and  pomp,  and  ceremony,  yet  does  he  seem  to  breathe  with  fresher  life 
in  humbler  scenes.  He  had  sympathies  for  all  ranks,  and  with  true 
English  feeling  he  has  drawn  the  connexion  between  the  high  and  the 
low.  This  forms  the  great  beauty  of  his  ^'  Griselda :'' — ^the  tale  of 
Chaucer  strikes  me  as  fraught  with  a  hidden  and  a  noble  moral,  which 
certainly  it  has  not  in  the  pages  of  Boccacio.  The  demand  of  the 
peasants — ^their  lord's  answer — his  choice — the  demeanour  and  pathe- 
tic obedience  of  Griselda — ^aad  the  kind  intent  of  her  lord,  veiled 
under  the  harsh  exercise  of  his  authority — all  these  speak  more  to  me 
than  is  set  down.  ^^  It  is  not  in  the  bond,''  but  yet  I  feel  it :  and  hence 
hath  that  tale  a  charm  for  me,  beyond  all  the  other  writings  of  the 
poet 

Donnington  Castle,  and  Woodstock,  share  with  London  the  memory 
of  Chaucer ;  as  does  the  borough,  where  the  Tabard  Inn  is  not  to  be 
forgotten,  whence  the  Canterbury  pilgrims  set  out  on  their  journey. 
The  meaning  of  tabard  (an  old  cloak)  having  become  obsolete,  the 
name  of  the  inn  has  been  for  these  many  years  changed  to  that  of  the 
Talbot  But  it  still  exists,  and  an  inscription  about  Geoffrey  used  to 
be  seen  in  the  inn-yard.  The  geater  part  of  his  life,  there  can  be  no 
doubt,  was  spent  in  London,  '^  the  place  of  his  kindly  engendrure.'' 
And  were  we  inclined  to  be  gay,  many  comical  proofs  of  the  poet's 
being  a  cockney,  might  be  brought  from  his  orthography ; 

^^  The  olire  of  pece  ;  and  eke,  the  dronken  vine  ; 
The  victor  pahne  ;  the  laurer^  too  divine,^^ 

which  can  be  no  mistake  of  the  print,  for  even  Tyrwhitt  adopts  it 
There  are  a  hundred  other  instances  of  the  same  kind,  that  have  es- 
caped my  memoiy.  Now  this,  in  my  mind,  is  a  compliment ;  but  should 
any  think  otherwise,  let  them  call  to  mind  all  the  great  men  of  Eliza- 
beth's age,  and  of  Anne's — the  haunters  of  tap-rooms  and  taverns,  of 
the  coffee-house  and  the  cock-pit — the  Jonsons,  the  Shakspeares,  the 
Addisons,  the  Steeles — all  arrant  cits  and  metropolitans,  as  their  writ- 
ings avouch. 

Bat  London,  it  must  be  allowed,  is  no  longer  what  she  was — the 
focus  of  literature  and  taste.  Like  Rome,  that  in  the  increase  of  her 
grandeur  was  compelled  to  admit  all  Italy  to  the  honours  of  citizen- 
sliip,  her  press  has  spread  the  stock  of  literary  riches  all  over  the  sur- 

Chaacer,  and  the  author  of  Fieri  Plowman,  have  highly  extolled  this  useful  body 
of  men,  while  the  French  Minstrels  of  the  12th,  13th,  and  14th  centuries,  univer- 
sally  seem  to  approye  the  supercilious  contempt  with  which  the  nobles  affected  to 
treat  them.^^  Nevertheless,  many  of  the  productions  of  Elizabeth^s  Eeign  are  terri- 
bly aristocratic,  especially  Sackville^s  '^  Gorboduc,^^ 

^  The  Gods  do  hear,  and  well  allow  in  Kings, 
The  things  that  they  abhor  in  rascal  routs.^' 
"  Rajcal  Routa^^  is  a  favourite  expression  of  Sackville^s. 
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face  of  the  land.  Aad  in  every  petty  village  is  now  to  be  found  the 
pert,  pretending  critic,  that  was,  of  old,  confined  to  the  metropolitan 
pit  The  moundfl  and  banks  of  the  intellectual  pond  have  been  broken 
up — the  streams  have  gone  forth,  and  circulate  through  a  thoaaand 
channels.  It  is  painful  for  us  to  observe,  that  some  who  have  been 
thus  enriched,  do  pride  themselves  much  upon  the  acquisition,  and  pre- 
tend to  look  with  most  undutiful  contempt  on  the  source  and  origin 
whence  they  derived  it  ^^  They  are  better  theatrical  judges  in  Dublin 
than  in  London,^'  say  some.  ^^  The  purest  English  is  spoken  in  Edin- 
burgh,^' say  others.  Various  excellencies  are  pleaded  in  favour  of 
America.  From  all  these  opinions  I  beg  to  differ — with  none  of  them 
am  i  angry.  Let  each  man,  like  Diogenes,  roll  his  tub.  But  truly  in- 
dignant am  I  with  some,  who  must  pusillanimously,  and  for  reasons  I 
cannot  guess,  are  afraid  to  own  themselves  natives  and  citizens  of  the 
spot  wMch  produced  a  Chaucer,  a  Hampden,  and  a  Milton. 

R. 
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n^  w  xi>i  ri»  iui^ip  l»  lUft  umXJv  Mm ;  MXLXACX&. 

Welcome,  welcome,  bonny  Maj, 
With  thy  fields  so  green,  and  thy  skies  so  gay, 
And  thy  sweet  white  flowers  that  hang  on  the  tree ; 
Welcome,  welcome,  dear  May,  to  thee ! 

Welcome  to  thy  gentle  moon, 

And  the  soft  blue  calm  of  thy  genial  noon ; 

Welcome  to  thy  lightsome  eves, 

And  the  small  birds  singing  among  the  leaves. 

Thy  touch  has  wakenM  the  spirit  of  loye 

In  earth,  and  in  sea,  and  in  heaven  above ; 

The  cheerful  air  runs  o^er  with  balm, 

'Tis  too  soft  for  joy,  and  too  gladsome  for  calm. 

From  the  heart  of  man  thou  hast  taken  the  seal, 

Thou  hast  taught  the  breast  of  dear  woman  to  feel ; 

And  cheeks  are  smiling,  and  thoughts  are  free, 

And  all  is  happy  on  earth  but  me. 

I  feel  thee  not  as  I  felt  of  old, 

For  my  heart  within  me  is  withered  and  cold ; 

I  feel  thee  not,  but  I  see  thy  face. 

And  ^tis  bright  with  its  own  Elysian  grace. 

Thou  wert  lovely  once — thou  art  lovely  now. 

Though  all  is  alterM  on  earth  but  thou ; 

And  the  poet^s  voice,  though  broken  it  be, 

Has  yet  a  song  of  praise  for  thee ! 

But  thou  art  fleeting,  and  wilt  not  stay — 

Like  the  joys  of  youth  thou  art  passing  away, 

With  thy  eye  of  light,  and  thy  foot  of  mirth, 

To  chase  the  sun  around  the  earth. 

Thou  art  passing  onward,  and  wilt  not  stay-^ 

Then  a  kind  farewell  to  {hee^  bonny  May ! 

Brigl^t  may  thy  path  be,  and  happy  thy  cheer, 

And  a  kind  farewell  till  another  year ! 

W. 
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NEW  PUBLICATIONS,  WITH  CRITICAL  REMARKS. 

[The  foOmnng  Literary  Jfotieu  are  from  ihe  Hulorieal  Register^  which  are  pub' 
Hiked  OM  a  third  vohime  of  the  English  edition  of  the  JVVia  Monthly  Magaame,'\ 

nent  of  them  a  place  in  our  pafes^  from 
the  interest  which  we  feel  in  the  United 
States.  The  author  of  these  letters  is  not 
a  man  of  genius  or  originality,  and  he 
mixes  his  picture  of  American  ajQairswith 
a  good  many  dozing  and  prosing  obser- 
vations ;  but  still  he  is  well  acquainted 
with  his  subject,  and  has  compared  his 
country  with  others,  and  if  partial  to  hit 
native  land,  is  at  least  without  indeco- 
rous national  antipathies.  He  writes 
sixteen  letters  from  Boston,  on  the  poli- 
tics, arts,  manners,  commerce,  and  gen- 
eral circumstances  of  the  United  States, 
but  chiefly  delineates  New  England. 
From  scanty  room,  we  must  quote  even 
those  pages  of  his  book  which  we  like 
the  best,  in  an  abridged  state,  begging 
the  reader  to  make  allowance  for  this 
circumstance,  and  not  to  judge  of  Mr. 
Tudor^s  style  by  our  garbled  extracts. 
For  brevity^s  sake  we  must  hazard  be- 
ing abrupt ;  but  this  American  gentle- 
man^s  language  is  of  a  remarkably  pure, 
perspicuous,'  and  English  ca«t.  His  first 
letter  is  on  ^^  Funeral  Ceremonies.^* 
About  those  of  the  Egyptians,  Hebrews, 
Greeks,  Romans,  or  modem  Italians,  we 
did  not  look  for  much  information  to  the 
other  side  of  the  Atlantic;  but  were 
anxious  to  know,  from  an  American,how 
far  a  people  of  congenial  lineage  had 
preserved  the  customs  of  our  own  island. 
Of  the  American  burial-places  our  au- 
thor speaks  thus  ^-^^  The  common  cus- 
tom of  the  Christian  world  is  to  deposit 
the  dead  either  within  the  walls  of  the 
church,  or  in  the  surrounding  cemetery 
that  is  consecrated  with  it.  In  this 
country  alone  is  there  any  deviation 
from  this  solemn,  affecting,  yet  often 
noxious  usage.  VVlien  the  deputies  to 
the  United  States  from  the  revolted 
country  of  Pemambuco,  visited  Boston, 
nothing  struck  them  with  more  surprize 
than  the  sight  of  burial-grounds  unpro- 
tected by,  and  out  of  sight  of,  any 
church.    It  b  solemn  to  place  the  re- 


An  Historical  and  Descripdve 
AcGOQnt  of  the  Steam  Engine.*  By 
Charles  Frederic  Partington,  of  the 
London  Institution.     8yo. 

Tlie  steam  engine  is  certainly  one  of 
the  most  valuable  presents  that  Science 
has  jet  made  to  the  Arts ;  and  we  see 
with  pleasure  the  completion  of  a  work 
•0  well  adapted  as  the  above  for  the  il- 
lostratioa  of  its  many  important  proper- 
ties. Mr.  Partington  commences  by  a 
description  of  the  first  steam  engine  con- 
structed by  Brancas  in  the  beginning  of 
the  seventeenth  century ;  and  after  ex- 
plaining the  principle  of  the  ^^  water- 
commanding  engine^^  employed  by  the 
Maiquis  of  Worcester,  proceeds  to  shew, 
upon  the  authority  of  a  curious  auto- 
gaph  treatise,  preserved  among  the 
Had.  MSS.  in  the  British  Museum,  that 
Sir  Samuel  Morland  was  the  first  to  in- 
trwluce  this  valuable  prime  mover  to 
eur  mechanical  rivals  the  French.  The 
claim  of  America  to  the  original  appli- 
cation of  the  steam  engine  for  the  pur- 
poses of  navigation  is  also  set  at  rest, 
by  reference  to  Mr.  P's  work  ;  in  which 
we  find  an  account  of  the  steam-boat, 
with  reference  to  an  engraved  represen- 
tation, printed  as  early  as  1737.  The 
various  patent-right  inventions  connect- 
ed with  this  branch  of  mechanics,  form 
a  very  valuable  part  of  the  Appendix ; 
and  we  should  be  wanting  in  justice  to 
the  merits  of  a  youne  artist  whose  name 
we  observe  attachea  to  the  numerous 
graphic  illustrations  of  this  work,  if  we 
were  io  omit  noticing  the  accuracy  and 
neatness  of  their  execution. 

Letters  on  the  Eastern  States  of 
America,  bj  William  Tudor.  2d. 
Edition.     Boston.  1821. 

Though  American  publications  are 
certainly  not  within  the  intended  scope 
of  our  literary  notices,  yet  we  shall  oc- 
casionally give  some  of  the  most  promi- 
VoIm  IV.  No.  19 — 1822.  C 
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mains  of  oar  friends  within  that  sacred 
temple  which  is  dedicated  to  God ;  it 
is  aJTecting  to  offer  our  devotions  sur] 
rounded  by  the  graves  of  those  we  have 
loved;  but  in  great  cities' it  becomes 
as  noxious  to  the  living  as  it  is  useless 
to  the  dead.*  A  great  diversity  pre- 
vails  in  the  management  and  appear- 
ance of  our  burying  enclosures.  In 
tome,  the  ground  is  thickly  studded  with 
monumental  stones,  whilst  others  shew 
nothing  but  those  slight  swellings  of  the 
surface,  which,  even  in  a  desert,  imme- 
diately indicate  that  they  cover  a  being 
who  will  disturb  it  no  more.  The 
Quakers,  consistently  with  their  level- 
ling policy,  unwilling  that  human  van- 
ity should  attempt,by  perishable  distinc- 
tions, to  destroy  that  equality  which 
death  has  produced,  exclude  monu- 
ments from  their  burying^grounds.  The 
Catholics  generally  do  the  same.  A  Ce- 
notaph is  placed  in  a  church,  where  the 
deceased  is  of  high  rank ;  but  Protestants, 
in  most  couUtries,  give  monuments  to 
their  friends  and  families.  In  some  places 
the  burial-ground  is  never  entered  but 
by  the  sexton  with  the  funeral  convoy, 
and  the  rank  grass  rustles  unheard.  In 
others  the  sexton  pastures  a  cow — what 
a  practice,  and  what  a  perquisite  ! — In 
some  the  public  pathway  crosses  the 
ground,  and  vagrant  boys  are  seen  mak- 
ing the  memorials  of  the  dead  serve  the 
purposes  of  their  idle  play.  In  others 
they  form  public  walks,  where  children 
are  carried  for  air  in  the  morning,  and 
assignations  are  made  for  the  evening.^^ 
The  funeral  ceremonies  of  the  New  Eng- 
landers  have  recently  undergone  a 
considerable  change. — "  this  Colony," 
(New  England,)  he  says,  *'  was  a  reli- 
gious one.  The  main  motives  of  emigra- 
tion to  it  had  sprung  from  religion.  A 
f  aneral  was  the  occasion  on  which  re- 
ligious feelings  could  be  most  strongly 
produced.  It  was  the  scene  therefore 
at  which  the  people  were  most  solemn- 
ly exhorted  to  the  service  of  God.  Be- 
sides, the  number  of  the  colonists  when 
they  first  landed  was  so  few,  that  the 
decease  of  one  of  their  number  was  like 
a  loss  in  a  private  family,  and  the  ob- 
sequies of  the  deceased  were  fiittended 
by  all,  since  all  participated  in  the  be- 
reavement.    But  farther,  our  ancestors 

*  It  is  not  meant,  we  suppose,  that 
there  are  no  burying-grounds  adjacent 
to  churches  in  the  eastern  states,  but 
pnly  that  the  custom  is  Jess  frequent 
than  in  Englaad.        £d. 


had  left  their  country  to  encounter  all 
the  horrors  of  exile.  Their  mindi  were 
wrouriit  up  to  a  high  and  steady  pitch 
of  enmosiasln.  All  enervating  emotiona 
of  grief  and  despondency  were  discoojo- 
tenanced.  Excessive  grief  was  frown- 
ed at  as  an  imperfect  submission  to  the 
Divine  Will.  Thus  a  funeral  was  a  re- 
ligious observance  which  none  could 
neglect,  and  to  which  the  dearest  rela- 
tions came  out  in  the  deepest  moments 
of  their  affliction.  This  fashion  contin- 
ued when  the  orkrinal  purpose  or  mo- 
tive had  ceased.  The  procession  length- 
ened till  its  really  wretched  mourners 
were  followed  by  a  long  tiain  of  others, 
performing  the  duty  with  indifference  or 
unwillingness.  A  few  years  since,  the 
procession  was  made  as  long  as  possi- 
ble. The  relatives,  male  and  female, 
all  walked — ^the  acquaintances  of  both 
sexes  followed,  and  a  train  of  carriages, 
generally  empty,  brought  up  the  rear. 
It  was  thought  decorous  towalk,however 
bad  the  weather  or  the  road  might  be. 
The  bells  meanwhile  were  tolling,  not 
at  intervals,  but  incessantly.  By  de- 
grees, the  mconvenience  began  to  be 
remedied.  The  nearest  relatives,  fe- 
males at  least,  were  excused  from 
walking  to  the  grave,  and  in  many  •cases, 
there  was  no  procession  on  foot. 
The  bells  were  rung  only  at  intervaU, 
and  at  Boston  are  now  entirely  disused. 
The  desire  of  a  long  procession  begins 
to  be  less  and  less  an  object  of  pride, 
and  the  vanity  of  *  a  grand  burying^  ia 
becoming  more  and  more  confined  to 
people  of  colour.'' 

In  speaking  of  religion,  our  author  as- 
cribes to  Calvinism  the  last  efforts  that 
have  been  made  in  America  to  establish 
an  intolerant  influence  on  the  public 
mind.  But  the  day  for  practical  intol- 
erance is  now  irrevocably  past  in  Ame- 
rica; and  though  Calvinism  predomi- 
nates as  a  nominal  creed  throughout 
New  England,  yet  its  tenets  are  exceed- 
ingly modiiied.  Sensible  preachers 
avoid  its  abstract  doctrines  in  the  pul- 
pit, and  even  an  attempt  to  impose  a 
specific  creed  upon  the  students  of  a 
theological  seminary,  which  the  Cal- 
vinists  set  up  at  Andover,  was  opposed 
by  the  Legislature.  An  Episcopalian, 
himself  the  writer,  predicts  that  Epiv- 
copacy  will  increase,  and  hold,  at  no 
very  distant  day,  a  much  larger  rela- 
tive proportion  to  other  denominations 
than  it  now  does.  The  reasons  which 
he  alleges  are,  that  it  was  merely  the 
lawless  power  which  the  mitre  asaum- 
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ed,  and  aoChSii;  intolerable  in  ^e  foiUf, 
or  tntdlenuit  in  the  ipirit  of  £piM:opac3r 
itsdA  ^l^t  peopled  New  England  with 
cmigranta  who  §at  ans  cherished  aver- 
aion  to  its  name.  'Hie  Aaierican  reyo- 
hitioB  aeTered  American  Epitcopacj 
oonplet^,  and  for  erer,  from  all  coi^ 
nexion  with  political  power.  More- 
over  the  church  senrice  has  been  freed 
from  a  decree  of  ceremonj  and  repeti- 
tion which  it  retains  in  Enifland.  But 
it  still  maintains  the  dignity  of  its  forms. 
The  beantjr,  simplicity,  pathos,  and 
comprehensiTeness  of  its  prayers  is  felt 
by  men  as  their  minds  refine ;  and  be- 
ing rescoed  from  all  suspicion  of  con- 
nexion with  temporal  abuses,  it  gains 
ground  fso  our  author  asserts,)  and  pro- 
mises sull  farther  to  prerail.  Of  the 
supreme  beauty  of  the  forms  of  English 
worship  over  all  others,  we  never  en- 
tertained a  doubt.  But  we  cannot  as- 
sent to  a  farther  reason  alleged  by  the 
author  for  its  probable  increase,  *^  that 
all  rational  minds  may  find  shelter  with- 
in its  pale,  more  particularly  than  with- 
in the  pale  of  other  churches.'^ — *^  As- 
sent,*^ he  sars,  *•*•  may  be  given  to  its 
dectrines  with  different  shades  of  con- 
viction.^^ Surely  this  may  be  affirmed 
Of  ^sbyterianism  as  well  as  Episcopa- 
CT.  In  our  humble  apprehension,  the 
l^>iscopal  creed  is  as  definite  as  other 
creeds  ;  and  we  canaot  perceive  by 
what  cxreumstance  it  allows  a  latitude 
of  assent  more  various  in  degrees  of  con- 
viction than  can  be  granted  by  other 
churdies,  at  least  of  the  Protestant  per- 


On  the  past  and  present  state  of  the 
Indians  fliere  is  a  lett^  of  considerable 
interest.  This  unfortunate  race  is  moul- 
dering last  away,  and  at  no  very  distant 
period  will  have  no  existence  but  in 
history.  Now  and  then  a  master  spirit 
among  them  raises  them  to  make  a  mo- 
mentary struggle  ;  but  be  is  either  cut 
down  Uke  the  prophet  Tecumseh  or 
hanged  like  the  prophet  Francis,  and 
the  ruin  of  his  tribe  is  consummated.  It 
IS  remarkable  how  few  of  the  natives 
are  to  be  found  in  the  population  of  the 
United  States,  and  how  rarely  they 
blend  with  it.  The  dlscolourings  from, 
Indian  are  much  fewer  than  from  Ne- 
gro mixture.  The  few  who  remain  are 
not  so  numerous  as  ftke  gypsies  in  many 
parts  of  Europe,  to  whom  they  may  in 
many  points  be  compared.  Two  or 
4luee,  or  sometimes  a  larger  group,  pe- 
rambulate the  country,offering  medicinal 
Icrbs,  baskets,  or  brooms  for  sale.  They 


are  a  harmless  set  of  beings,  and  lead  a 
life  of  hardship,  thouf^  not  of  labour. 
Thus  wander,  perhaps  subsisting  on 
half-charitable  purchases,  the  descen- 
dants of  Sachems,  who  made  treaties 
with  the  first  governors  of  the  provin- 
ces. They  preserve  most  of  the  traits 
of  their  savage  origin,  though  imbeded 
in  civilization,  and  though  they  speak 
no  language  but  English;  are  seldom 
seen  to  laugh ;  prone  to  intoxication ; 
amating  topographists  ;  can  penetrate 
immense  fiirests  by  the  shortest  cuts ; 
find  the  fords  of  every  stream,  and 
track  the  haunts  of  fish  and  game. 
The  native  Indian  appears  to  rank,  in 
Mr.  Tudor's  estimate,  as  a  being  by  na- 
ture less  capable  of  civilization  than 
even  the  N^ro.  We  have  little  time 
for  this  discussion,  and  certainly  much 
fewer  means  of  being  prepared  for  it 
than  Mr.  Tudor.  But  he  seems  to  us 
to  attribute  to  the  red  man^s  inherent 
nature  eflects  which  have  resulted  from 
circumstances.  The  Negro  springs  up 
into  partial  civilization  from  a  state  of 
slavery,  and  he  seems  constitutionally 
gay,  social,  and  comparatively  sober. 
Of  this  the  red  man  is  the  reverse.  But 
the  emancipated  Negro  may  well  be  a 
happy  and  thriving  being.  He  is  grate- 
ful for  emancipation,  and  has  no  recol- 
lections of  mortified  pride  and  lost  inde- 
pendence when  he  builds  his  hut  on 
the  American  soil :  but  the  Indian, 
whettier  he  wanders  for  game  or  chari- 
ty, or  is  isolated  in  villages  within  the 
reach  of  Christian  dominion,  must  have 
always  the  recollections  of  ancient  en- 
mity and  of  humbled  pride  to  make  him 
associate  gloomy  feelings  with  the  white 
maa^s  civilization.  "Hie  history  of  the 
conduct  of  Christians  with  regard  to 
the  Indians,  also  undeniably  exhibits 
causes  that  have  retarded  their  improve- 
ment. The  early  settlers  of  New  Eng^ 
land  compared  them  to  the  Canaanites, 
and  themselves  to  the  people  of  Israel. 
A  few  good  men  preached  and  prac- 
tised benevolence  towards  them,  but 
the  general  conduct  was  contemptuous 
and  cruel.  Then  oame  the  contests  of 
the  French  and  English,  which  exter* 
minated  whole  tribes.  Even  the  religi« 
ous  men,  who  were  the  earliest  friends 
to  their  civilization,  began  at  the  wrong 
end.  Instead  of  first  giving  them  a  love 
of  fixed  residence,  they  inculcated  dog* 
mas  of  faith,  and  taught  them  the  AMm 
sembly^s  Catechism  when  they  should 
have  shewn  them  how  to  spin.  Mas* 
sachusetts  ha«  no^  four  Io4i«ui  tribM 
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triOiiii  itf  limits  and  under  its  proteo- 
tioD.  One  of  them  hai  a  ooniiderable 
tract  of  land  on  the  Penobscot.  They 
retain  their  own  lanf;uag^,  and  speak 
a  broken  E^^lish.  Some  of  their  chiefs 
are  inte]ligent,and  a  few  indiyidnals  still 
remember  their  prouder  condition  as  a 
people.  Two  of  the  three  other  tribes 
are  situated  in  the  county  of  Plymouth, 
in  the  district  called  the  old  colony. 
This  oldest  district  in  the  country  is  id- 
most  the  only  one  where  the  original 
tenants  of  the  forest— the  Indian  and 
the  deer — are  still  to  be  found;  but 
how  different  is  their  condition.  The 
latter  bound  with  as  much  ^race  and 
elasticity  as  when  the  first  tenants  ar- 
rived: how  degraded  are  the  descen- 
dants of  Philip  and  Masta  Saib ! — One 
of  the  most  interesting  of  these  Letters, 
in  point  of  subject,  is  that  which  re- 
gards the  Universities  of  America.  It 
is  somewhat  disappointing,  however, 
and  forms  an  exception  to  the  general 
merit  of  the  writer,  in  being  well  ac- 
quainted with  the  topics  on  which  he 
Writes.  He  has  evidently  made  no 
tour  of  observation  through  the  colleges 
of  the  United  States,  and  confesses  him- 
self unable  to  give  accurate  details 
about  many  of  them.  This  is  a  subject 
that  would  form  materials  for  great 
speculation  to  an  enlightened  Ameri- 
can. We  have  no  doubt  that  it  one 
day  will  so,  and  that  America  will  be 
the  scene  oif  superb  literary  and  scien- 
tific institutions.  At  present,  as  our 
author  justly  remarks,  one  principle  is 
common  to  all  their  schools  of  learning, 
which  will  ever  prevent  any  of  them 
becoming  truly  Universities  until  it  is 
changed;  namely,  the  early  age  at 
which  the  students  are  admitted.  In 
flome  places,  however,  they  are  gradual- 
ly preparing  to  raise  the  scale  of  edu- 
cation, by  prolonging  its  period.  At 
Tale  College  no  student  is  received  un- 
der the  age  of  fifteen,  and  at  Harvard 
the  majorilhr  are  considerably  above 
that  age.  The  provisions  for  the  pro- 
fessors seem  to  be  liberal,  and  .their 
number  perfectly  adequate  to  the  ex- 
isting demand  for  knowledge.  Degrees 
-and  honorary  distinctions,  the  author 
thinks,  are  too  easily  obtained.  Elocu- 
tion (if  we  may  judge  by  what  he  says 
of  Harvard  College,)  is  little  cultivated, 
and  any  person  who  has  attended  a  Col- 
lege exhibition  would  hear  with  disgust 
more  than  half  the  exhibiters  speak 
their  parts  in  such  a  slovenly  awkward 
manner  as  would  not  have  been  tolerat- 


ed in  a  village  school.  Wi6icrat  aa  atom 
of  conscious  prejudice  against  Ameri* 
cans,  we  cannot  but  remark  that  a. 
drawling  and  inanimate  elocution  gen- 
erally marks  their  conversation  $  and 
we  can  therefore  well  believe  Mr.  Tu- 
dor^s  remark.  Regarding  them  as  a. 
free  and  great  people,  we  wish  they 
may  attend  to  his  advice,  and  ^^  sacri- 
fice to  the  graces.**  The  cause  of  hu- 
man improvement  is  interested  not  only 
in  the  solidity,  but  in  the  polish  of  their 
character.  As  Republicans  they  ougbt 
to  study  eloquence,  and  all  its  aids,  for 
Eloquence  is  the  Child  of  Liberty,  and 
it  has  ever  been  a  child  gratefully  dis- 
posed to  preserve  its  parent. 

Essays  by  Father  Fitz-Eostace, 
a  mendicant  Friar.     1822. 

These  Essays  are  ten  in  number :  On 
Writers — On  the  formation  of  Political 
Society — ^On  Patriotism — On  the  Politi- 
cal Character  of  James  the  First  of 
Scotland — On  the  Caused  of  the  Down- 
fall of  the  Roman  Empire — On  Grecian 
Sophistry  and  Roman  Rhetoric — On  the 
Female  Character — ^On  Marriage  and 
Constancy — Laughing  and  Crying  Phi- 
losophers— Modem  Mourning. 

We  can  see  neither  humour  nor  pro- 
priety in  the  title  of  Mendicant  Friar 
which  this  writer  assumes,  any  more 
than  if  he  called  himself  the  Hierophant 
of  Palmyra.  Tfoea  he  mean  to  be  a  gaj 
friar  ?  alas !  how  unlike  in  his  facetioaa- 
ness  to  "  the  beste  beggar  of  bis  house,**' 
who  ^'  somewhat  lisped  for  his  wanton- 
ness.^^ Would  he  have  us  take  him  for 
a  grave  one  ?  his  sobriety  does  not  re- 
mind us  of  the  friar^s  cowl,  but  of  the 
College  of  Edinburgh.  From  his  style 
and  subjects  we  should  suppose  him  to 
be  a  young  Scotchman,  whose  mind  has 
been  imbued  with  a  generalizing  spirit, 
and  fostered  by  a  pretty  fair  share  of 
desultory  reading.  His  attempts  at  wit 
and  humour,  we  confess,  appear  to  us 
unfortunate ;  but  there  is  a  laudable 
and  liberal  tone  of  opinion  in  his  grave 
EssajTs.  His  remarks  on  the  present 
state  of  punishment  in  England  are  par- 
ticularly creditable  to  1^;  and  his 
account  of  the  political  character  of 
James  the  First  of  Scotland  has  no 
agreeable  an  interest,  that  we  should 
wish  to  see  him  engaced  in  more  ex- 
tensive researches  on  Scottish  History. 
On  classical  subjects  he  is  less  at  home. 

The  Council  of  Ten.  No.  I. 
8iro.  pp.  116.  2$.  ed. 

The  idea  of  this  «^  Cooncfl  of  Ten^ 
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b  eTidcnfljr  borrowed  Irom  the  inimita* 
ble  Club  in  the  Spectator ;  but  in  the 
delineation  of  the  characters  it  falls  far 
short  of  its  model,  and  labours,  page 
after  pa|^,  to  convey  that  kind  of  pic- 
ture which  Addison  gives  in  a  few 
strokes.  A»  to  the  objects  which  this 
^  Council  of  Ten^^  have  in  view,  we 
may  say  ^^  Methinks  the  lady  doth  pro- 
fesB'too  much.^^  ^^  The  Council  of  Ten 
will  be  itself  alone,'^  say  its  members ; 
bat  if  they  do  not  make  their  succeed 
in^  numbers  less  tedious  and  laboured 
than  this  prospectus  of  their  intentions, 
they  wQl  find  that  they  wiU  likewise 
be  their  own  readers  alone. 

The  Wonders  of  the  Vegetable 
Kingdom.     Is.  Gd, 

TbiB  little  volume  should  rather  be 
intitled  the  Beauties  of  the  Vegetable 
Kingdom ;  far  it  deals  more  in  the  at- 
tractive than  the  surprising.  It  is  writ- 
tea  in  a  style  of  elegance  well  fitted  to 
its  subject ;  and  the  descriptions  of  the 
varioos  flowers  and  plants  it  mentions, 
are  interspersed  with  appropriate  reflec- 
tions and  poetical  illustrations,  which 
will  give  it  additional  interest  in  the 
eyes  of  the  refined  and  youthful  class  of 
readers  to  whom  it  is  more  especially 
addressed. 

The  Nun  of  Arouca,  a  Tale. 
ISmo. 

A  simple  story,  told  in  polished  lan- 
guage ;  and  probably  founded  on  a  real 
occurrence.  At  any  rate,  whether  truth 
or  fiction,  it  shews  a  degree  of  feeling 
and  study  of  the  human  heart  that  may 
ensure  the  author  more  extensive  ad- 
miration for  some  more  important  eflbrt 
of  his  genius  than  this  short  and  unas- 
soming  trifle  can  expect  to  command. 

Letters  to  Julia,  in  Rhyme. 
Third  Edition ;  to  which  are  add- 
ed, Lines  written  at  Ampthill  Park. 
By  Henry  Luttrel. 

This  is  a  poem  so  very  much  re- 
modelled in  its  plan  in  the  two  former 
editions,  as  to  be  almost  entirely  new. 
The  Julia  of  this  edition  has  nothing  in 
common  with  her  of  the  two  last  but 
her  name,  beauty,  and  love  of  power. 
She  is  a  young,  rich,  and  handsome 
widow,  who  has  a  hig^  degree  in  the 
college  of  fashion,  and  neither  unam- 
bitious nor  unable  to  take  a  still  higher 
one.  This  she  might  do  by  accepting 
the  hand  of  Charles,  who  would  raise 
her  to  the  transeendani  caste.  But  her 
vanity  and  her  caprice  tempt  her  to 
piolong  the    period  of  courtship,    so 


pleasant,  and  so  unlikely  to  return,  and 
to  delay  that  of  marriage  so  fiUl  of 
hazard  and  so  certain  to  endure.  She 
therefore  plays  with  the  fish  which  she 
has  hooked,  though  at  the  danger  of 
breaking  her  line.  In  short,  she  is  a 
finuhed  coquette.  Charles  is  a  man  of 
pleasure,  but  ^du  meilleur  cru;*  and 
to  make  amends  for  all  his  faults,  loves 
her  not  as  an  heiress,  but  as  a  woman. 
Where  will  not  love  flourish  ? — in  the 
most  artificial  as  well  as  the  most  natu- 
ral soil— »in  London  itself,  checked  as 
it  is  by  money-making  in  the  East,  and ' 
the  West  by  dissipation  and  ridicule. 
The  Epistles  are  addressed  to  Julia  by 
her  male  cousin,  the  friend  of  Charles, 
who  describes  to  her  the  sufierings  of 
the  victim  of  her  coquetry — and  all  the 
fashionable  pursuits  and  amusements 
from  which  he  has  been  driven.  This 
topic  is  made  a  vehicle  for  describing 
the  town  in  some  of  the  gayest  and 
easiest  ^  Vers  de  Societ^,^  which  we  be- 
lieve the  present  age  has  produced. 
Hyde  Park,  the  ride,  the  promenade, 
the  shower  in  the  park  on  Sunday,  and 
the  dispersion  of  the  well-dressed  mul- 
titude are  excellent  and  roirited  sketch- 
es touched  to  ihe  life.  Every  scene  of 
enjoyment  which  Charles  had  partici- 
pated and  forsaken  in  his  love-sick 
enrnit  are  touched  on  with  a  volatile 
and  happy  archness,  from  his  boxing  at 
the  five-courts  to  his  quadrilling  at 
WiUis's. 

^'  I  doubt  if  he  has  pluck  remaining 
To  venture  on  a  six-weeks  training. 
Since  Love  has  sounded  a  retreat 
From  rubbing,  racing,  and  raw  meat. 
Once  on  the  funny  how  he  doted. 
Never  was  amateur  so  noted. 
Never  contended  with  the  fist 
So  promising  a  pugilist. 

Past  are  these  glories  -  now  it  ruffles 
His  temper  but  to  hear  of  muffles, 
Him  at  the  fivers-court,  him  at  Moulsey, 
Never  henceforward  will  a  soul  see. 
No,  Julia,  who  would  bo  a  boxer, 
When  she  he  dotes  on,  vows  it  shocks 
her? 

The  Serpentine,  that  prince  of  rivers, 
(But  name  it — ^how  the  recreant  shiv- 
ers) 
Tempts  him  no  more  to  roam  at  large  in 
The  throngs  that  hasten  to  its  margin, 
What  time  the  slanting  wintry  son 
Just  skirts  the  horizon,  and  is  gone. 
When  from  his  disk  a  short-lived  glare 
Is  wasted  on  the  clear  cold  air ; 
When  the  snow  sparkles  on  the  sight. 
Flashing  intolerably  white, 
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■liable,  a  mrvey  of  the  Temple  of  Sol- 
omon, being  the  first  acknowledged 
CHiristian  that  had  been  received  within 
ita  holj  walls  since  it  has  been  appro- 
mated  to  the  religion  of  Mahomet. 
The  favour  was  not\hrown  away  apon 
him  i  for  he  brings  to  the  holy  land  a 
memory  fraught  with  scriptural  allu- 
sions, and  a  mind  apparently  imbued 
with  religious  impressions.  A  vbit  to 
Jerusalem,  however,  under  existing  cir« 
cumstances,  is  more  calculated  to  chill 
devotion  than  to  excite  it.  The  dis- 
gusting apathy  of  those  who  shew  the 
■pots  rendered  sacred  by  the  most 
tolenm  associations,  the  sordid  avarice 
of  the  monk^,  the  bickerings  between 
Christians  of  different  denominations, 
and  the  doubtful  lives  of  many  of  them, 
all  shew  that  it  is  not  merely  living 
among  affecting  objects  that  will  inspire 
a  proper  veneration  for  them.  A  pitch- 
ed battle  between  the  Greek  and  the 
Roman  Christians  for  precedence,  on 
the  celebration  of  the  finding  of  the 
cross,  was  one  of  the  spectacles  that 
were  presented  to  Dr.  Eichardson^s  con- 
templation, besides  sundry  pretended 
miracles,  and  solenm  mummeries,  that 
appeared  still  more  disgusting  and  re- 
prehensible, as  acted  in  a  place  where 
all  ought  to  be  sincerity,  simplicity,  and 
truth.  The  accounts  of  Tiberias  and 
Damascus  are  very  interesting;  and 
altogether  these  volumes  will  be  found 
productive  of  some  valuable  informa- 
tion, and  a  considerable  portion  of 
amusement;  though  the  Doctor^s  re- 
marks upon  modem  manners  among  the 
inhabitants  of  the  countries  he  has  visit- 
ed are  not  so  acute  as  his  criticisms  on 
their  antiquities,  and  his  reflections  on 
virtue  and  morality  come  rather  too 
much  in  the  form  of  truisms  to  deserve 
the  space  he  has  assigned  them  in  his 
pases. 
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SKETCHES  or  THE  IRISH  BAR. 
NO.   1. 

Wren  I  first  yisited  Dublin  (it  was  about  three  years  ago,)  I  was  a 
frequent  atteqiiit  at  the  Courts  of  Justice,  or,  as  they  are  more  fami- 
liarly styled,  the  '^  Four  Courts.^'     The  printed  speeches  of  Curran 
badJTSt  fellen  into  my  hands;  and,  notwithstanding  their  numerous 
and  manifest  defects,  whether  of  the  reporter  or  the  speaker,  the  ge- 
neral effect  of  the  perusal  was  to  impress  me  with  a  yeiy  favourably 
opinion  of  Irish  forensic  eloquence.    Although,  as  an  i^glishman,  I 
Bdglit  not  participate  in  the  political  fervour  which  forms  one  of  their 
chief  recommendations  to  his  admirers  in  Ireland,  or,  in  my  severer 
jodgment,  approve  of  a  general  style  that  differed  so  essentially  from 
the  models  of  British  taste,  still  there  was  a  freshness  and  vitality  per- 
vading  the  whole — glowing  imagery«-a  bounding  phraseology — trains 
of  a7|§fament  and  illustration  at  once  vigorous  and  original — and  inces- 
sant borne  pushes  at  the  human  heart,  of  which  the  attractions  were 
entirely  independent  of  local  or  party  associations.    Under  these  im- 
pressions, and  the  opportunity  being  now  afforded  me,  I  made  it  a 
kind  of  literary  object  to  ascertain  how  far  the  peculiarities  that  struck 
me  belonged  to  the  man  or  the  country.    With  this  view  I  resorted 
sdmost  daily  for  the  space  of  two  terms  to  the  Four  Courts,  where  I 
studied  with  some  industiy  the  manner  and  intellectual  character  of 
some  of  the  most  eminent  pleaders.    The  result  was  a  little  collection 
of  forensic  sketches,  accurate  enough,  it  struck  me,  as  far  as  they 
went ;  but  on  the  whole  so  incon^)]ete,  that  I  had  no  design  of  offering 
them  to  the  public : — they  remained  almost  forgotten  in  my  common- 
place book,  until  his  Majesty^s  late  visit  to  Ireland,  when  I  was  per- 
suaded by  a  friend  to  follow  in  the  royal  train.     All  that  I  saw  and 
thoogbt  upon  that  occasion  is  beside  my  present  purpose.     I  return  to 
my  sketches : — ^My  friend  and  I  remained  in  Ireland  till  the  month  of 
December.    We  made  an  excursion  to  the  Lakes  of  Killamey  and  to 
the  Giant^s  Causeway  ;  and,  during  our  tour,  the  Circuits  being  fortu- 
nately out,  I  was  thus  furnished  with  the  means  of  correcting  or  con- 
finning  many  observations  upon  some  of  the  most  prominent  subjects 
of  my  sketches.    The  same  opportunity  was  afforded  me  on  my  return 
to  Dublin,  where  the  Courts  were  sitting  during  the  last  month  of  our 
stay,    I  now,  for  the  first  time,  and  principally  from  deference  to  my 
companion's  opinion  that  the  subject  would  be  interesting,  resolved  at  a 
leisure  hour  to  arrange  my  scattered  memoranda  into  a  form  that  might 
meet  the  public  eye.    I  may  not  be  enabled  to  execute  my  plan  to  its 
entire  extent :  for  the  present  I  offer  the  following  remarks  upon  one 
of  the  leading  members  of  the  Irish  bar.    In  the  event  of  my  fulfilling 
my  purpose,  I  must  premise,  that  I  do  not  profess  to  include  every 
member  of  that  body  who  has  risen  to  eminence  in  his  profession : 
1  propose  to  speak  only  of  those  whom  I  heard  sufficiently  often  to 
catch  the  pecutiarities  of  their  mind  and  manner  ;  and,  with  regiurd  to 
these,  1  beg  to  disclaim  all  pretensions  to  adjust  their  comparative 
merits  and  professional  importance.     With  the  single  exception  of 
Mr.  Plunket — for  he  unquestionably  stands  the  first,  the  order  in  which 
Ihey  may  appear  in  my  list  is  not  to  be  taken  as  the  measure  of  their 
Vol.  IV.  No.  20.— 1822.  P 
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general  estimation.  Were  it  possible,  I  should  introdace  tlieir  names 
in  the  form  of  a  Round  Robin,  where  none  could  be  said  to  enjoy 
precedence.  

Mr.  Plunkei. — Mr.  Plunket^jB  father  was  a  Fresbylerian  clergyman 
in  the  North  of  Ireland.     He  died  during  the  infancy  of  his  childreoi 
leaving  them  and  his  widow  without  any  proyision :  hut  leanuAg  has 
always  been  cheap  in  Ireland,  and  Mrs.  Plunket  contrived  to  procure 
for  her  sons  a  classical  education.    The  subject  of  the  present  notice 
was,  at  an  early  age  befriended  by  the  late  Lord  Avonmore.    I  have 
conversed  with  one  or  two  persons  who  recollect  to  have  sefn  him  a 
constant  inmate  at  Iris  Lordship^s  house,  and  their  report  of  him  is, 
^^  that  he  was  a  clever,  hard-headed  boy,  very  attentive  to  his  studies, 
and  very  negligent  of  his  person.^*    He  passed  in  due  course  through 
Trinity  College,  Dublin  ;  and  was  called  to  the  Irish  bar  in  1787  :  Ms 
professional  advancement  was  rapid  and  steady.  The  first  public  notice 
that  I  can  find  of  his  name  is  upon  the  trial  of  the  Sheareses,  in  1798 : 
he  was  associated  with  Curran  and  Ponsonby  in  the  defence  of  the  un- 
fortunate brothers,  and,  like  them,  vainly  urged  every  topic  that  legal 
ingenuity  could  devise  to  avert  their  doom.    I  am  not  aware  that 
Mr.  Plunket  appeared  as  counsel  for  the  prisoners  in  any  subsequent 
state  trial.    He  became  a  member  of  the  Irish  Parliament  in  1797. 
On  the  question  of  the  Union,  he  took  the  side  of  his  country :  his 
speeches  on  that  occasion  contain  many  fine  specimens  of  reasoning, 
invective,  and  deliberate  enthusiasm.    A  single  sentence  will  convey 
an  idea  of  their  general  spirit : — ^  For  me,  I  do  not  hesitate  to  de- 
clare, that  if  the  madness  of  the  Revolutionists  should  tell  me  *  you 
must  sacrifice  British  connexion,'  I  would  adhere  to  that  connexion  in 
preference  to  the  independence  of  my  country  ;  but  I  have  as  little 
hesitation  in  saying,  that,  if  the  wanton  ambition  of  a  minister  should 
assault  the  freedom  of  Ireland,  and  compel  me  to  the  alternative,  I 
would  fling  the  connexion  to  the  winds,  and  I  would  clasp  the  indepen- 
dence of  my  country  to  my  heart.''    But  in  those  days,  as  was  remark- 
ed, '^  the  voice  of  the  patriot  in  the  senate  was  answered  by  no  echo 
from  without.''   The  nation  was  panic-struck ;  gold  apd  promises  were 
profusely  scattered ;  the  majority  of  the  "  Honourable  House,"  were 
impatient  to  be  sold,  though  the  wages  of  their  sin  was  death.     The 
people  had  nothing  to  offer  but  gratitude  and  fame — ^the  minister  had 
titles,  offices,  and  pensions,  and  the  Irish  Parliament  was  knocked  down 
to  the  highest  bidder.  ' 

In  1803,  Mr.  Plunket  appeared  as  one  of  the  counsel  for  the  pro- 
secution on  the  trial  of  Mr.  Robert  Emmet.  One  particular  of  Ids 
conduct  on  that  occasion  exposed  him  to  great,  and,  as  it  appears  to 
me,  most  unmerited  reproach.  The  unfortunate  prisoner  made  no  de- 
fence— ^in  truth,  he  had  none  to  make :  he  produced  no  evidence,  and 
his  counsel  announced  that  they  would  state  no  case  to  the  jury.  On 
this  ground,  they  contended  that  the  counsel  for  the  Crown  should  not 
be  allowed  to  address  the  jury  a  second  time.  Mr.  Plunket  insisted 
upon  his  right :  the  Court  decided  the  question  in  his  favour,  and  he 
proceeded  to  comment  at  length  upon  the  conduct  of  the  prisoner,  and 
upon  the  vdldness  and  guilt  of  the  conspiracy  of  which  he  had  been 
the  projector.    Emmet's  youth  and  talents,  and  his  deportment  on  liis 
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trial,  exelted  liiitvena?  sympathj:  rimoet  all,  even  those  who  would 
not  coBseni'  to  spoM  Mtn,  pitied^  him  as  a  victite — ^manj  admired  and 
dc^plbred-hftafr  as  a  mttrtyr.  The  ktter  exclaimed  against  Mr.  Plunket'ii 
exerclM  of  kiffpfirilege  ta  speak  to  the  evideDce^  as  an-  act  of  gnt* 
toftoov  inhfmiai^;  I  confess  t  see  the  matter  in  quite  another  light : 
Mr.  Plonket  wa»  a  public  man^  whose  opinions  had  great  weight  with 
the  coramonity ;  and  I  conceive  it  to  have  been-  both  natural  and  lau- 
driile,  that  he  should  hate  seiaed  the  opportunity  of  reprobating,  is 
the  Biott  emphatic  terms,  the  visionary  projects  of  revolution  that  still 
prevafled.  Cusran,  from  a  similar  impulse  of  public  duty,  l^d  done 
tlie  same  thing  a  few  days  belbre  on  the  defence  of  Owen  Khrwan^ 
where  we  find  him  digressing  from  the  immediate  case  before  the  jury, 
into  aa  elaborate  and  glowing  exposition  of  the  guilt  and  hopelessness 
of  attempting  to  better  tite  condition  of  Ireland  by  force.  But  the 
enemies  of  Mr.  Plunket  were  not  satisfied  with  a  general  assertion, 
that  Ids  conduct  had  been  unnecessarUjf  harsh.  To  s^x  a  deep  stigma 
upon  his  character,  it  was  industriously  circulated  that  he  had  been  a 
constant  gneat  of  Emmet^a  father,  at  whose  table  he  had  inculcated 
poKticri  principles  upon  the  son  which  now  brought  him  to  the  grave  i 
and,  to  give  credit  to  the  calumny,  a  passage*  was  interpolated  in  the  re» 
port  of  Emmef  s  address  to  the  Court,  in  which  the  dyings  enthusiast 
was  made  to  pronounce  a  bitter  invective  against  ^^  the  viper  that  his 
Mier  had  nurtured  in  his  bosom.^'^  Mr.  Plimket  was  competed  to  re- 
sQvt  to  a  public  vindication  of  Ma  character.  He  instituted  iegai  pro^ 
cee£i^  against  a  London  Journal  in  which  the  libel  was  inserted, 
and  abteined  a  verdict :  he  ahie  published  an  afiickivit,  positively  deny- 
lag  every  material  fiict  fn  the  accusation.  He  might  have  gone  far- 
ther, and  have  truly  sworn  that  the  accusation  was  never  made  until 
after  the  supposed  accuser  waa  in  his  grave.  I  have  conversed  with 
several  who  were  present  at  the  trial,  one  or  two  of  them  friends  and 
adadrera  of  Emmet :  they  all  solemnly  assured  me,  that  not  a  syllable 
escaped  hia  Bpa  bearing  the  remoteat  allusion  to  the  charge ;  and  the 
oodssion  in  Mr.  Piunket's  affidavit  of  this  conclusive  circumstance, 
was  pointed  out  to  me  as  a  dng^lar  absence  of  sagacity  in  a  man  so 
Botorlousiy  aharp-alghted  where  the  concerns  of  others  are  confided  to 
Ida  care.  I  should  not  have  dwelt  thus  long  upon  this  transaction, 
were  it  not  that  ^^  Mr.  Plunket^s  conduct  to  Robert  Emmet^  is,  to  this 
day,  frequently  adverted  to,  by  persons  unacquainted  with  the  parti*> 
cahcs,  as  an  indelible  blemish  upon  his  reputation. 

Mr.  Plunket  was  made  solicitor-general  in  1805,  and  attorney'' 
general  and  a  privy  councillor  in  1805.  He  retained  his  place  when 
the  Whiga  came  into  office,  in  1806.  I  believe  that  this  was  the  com- 
meaeement  of  his  connexion  with  Lord  Grenville,  to  whose  party  he 
has  since  adhered.  After  the  death  of  Mr.  Fox^  it  was  intimated  to 
him,  fliat  the  new  administration  had  no  intention  of  superseding  him| 
but  he  preferred  to  follow  the  fortunes  of  Lord  Qrenville,  and  resigned. 
Since  1812,  he  has  sat  in  the  Imperial  Parliament,  as  a  member  for 
the  Unirersity  of  Dublin. 

Mr.  Plunket  has  for  some  years  past  confined  himself  to  the  Court 

of  Chancery,  where  he  holds  the  same  pre-endnence  that  our  Romilly 

M  in  this  country.     Of  all  the  eminent  lawyers  I  have  heard,  he 

.    seemed  to  me  to  be  the  most  admirably  qualified  for  the  department 
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of  his  profesdoii  in  which  he  ddaefl.  His  mind  it  at  once  snblle  and 
comprehensive :  his  language  clear,  copious,  and  condensed :  liis  pow* 
ers  of  reasoning,  are  altogether  wonderful.  Give  liim  the  most  com* 
plicated  and  doubtful  case  to  support — ^with  an  array  of  apparently 
hostile  decisions  to  oppose  him  at  every  step — the  previous  discuasioa 
of  the  question  has  probably  satisfied  you  that  the  arguments  of  lils 
antagonists  are  neither  to  be  answered  nor  evaded — ^they  have  fenced 
round  the  rights  of  their  clients  with  all  the  great  names  in  equity — 
Hardwicke,  Camden,  Thurlow,  Eldon : — ^Mr.  Plunket  rises :  you  are 
deeply  attentive,  rather  from  curiosity  to  witness  a  display  of  hopeless 
dexterity,  than  from  any  uncertainty  about  the  event  He  commences 
by  some  general  undisputed  principle  of  law,  that  seems  perhaps  at 
the  first  view  not  to  bear  the  remotest  relation  to  the  matter  in  contro- 
versy ;  but  to  this  he  appends  another  and  another,  until,  by  a  regular 
series  of  connected  propositions,  he  brings  it  down  to  the  very  point 
before  the  Court ;  and  insists,  nay  demonstrates,  that  the  Court  cannot 
decide  i^^nst  him  without  violating  one  of  its  own  most  venerated 
maxims.  Nothing  can  be  more  masterly  than  the  manner  in  wliich 
all  this  is  done.  There  is  no  ostentation  of  ingenuity  and  research. 
Every  thing  is  clear,  simple,  and  familiar :  you  assent  without  a  strug- 
gle to  each  separate  conclusion,  it  is  only  when  you  are  brought  to 
tiie  ultimate  result  that  you  startie  at  discovering  the  consummate 
skill  of  the  logician,  who,  by  wily  and  imperceptible  approaches,  has 
gained  a  vantage  point  from  which  he  can  descend  upon  his  adversa^ 
ries,  and  compel  them  to  abandon  a  position  that  was  deemed  impreg- 
nable. But  Lords  Hardwicke,  Thurlow,  Camden,  &c  are  said  to  be 
against  him.  The  advocate  accordingly  proceeds  to  examine  each  of 
these  authorities  ia  detail — ^he  analyses  their  language — by  distinctions 
that  seem  natural  and  obvious,  but  which  in  reality  are  most  subtle, 
he  shews  how  capable  it  is  of  various  interpretations — he  confronts  the 
construction  contended  for  by  conflicting  decisions  of  the  same  judges 
on  other  and  similar  occasions — he  points  out  unsuspected  .anomalies 
that  would  arise  firom  adopting  the  interpretation  of  his  adversaries, 
and  equally  unsuspected  accordances  with  general  principles  that 
would  follow  lus  own.  He  thus  goes  on,  until  by  reiterated  processes 
of  matchless  sagacity  he  has  either  neutralised  or  absolutely  brought 
over  to  support  himself  all  the  authorities  upon  which  his  opponents 
most  firmly  relied ;  and  he  sits  down,  leaving  the  Court,  if  not  a  con- 
vert to  his  opinion,  at  least  grievously  perplexed  to  detect  and  explain 
the  fallacies  upon  which  it  rests. 

Mr.  Plunket  is  not  said  to  be  a  profound  lawyer:  he  cites  fewer 
cases  than  any  other  counsel  at  the  Irish  Bar ;  and  on  common  occa- 
sions frequently  contents  himself  with  merely  commenting  upon  those 
adduced  against  him.  His  supremacy  is  altogether  inteUectuaL  He 
leaves  to  others  the  technical  drudgery  of  wading  through  tomes  and 
indexes  in  search  of  legal  saws  and  ^^  modem  instances  :^'  the  moment 
a  question  is  submitted  to  him,  his  mind  intuitively  applies  all  the  great 
principles  that  are  favourable  or  hostile :  these  he  has  firmly  fixed  and 
scientifically  arranged  in  his  memory ;  and  so  far  may  he  be  said  to  be 
never  unprepared.  For  the  rest  he  depends  upon  the  resources  of  a 
talent  that  never  fails  him — upon  his  resistless  vigour,  where  he  is  right 
and  sincere,  upon  his  formidable  ingenuity  and  sophistry,  where  he 
cannot  venture  to  be  candid,  upon  his  extemporaneous  power  of  going 
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ihrongli  tke  most  inliiGate  processes  of  thoof^ht  with  all  the  ease  and 
fiuDiliarity  of  ordinary  discourse ;  and  most  of  all  upon  a  rapid  appro* 
hension  which  grasps  and  secnres  the  entire  of  any  proposition  of 
which  a  single  particle  may  chance  to  flit  across  his  mindk-^  perfection 
of  faculty  that  enables  him  to  draw  the  most  unexpected  conclusions 
from  the  topics  adduced  against  him,  and  thns  to  render  all  the  indus- 
try of  Ilia  antagonists  subservient  to  his  own  occasions. 

This,  though  an  imperfect  sketch,  will  convey  some  general  ideas  of 
tins  eminent  advocate ;  but  there  is  one  peculiarity  in  his  powers, ' 
wbich  to  be  adequatelv  comprehended  must  be  actually  wttnessed.  I 
allode  to  his  capacity  (in  which  he  exceeds  every  public  speaker  I  ever 
heard)  of  pouring  out,  I  would  almost  say  indefinitely,  a  continuous 
unintermitted  volume  of  thought  and  language.  In  this  re^>ect,  I  look 
upon  Mr.  Plunket's  going  through  a  long  and  important  argument  in 
the  Court  of  Chancery  to  be  a  most  extraordinary  exhibition  of  human 
intellect  For  hours  he  will  go  on  and  on,  with  unwearied  rapidity, 
aigning,  defining,  illustrating,  separating  intricate  facts,  laying  down 
Mobtki  libtuictions,  prostratii^r  ao  objection  here,  pouncing  upon  a 
Mhcj  there,  thep  retracing  his  steps,  and  re-stating  in  some  original 
point  of  view,  his  general  proposition ;  then  flying  ofi*  again  to  the  out* 
skirts  of  the  quesdon,  and  dealing  his  desultory  blows  with  merciless 
reiteration  wherever  an  inch  of  ground  remains  to  be  cleared ;  and 
during  the  whole  of  this,  not  only  does  not  his  vigour  flag  for  a  single 
instant,  but  his  mind  does  not  even  pause  for  a  second  for  a  topic,  an 
idea,  or  an  expression.  Tiiis  velocity  of  creation,  arrangement,  and 
delivery  is  quite  astonishing ;  and  what  adds  to  your  wonder  is,  that  it 
appears  to  be  achieved  without  an  efibrt  Mass  after  mass  of  argu* 
ment  is  thrown  ofi*,  conveyed  in  phraseology  vigorous,  appropriate, 
and  succinct,  while  the  speaker,  as  if  the  mere  minister  and  organ  of 
some  hidden  power,  that  saves  him  the  cost  of  laborious  exertion,  ap- 
pears solely  anxious  to  impress  upon  others  his  own  reliance  upon  the 
ibrce  of  what  seems  to  come  unsought  This  singular  command  over 
his  great  powers^  coupled  with  his  imposing  exterior  and  masculine 
iatonatioDS,  giyes  extraordinary  weight  to  all  he  says.  From  his  \m- 
raspected  earnestness  of  tone  and  manner,  you  would  often  imagine 
that  his  zeal  for  his  client  was  only  secondary  to  a  deeper  anxiety  that 
the  Court  should  not  violate  the  uniformity  of  its  decisions  by  establish- 
li^  a  precedent  fraught  with  anomaly  and  danger,  while  the  authori* 
tative  ease  and  perspicuity  with  which  he  states  and  illustrates  his 
opinions  gives  him  the  air,  as  it  were,  of  some  high  legal  functionary 
appearing  on  behalf  of  ike  public,  not  so  much  to  debate  the  question 
belbre  the  Court  as  to  testify  to  the  law  that  should  decide  it  So  that 
in  respect  to  this  quality  of  apparent  conviction  and  good  faith,  we 
may  well  apply  to  Mr.  Plunket  the  words  of  Cicero  in  commendation 
q€  one  <tf  the  ancient  orators  of  Rome ;  nor  will  the  illustration  be 
Iband  to  fail  from  any  want  of  coincidence  in  t(ie  personal  characters 
of  the  two  men :  ^  In  Scauri  oiratione,  sapientlB  hominis  et  recti, 
gmvitas  summa  et  natufalis  qusedam  inerat  auctoritas,  non  et  causam, 
sed  ut  testimonium  dicere  putares*.'' 

•  **  The  tpeechea  of  Scaurus,  who  was  a  wife  and  virtuoua  man,  were  diatin- 
^ahed  hj  the  utmoat  dimity,  and  hy  a  certain  natural  impoaing  authority,  which 
led  hit  audience  to  auppote  tiiat  be  appeared  lest  in  the  character  of  an  adro* 
cate  than  of  a  witneia.^' 
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Bot  ftlOiaiigh  Mr.  Pltmket  i»  tkoi  ikflfol  in  f  Mnf  planibiHtf  to 
reasonii^  thst  do  not  nmtMy  hlDMel^  i  tbiak  k  )«t  to  add  (whttt  f 
have  heard  averted)  that  eTon  his  ovni  fine  imdefalaadiaf  It  often  tlie 
dupe  of  his  other  faculties^  and  that,  in  the  harry  and  fervour  oinxgo- 
■leatatioD^  hla  judgment,  with  all  its  Tigiiance,  cannot esc^ie  theanarea 
hit  ingeDoitj  haa  weared  for  othera.  i  hai^  even  fiaicied  at  tlmen 
f  when  Id  the  comae  of  a  cauae  some  unexpected  point  of  laia  la  atarted) 
that  I  have  observed  his  argonentative  devices  in  the  very  act  of  im- 
posing themaelvea  upon  his  mind  as  irrefutable  conchniena.  He  rtoen 
to  m^e,  perhapa,  a  single  observation,  and  is  about. to  resume  his 
place,  when  a  new  topic  in  support  of  hla  argument  flashes  across  ids 
mind.  As  he  proceeds  to  state  it,  freah  principles  and  Ulustrationn 
crowd  in  to  defend  him  in  his  position :  an  incidental  remaik  ii  thun 
expanded  into  an  elaborate  piece  of  reasoning,  during  the  progreaa  of 
wMch  he  gradually  becomea  more  confident  and  earnest,  un&,  from  tiie 
intense  ardour  with  which  he  follows  up  each  aoceessive  advantage,  he 
finally  works  himself  into  a  conviction  that  all  the  merits  of  the  ques- 
tion are  on  his  side.  But  it  is  onlyr  when  he  is  the  retained  advocate 
of  a  particular  party,  whose  claims  he  has  to  sustain  In  open  court,  that 
Mr.  Plunket  is  subject  to  this  species  of  mental  deception.  In  the  cold 
and  cautious  meditation  of  the  closet,  when  he  has  to  pronounce  upon 
a  disputable  case  submitted  for  his  opinion,  the  predondnance  of  hi» 
argumentative  powers  operates  upon  Ids  ju^^gment  in  quite  another 
way.  Instead  c^  rushing  to  hasty  conclusions,  he  finds  a  (Mfficul^  in 
comixig  to  any  concludon  at  all.  The  very  perfection  of  some  of  bin 
faculties,  his  sagacity,  Us  subtilty,  and  Ids  intidtive  perception  of  the 
remotest  consequences  of  any  given  prendse,  which  render  Mm  so 
powerittl  as  an  advocate,  have  in  this  case  only  the  effect  of  incumbop* 
ing  him  with  equal  arguments  and  equal  difficulties  on  ^ther  side^  and 
thua  of  keeping  his  n£id  in  a  state  of  logical  suspense.  This  fact  is 
well  known,  and  the  consequence  (I  speak  frma  general  report)  is,  that 
in  this  department  of  his  profession  his  practice  is  utterly  dispr<^M>r- 
tinned  to  his  great  experience  and  his  unrivalled  estimatloii. 

The  effect  of  Mr.  Phmket's  powers  is  greatly  aided  by  his  extern 
nal  appearance.  His  frame  ii  tall,  robust,  and  compact.  Hb  ftce 
Ii  one  of  the  most  striking  i  ever  saw ;  and  yet  the  peculiarity  lies  so 
much  more  in  the  expression  than  the  outline,  that  1  find  it  not  easy  to 
describe  it  The  features  on  the  whole  are  blunt  and  harsh.  There  is 
extraordinary  breadth  and  capacity  of  forehoad;  and  when  the  brows 
are  raised  in  the  act  of  thought,,  it  becomes  intersected  with  an  infinite 
aeriea  of  parallel  lines  and  folds.  Neither  the  eyes  nor  brows  are  par- 
ticularly expressive ;  nor  indeed  can  I  say  that  any  of  the  other  fen* 
tures  would  singly  indicate  the  character  of  the  man,  if  I  except  a  pe- 
culiar muscular  hirgeness  and  rigidity  about  the  mouth  and  lips,  fronv 
which  you  may  collect,  that  sodling  has  ^^  never  been  their  oocupatioo.''^ 
The  general  character  of  Mr.  Piunket^s  countenance  is  deep  serious* 
ne8s^«-an  expression  that  becomes  more  strongly  marked  from  the  un- 
varying palk>r  that  overspreads  his  features.  It  is  literally  ^  the  pale 
cast  of  thought^'  Some  have  accused  his  physiognomy  as  being  un- 
social and  austere.  To  me  it  appeared  that  the  signs  of  those  qualities 
have  been  confounded  with  the  natural  and  now  indelible  traces  of  a 
grave  and  vigorous  intellect,  habitually  absorbed  in  masculine  investi- 
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fiHoBS,  «Dd  preferring  to  dwell  in  the  midst  of  iti  own  thotights. 
If  or  do  I  ind  an?  Mag  fepeUing  in  the  clrcomBtuice  that  his  features 
seldoai  descend  for  a  moment  from  their  dignity.  Knowing  what  hia 
ndnd  and  his  hiatoiy  haTe  been,  I  am  prepared  ibr  what  I  meek  I 
find  no  fiaahes  of  aemihility,  no  play  of  thif^ng  or  conflicting  emotions, 
but  a  cafan  coosUtntional  severity  of  aspect,  importing  a  mind  conscions 
txf  its  powers,  and  Tigilantlj  keeping  them  in  unremitted  diwipline 
against  tlie  dailj  task  that  awaits  them.  I  expected  to  hare  fonnd  a 
tinge  of  melancholy  in  Mr.  Planket's  featores— such  as  1  had  ohserred 
in  Grattan  and  some  other  eminent  Irishmen,  wlio  had  attended  the 
{wriiameet  of  their  country  in  its  last  moments,  and  who  conld  find 
Dodiing  in  after-life  to  console  them  for  the  loss.  I  often  heard  Mr. 
Grattan  speak  upon  that  erent  I  had  no  national  sympathy  with  his 
sorrow^  yet  I  neyer  found  him  more  eloquent  or  interesting  than  when) 
in  a  drde  ol  his  private  firiends,  he  poured  out  his  indignation  against  a 
measare  that  had  baffled  all  his  hopes,  and  his  unavailing  regret  that 
he  ind  been  too  amfiding  at  a  conjmicture  when  it  was  possible  to  have 
BTeried  the  disaster.  But  I  could  discern  no  traces  of  similar  senti- 
ments in  Mr.  Plunket's  looks.  He  was,  however,  a  much  younger 
man,  and  could  form  new  views  and  attachments ;  nor  is  it  perhaps 
saiprising  that  at  this  distance  of  time  he  should  not  revert  with  ssid- 
ness  to  an  event,  which  in  its  consequences  has  opened  to  him  so  much 
kiger  a  fiekl  for  the  exiiibition  of  his  powers. 

Mr.  Plonket^s  manner  is  not  rhetofiosl — ^it  is  (what  I  consider  much 
better)  vigorous,  natural,  and  earnest  He  has  no  variety  of  gesture, 
and  what  he  uses  seems  perfectly  unstudied.  He  is  evidently  so 
tliorouglily  absorbed  in  his  subject,  as  to  be  quite  unconscious  that  he 
has  hands  and  arms  to  manage.  He  has  a  habit,  when  he  warms,  as 
he  always  and  quickly  does,  of  firmly  closing  both  bands,  raising  them 
slowly  and  simultaneously  above  his  head,  and  then  suddenly  striking 
them  down  with  extraordinary  force.  The  action  is  alt<^^her  ungrace- 
fol ;  but  its  strength,  and  I  wouM  even  add,  its  appropriateness  to  the 
man  and  to  his  stem  simplicity  of  character  and  style,  atone  for  its  in- 
elegance. Besides,  this  very  disdain  of  the  externals  of  oratory  has 
something  impodng  in  it :  you  are  made  to  feel  that  you  are  in  the  pre<^ 
sence  of  a  powerful  mind  that  looks  to  itself  alone,  and  you  surrender 
yoocself  more  completely  to  its  guidance  from  the  conviction  that  no 
lackneyed  artifice  has  been  employed  to  allure  your  confidence. 

Bir.  Plunket^s  delivery,  as  already  mentioned,  is  uncommonly  rapid, 
hat  his  articulation  is  at  the  same  time  so  distinct  that  I  seldom  lost  a 
word.  In  calm  discussion  his  intonations  are  deep,  sonorous,  and  dig- 
nified t  when  he  becomes  animated,  his  voice  assumes  a  higher  pitch; 
and  tlie  tones,  though  always  natural  and  impressive,  are  occasionally 
siifiiL  His  extemporaneous  powers  of  expression  are  not  to  be  de- 
scribed by  the  common  term,  doency.  It  is  not  merely  over  words  and 
plirases,  but  over  every  possible  variety  of  construction,  that  he  ap- 
pears to  hold  an  absolute  command — ^the  consciousness  of  this  power 
often  involves  him  in  grammatical  difficulties.  He  allows  a  thought  to 
drift  along  into  the  midst  of  obstructions,  firom  which  no  outlet  can  be 
descried,  as  if  for  the  mere  purpose  of  surprising  you  by  his  adroitness 
wlien  he  discovers  the  danger,  steering  it  in  safety  through  all  the 
streights  and  intricacies  of  speech-— or  by  the  boldness  with  which  he 
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forces  a  pawage  if  he  cannot  find  one.  Bot  it  is  only  over  argomenta- 
tive  diction  that  he  has  acquired  tliis  mastery :  when  he  calls  in  the  aid 
of  sentiment  and  passion  to  enforce  his  logic,  his  phraseology  lahonrs, 
and,  if  the  passage  he  unpremeditated,  frequently  falb  short  of  the 
strength  and  dignity  of  the  conception.  But  his  deficiency  in  this  re- 
spect eyidently  proceeds  from  want  of  practice,  not  of  capacity  ;  nor 
does  the  exertion  that  it  costs  him  to  supply  appropriate  langue^  e^er 
restrain  him  from  illustrating  a  legal  argument  hy  any  bold  practical 
^ure  that  may  cross  his  mind.* 

Mr.  Piunket  is  a  memorable,  and  I  beUere,  a  solitary  instance  of  an 
eminent  barrister  whose  general  reputation  has  been  increased  1^  his 
parliamentary  efforts.  His  speeches  on  the  Union,  in  the  Irish  House 
of  Commons,  raised  him  at  once  to  the  first  class  of  parliamentary 
orators.  When  he  was  returned  by  the  Uniyersity  of  Dublin  (in  1812) 
to  the  imperial  senate,  Curran  publicly  predicted  that  his  talents  would 
create  a  similar  sensation  here :  I  need  not  add  how  completely  the 
prophecy  has  been  fulfilled.  It  would  lead  me  too  far  to  enter  into  a 
piinute  examination  of  Mr.  Plunket's  parliamentary  style  and  manner ; 
in  many  points  1  should  have  to  repeat  some  of  the  foregoing  remarks. 
I  cannot,  however,  forbear  to  obsenre,  that  his  language  and  yiews  In 
the  House  of  Commons  discoyer  a  mind  that  has  thoroughly  escaped 
the  noxious  influence  of  his  professional  habits.  He  has  shewn  that  It 
is  possible  for  the  same  person  to  be  a  most  subtle  and  dexterous  dis- 
putant upon  a  technical  subject,  and  a  statesman-like  reasoner  upon 
a  comprehensiye  one.  With  regard  to  his  political  tenets — h^  opposi- 
tion to  the  Union,  his  connexion  with  the  Whig  administration  of  1806, 
and  his  subsequent  exertions  in  fayour  of  Catholic  Emancipation,  seem 
to  haye  placed  him  on.  the  list  of  Irish  patriots ;  but  his  support  of 
popular  priyileges,  where  he  has  supported  them,  appears  to  be  entirely 
unconnected  with  popular  sympatldes — ^his  patriotism  is  a  conclusion, 
not  a  passion.  In  all  questions  between  the  people  and  the  state,  it  is 
easy  to  perceiye  that  he  identifies  himself  with  the  latter;  he  neyer, 
like  Fox  and  Grattan,  flii^  himself  in  imagination,  into  the  popular 
ranks,  to  march  at  their  head,  and  in  their  name,  and  as  one  of  ^em, 
to  demand  a  recognition  of  their  rights.  Mr.  Piunket  has  not  tempera- 
ment for  this.  He  studiously  keeps  aloof  from  the  multitude,  and  eyen 
when  their  strenuous  adyocate,  lets  it  be  seen  that  he  thinks  for  them 
not  with  them — he  neyer  warms  into  ^^  the  man  of  the  people.**  His 
roost  animated  appeals  in  their  behalf  retain  the  tone  of  a  just  and  en- 
livened aristocrat,  grayely  and  earnestly  remonstrating  with  the 

*  I  shall  cite  a  single  example :  it  will  also  serve  as  a  specimen  of  the  proneDest 
to  imagery  that  prevails  in  the  Irish  courts.  The  question  turned  upon  the  ri^t  of 
presentation  to  a  living.  Mr.  P's  clients  and  their  predecessors  had  been  in  un- 
disturbed enjoyment  of  the  right  for  two  centuries  ;  the- opposite  party  called  upon 
them  to  shew  their  original  title.  Mr.  P.  insisted  upon  the  legal  presumption, 
arising  from  this  long  possession,  that  the  title  had  been  originally  a  good  one, 
though  the  deeds  that  had  created  it  had  been  lost,  and  consequently  could  not  be 
produced.  In  commenting  upon  the  necessity  and  wisdom  of  rach  a  rule  of  law, 
without  which  few  properties  of  ancient  standing  could  be  secure,  he  observed — 
**  Time  is  the  great  destroyer  of  evidence,  but  he  is  also  the  great  protector  of  , 
titles.  If  he  comes  with  a  scythe  in  one  hand  to  mow  down  the  muniments  of  our 
potseMions,  he  holds  an  hour-glass  in  the  other,  from  which  he  incessantly  metes  out 
the  portions  of  duration  that  are  to  render  those  munimenta  no  longer  necessary/^ 
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memben  of  hk  own  bodj  upon  the  daager  and  inexpediency  of  holdings 
ont  against  the  immutable  and  unconqnerable  instincts  of  human  nature. 
The  only  exception  that  I  recollect  to  these  remarks,  occurs  in  his 
speeches  against  the  Union.  There  he  boldly  plunged  into  first  prin* 
ciples  ;  as  among  other  instances  when  he  exclaimed,  ^^  1  in  the  most 
express  terms  deny  the  competency  of  parliament  to  do  this  act-^I  warn 
you,  do  not  dare  to  lay  your  hand  on  the  Constitution.  I  teU  you,  that, 
if  circumstanced  as  you  are  you  pass  this  act,  it  will  be  a  nullity,  and 
that  no  man  in  Ireland  will  be  bound  to  obey  it.  I  make  the  assertion 
deliberately— -I  repeat  it — and  I  call  on  any  man  who  hears  me  to  take 
down  my  words  ;  you  have  not  been  elected  for  this  purpose — ^you 
are  appointed  to  make  laws,  and  not  legislatures.  You  are  appointed 
to  act  under  the  Constitution,  not  to  alter  it ;  to  exercise  the  functions 
of  leg^lators,  and  not  to  transfer  them ;  and  if  you  do  so,  your  act  is  a 
dissolutioo  of  the  government :  you  resolve  society  into  its  original 
elements,  and  no  man  in  the  land  is  bound  to  obey  you.''  Yet  even  here, 
and  in  some  bolder  declarations  on  the  same  occasion,  I  am  inclined  to 
suspect  that  Mr.  Plunket  assumed  this  indignant  tone  rather  as  a  mem- 
ber of  the  assembly  whose  independence  was  assailed,  than  from  any 
impaasioiied  sympathy  with  the  general  rights  of  the  body  that  he  re- 
presented. Had  the  question  been  a  popular  reform,  instead  of  the  ex- 
tinction of  the  Irish  parliament,  he  would  in  all  likelihood  have  been 
equally  vehement  in  resisting  the  innovation. 

Mr.  Plunket's  general  reading  is  said  to  be  limited  ;  and  if  we  may 
judge  from  the  rareness  of  his  idlusions  to  the  great  writers  of  ancient 
and  modem  times,  the  opinion  is  not  unfounded.  When  he  was  about 
to  appear  in  the  British  parliament  in  1812,  it  was  whispered  among 
his  uiends  that  he  prepared  himself  with  information  on  the  ^^eneral 
state  of  European  politics  from  the  most  ordinary  sources  :  he  wanted 
facta,  and  he  took  the  shortest  and  easiest  method  of  collecting  them. 
I  have  understood  that  up  to  a  recent  period,  he  frequently  employed 
his  leisure  hours  upon  some  elementary  treatise  of  pure  mathematics. 
If  the  tact  be  so,  it  affords  a  striking  proof  of  the  vigour  of  a  mind 
which  could  find  a  relaxation  in  such  a  pursuit. 

I  luLve  already  glanced  at  a  resemblance  between  Mr.  Plunket  and 

the  late  Sir  Samuel  Romillv.    If  I  were  to  pursue  the  comparison  into 

the  private  characters  of  the  two  men,  the  points  of  similarity  would 

multiply,  and  in  no  particubr  more  strikingly  than  in  the  soAness  and 

Intensity  of  their  domestic  affections.     But  this  is  sacred  ground :  yet 

I  cannot  forbear  to  mention  that  it  fell  to  my  lot  (when  last  in  Ireland) 

sitting  as  a  public  auditor  in  the  gallery  of  the  Court  of  Chanceiy,  to 

witness  a  bunt  of  sensibility,  which,  coming  from  such  a  man  as  Mr. 

Plunket,  and  in  such  a  place,  sent  an  electric  thrill  of  sympathy  and 

respect  through  the  breasts  of  the  audience.    An  aged  lady,  on  the 

day  after  her  husband's  death,  hod  signed  a  paper  resigning  her  right 

to  a  portion  of  property  to  which  she  became  entitled  by  Us  decease, 

and  the  question  was,  whether  her  mind  at  the  time  was  perfectly  calm 

and  collected.    Mr.  Plunket  insisted  that  it  was  not  in  human  nature 

tfant  4he  could  be  so  at  such  a  crisis : — ^  She  had  received  a  blow  such 

as  atons  the  strongest  minds  ;  after  a  union  of  half  a  century,  of  unin- 

terrapted  affection,  to  find  the  husband,  the  friend,  the  daily  compan* 

ioD,  suddenly  called  away  for  ever !"    He  was  proceedi^  to  describe 
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the  first  anguish  and  perturbadon  of  spirit  that  most  befU  the  sorrlTor 
of  such  a  relation,  when  he  soddenhr  recognized  in  the  pictore  all 
that  he  had  himself  a  little  while  before  endured.  The  recollection 
quite  snbdoed  him — ^he  faltered,  and  became  inarticnlate  eren  to  sob- 
bing.   I  cannnot  describe  the  effect  prodoced  throughout  the  Court 

I  have  thus  attempted  to  present  a  sketch  of  this  eminent  Irishman, 
in  matters  of  intellect  unquestionably  the  most  eminent  that  now  exists. 
If  I  intended  it  to  be  any  thing  but  a  hasty  sketch,  I  should  feel  that  I 
haye  been  unjust  to  him :  some  of  his  powers — ^his  wit  and  irony,  for 
example,  in  both  of  which  he  excels,  and  his  cutting  and  relentless 
sarcasm  where  vice  and  folly  are  to  be  exposed — haye  been  altt^ther 
unnoticed  ;  but  his  is  the  ^^  venatUe  tn^entmii,^'  and  in  offering  Uie  re- 
sult of  my  observations  upon  it,  I  have  been  compelled  to  select  rather 
what  I  could  best  describe,  than  what  I  most  admired  ;  and  even  if  I 
had  succeeded  in  a  delineation  of  all  the  powers  that  raise  Mr.  Plunket 
above  ordinary  men,  I  should  have  had  to  add,  that  our  admiration  of 
him  is  not  limited  by  what  we  actually  witness.    We  speculate  upon 
his  great  attributes  of  intellect,  and  ask,  ^^  what  might  they  not  have 
achieved,  had  his  destiny  placed  him  in  the  situation  most  favourable 
to  their  perfect  developement  ?  If,  instead  of  wasting  them  upon  ques- 
tions of  transitory  interest,  he  had  dedicated  them  solely  to  the  pur- 
poses of  general  science — to  metaphysics,  mathematics,  l^^islatioD, 
morals,  or  (what  is  but  spoken  science)  to  that  best  and  rarest  kind  of 
eloquence  which  awakes  the  passions  only  that  they  may  listen  to  the 
voice  of  truth — ^to  what  a  height  and  permanence  of  fame  might  they 
not  have  raised  him  V^  These  reflections  perpetually  force  themselves 
upon  Mr.  Plunket^s  admirers  :  we  lament  to  see  the  vigour  of  such  a 
niind  squandered  upon  a  profession  and  a  province.    We  are  Inces- 
santly reminded,  that,  high  and  successful  as  his  career  has  been,  his 
opportunities  have  been  far  beneath  his  resources,  and  thus,  judging  him 
rather  by  what  he  could  do,  than  what  he  has  done,  we  are  disposed 
to  speak  of  him  in  terms  of  encomium  which  no  records  of  Us  genius 
will  remain  to  justify.* 


TO  THE  HARVEST  MOOlT. 

AoAiir  thou  reignest  in  thy  golden  hall 

Rejoicing  in  thy  sway,  fair  Queen  of  night ! 

The  ruddy  reapers  hail  thee  with  delight ; 
Their^B  is  the  harvest,  their^s  the  joyous  call 
For  tasks  well  ended  in  the  season^s  fall ! 

Sweet  orb  !  thou  smilest  from  thy  starry  height, 

Bat  whilst  on  them  thy  beams  are  shining  bright, 
To  me  thou  com^st  o^ershadowM  with  a  pidl ; 
To  me  alone  the  year  hath  fruitless  flown. 

Earth  hath  fulfilled  her  trust  through  all  her  lands ; 
The  good  man  gathereth  now  where  he  had  sown ; 

And  the  great  Master  in  his  Vineyard  stands  : 
While  I,  as  if  my  task  were  all  unknown, 

Come^to  his  gates,  alas  I  with  empty  hands. 


*  Since  the  above  was  written  Mr.  Plunket  has  become  once  more  Attorney  Ge- 
neral lor  Ireland. 
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CATRICe. 

I 

Uatm  if  a  bird  of  tnnmer  ikiet ; 

Tnm  cold  andfnmi  winter  he  looa  departs : 
He  basks  in  the  beam  of  good-hamonr^d  eyes, 
And  delights  in  the  warmth  of  open  hearts : 
But  where  he  has  once  found  chill  and  rain. 
He  seldom  ratnms  to  tluit  bower  again. 
Harrietts  brow  was  passing  fair, 

iLnd  LoTe,  in  the  shape  of  a  mortal  sprite. 
Came  to  bask  in  the  sunshine  there, 

And  plume  his  soft  wings  for  delight : 
But  a  wintry  cloud  would  oft  come  o'er, 
And  then,  for  a  time, 
Without  reason  or  rhyme. 
The  sun  would  shine  no  more : 
But  chills  and  clouds  the  sky  deform. 
Cold  and  dark  as  December's  storm. 
It  chanced  in  one  of  these  w;inter  showers, 
As  a  cloud  passM  by. 
No  one  knew  why, 
And  frightenM  poor  Lore  from  his  garden  of  flowers  i 
He  wander'd  in  sadness,  away,  away. 

Till  he  came  to  a  bower  that  stood  hard  by ; 
Here  all  was  a  sunny  summer's  day, 
And  never  a  cloud  came  over  that  eye ; 
But,  morning  and  night. 
It  beamM  ever  bright. 
With  spirit,  and  joj,  and  courtesy. 

Me  laid  himself  down— the  hours  flew  o'er, 
He  thought  of  the  spot  he  had  left  no  more. 
For  all  was  here 
Without  shadow,  or  fear, 
And  each  moment  was  sweet  as  the  one  before. 
Some  friend  of  poor  Harriet,  passing  that  way. 

Saw  LoTe  in  the  garden,  and  told  the  maid. 
That,  not  long  ago,  she  had  seen  him  lay 

Reclin'd  in  the  bower  of  Adelaide. 
*^  No  matter,"  said  she,  ^^  let  him  wander  awhile, 
1  can,  when  I  please,  bring  him  back  by  a  smile."  . 
But  ladies  who  trust  so  much  to  their  power. 

To  recover  the  hearts  their  caprice  has  lost. 
Will  prove,  in  many  a  bitter  hour, 

The  danger  of  playing  with  Love,  to  their  cost. 
Many  a  day  and  week  pass'd  by. 

And  Harriet,  though  she  would  not  tell 

That  she  loved  the  wanderer  much  and  well, 
Drew  many  a  secret  sigh ; 
And  she  managed  to  get  it  convey'd  to  the  swain 

By  some  kind  friend,  in  a  roundabout  way. 
That,  if  he  thought  proper  to  seek  her  again. 

The  weather  in  future  mif^t  be  more  gay. 
Love  declined  with  a  smile— ^^  I  thank  you,  my  dear, 

I  am  perfectly  happy  and  free  from  care ; 
I  never  saw  other  than  summer  here. 

And  why  run  the  risk  of  a  winter  there  ?" 

J.  e; 
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ADYjUITAOES   of  BAyiNQ   NO  READ. 

The  very  head  and  front  of  my  offending 

Hath  thu  extent — no  more.  BmAMMrMAMMm 


I  BATE  the  man  who  can  never  see  more  than  one  side  of  a  questifl 
who  has  but  a  single  idea,  and  that  perhaps  a  wrong  one. — ^No,  I 
adopt  an  impression  zealously,  perhaps  erroneouslj,  but  I  foi^t  not 
the  "  audi  alteram  partem?^  I  can  plead  my  own  cause,  but  I  have  not 
gl?en  myself  a  retaining  fee ;  I  am  therefore  open  to  convictioD,  and 
forward  to  acknowledge  all  that  may  be  reasonably  claimed  by  my 
opponents.  Candour  and  liberality  are  my  motto,  in  the  spirit  of  which 
I  begin  with  confessing,  that  there  are  occasions  when  that  bulbons 
excrescence  termed  a  head  may  be  deemed  a  handy  appendage.  As 
n  peg  to  hang  hats  on — as  a  barber's  block  for  supporting  wigs,  or  a 
milliner's  for  showing  off  bonnets — as  a  target  for  shooting  at  when 
rendered  conspicuous  by  a  shining  helmet — ^as  a  snuff-box  ora<:hatter- 
box — as  a  machine  for  stretching  nightcaps,  or  fitting  into  a  guillotine, 
or  for  shaking  when  we  have  nothing  to  say :  in  all  these  capacities 
it  is  indisputably  a  most  useful  piece  of  household  furniture.  Yet,  as 
far  as  my  o^yn  experience  goes,  its  inconveniences  so  fearfully  predo* 
minate  oyer  its  accommodations,  that  if  I  could  not  hare  been  bom 
a  column  without  any  capital,  made  compact  and  comfortable  by 
an  ante-natal  decollation,  I  would  at  least  have  chosen-  to  draw  my 
first  breath  among 

^^  The  Anthropophagi  and  men  whote  heads 
Do  grow  beneath  their  shoulders^*— 

that  by  carrying  mine  adversary  in  this  manner,  locked  up  as  it  were 
in  mine  own  chest,  I  might  keep  him  in  as  good  subjection  as  St.  Pa- 
trick did  when  he  swam  across  the  Liffey,  and  be  the  better  enabled 
to  stomach  whatever  miseries  he  might  entail  upon  me. 

Away  with  the  hackneyed  boast  so  pompously  put  forth  by  simpletons 
who  have  no  pretensions  to  the  distinction  they  claim  for  the  race — ^that 
man  only  has  a  reasoning  head.  Tant  pis  pour  luu  If  he  possess  this 
fine  privilege  he  treats  it  as  worldlings  sometimes  do  their  fine  clothes 
— he  values  it  so  highly  that  he  has  not  the  heart  to  use  It,  or  shew  it 
in  his  conduct.  His  reason  lies  in  the  wardrobe  of  his  brain  till  it  be- 
comes moth-eaten,  or  if  he  exert  it  at  all,  it  is  that  it  may  commit  a 
moral  suicide  and  try  to  get  rid  of  itself.  Never  so  hapjnr  as  when  he 
can  escape  from  this  blessing,  he  dozes  away  as  much  of'^it  as  he  can 
in  sleep— or  blows  out  his  highly  vaunted  brains  every  evening  with  a 
bottle  of  port  wine — or  tells  you,  with  a  paviour'^s  sigh,  that  the  hap- 
piest man  is  the  laughing  lunatic  who  finds  his  straw-crown  and  joint- 
stool  throne  a  most  delightful  exchange  for  all  the  vanity  and  vexation 
of  irrational  reason.  Now,  if  a  roan  could  but  leave  off  at  his  neck — 
make  his  shoulders  the  iiZ^tf/ia.TAtJeof  his  figure— con  vert  himself  into 
a  pollard,  all  this  would  be  accomplished  at  once.  He  would  not  be- 
long to  either  the  family  of  the  Longheads  or  the  Wroogheads ;  he 
would  be  neither  headstrong  nor  headlong;  he  could  not  be  over 
head  and  cars  in  debt  or  in  love ;  head^ch,  and  face-ach,  and  tooth-> 
aeh,  and  ear-ach,  would  be  to  him  as  gorgons  and  grifiins,  and  harpies 
— ^imaginary  horrors ;  ophthalmick  medicines  he  needs  not ;  he  neither 
runs  his  head  into  danger  nor  against  a  wall,  and  whether  com  be  high 
or  low — ^rents  paid  or  unpaid — the  five  per  cents,  reduced  to  four,  or 
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the  three  per  cents,  to  nothing,  he  cares  not,  for  there  ii  no  earthly 
matter  about  which  he  can  trouble  his  head.  A  chartered  libertine, 
he  laaghs  (in  his  sleeye^  at  kings  and  parliaments ;  the  wandering 
Jew,  St  Leon,  or  Melmotn  were  not  more  impassive ;  goiilotines  and 
new  drope  have  for  him  no  more  terrors  than  has  a  thumbscrew  for  a 
sprat^  or  light  boots  for  an  oyster ;  Jack  Ketch  and  the  headman  are 
no  more  formidable  to  him  than  are  the  Centaurs  and  Amazons  to  us. 
— ^  Let  the  galPd  jade  wince,  his  withers  are  unwrung.^'  The  happy 
headless  rogue  pays  neither  powder  nor  capitation  tax.  The*  London 
Tavern  and  the  Crown  and  Anchor  are  his  patrimonial  kitchens, 
wherein  he  alone  may  reckon  without  his  host  All  ordinaries  are  at 
his  mercy ;  he  may  gorge  with  his  friends  until  the  revel  rout  be  dis- 
persed t^  the  watchmen.  ^^  The  sloe-juice  and  ratsbane,  and  such 
kind  of  stuff,^  be  it  ever  so  villainous,  can  never  get  up  into  his  brain, 
and  as  to  the  reckoning  in  all  these  cases,  it  is  so  much  a-head — and 
what  is  that  to  him  ? 

It  may  be  thought  that  I  have  said  enough  upon  this  no-head,  but  I 
cannot  refrain  from  adding,  that  a  man  thus  happily  truncated  would 
possess  immense  advantages  over  his  companions,  should  the  guardiatis 
of  the  night  break  in  upon  his  symposia  as  I  have  imagined,  for  he 
could  not  be  tweaked  by  the  nose,  nor  thrust  out  head  and  shoulders ; 
although  he  might  tumble  down  stairs  without  any  risk  of  breaking  his 
neck  or  fracturing  his  skull.  During  life  he  might  play  as  many  pranks 
as  Yorick  the  king's  jester,  and  afler  death  no  Hamlet  could  exclaim 
over  his  remains — ^^  Why,  will  he  suffer  this  knave  to  Imock  him  about 
the  sconce  with  a  dirty  shovel,  and  will  not  tell  him  of  his  action  of 
battery  r' 

Plato's  Atkntis,  and  Sir  Thomas  Moore's  Utopia,  and  Sir  Philip 
Sidney's  Arcadia,  would  all  be  realised  in  the  felicitous  life  of  such  a 
being  as  1  have  suggested.  But  methinks  I  hear  my  fair  readers  ex- 
clsdm,  what  happiness  is  there  without  love,  and  where  would  such  an 
animal  find  a  luistress  ?  Do  we  not  already  hear  husbands  often  com- 
plaining that  their  wives  have  no  heads,  and  viee  v^rsa  ?  Besides, 
might  he  not  seek  the  original  ^^  good  woman,"  of  whom  a  de-ci4>ital 
likeness  is  suspended  at  a  public-house  sign  at  Shoreditch,  and  another 
at  Walworth,  neither  of  which  did  I  ever  pass  in  my  suburban  rambles 
without  many  marital  yearnings,  and  longings,  and  aspirations  ?  These 
were  the  only  beatific  visions  that  ever  identified  to  me  the  conception 
of  the  novelists  and  dramatists — Love  at  first  Sight  That  stump  of  a 
Deck  is  irresistible.  In  the  event  of  a  marriage  thus  constituted,  some 
difficulty  might  occur  as  to  the  responses,  but  it  could  be  obviated  by 
Signs  as  in  the  unions  of  our  deaf  and  dumb,  not  by  a  nod  or  shake  of 
the  head  indeed,  but  by  some  equally  intelligible  indication ;  and  me- 
thinlcs  I  could  rival  Catullus  himself  in  composing  an  epithalamium  for 
SQch  a  nupdal  pair,  for  I  might  safelv  predicate  that  they  would  never 
lay  their  heads  together  to  hatch  nnsciiief,  nor  run  them  against  one 
another  in  anger,  nor  lose  their  time  in  kissing,  nor  fall  tog^ether  by 
the  ears.  No  fear  of  Bluebeards  in  this  happy  state,  which,  if  it  could 
be  universally  accomplished,  would  at  once  restore  to  us  the  Satumia 
regna — the  golden  age — the  millennium.  * 

Envious,  and  timid,  and  jealous  people,  are  perpetually  on  the 
watch  to  oppose  every  improvement  as  revolutionary  innovation ;  and 
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by  8(mie  sach  I  expect  to  be  told  that  my  project  is  Jacobinical,  as 
tendi^  to  make  the  profane  vulgar  independent  of  those  Intimate 
coirectivefl — the  axe  and  the  halter ;  bat  I  cannot  see  the  matter  in  this 
l^ht  John  Bull,  we  are  sometimes  told,  is  like  a  resttve  horse — give 
him  his  head  and  he  runs  to  the  deyil;  but,  by  my  proposition,  the 
common  people  will  never  be  able  to  make  head  at  all,  whatever  be 
their  provocations,  so  that  I  really  consider  myself  entitled  to  the 
great  prize  from  the  members  of  the  Holy  Alliance.  Other  cavillers 
may  uige  that  it  would  be  injurious  to  the  pn^ess  of  knowledge  and 
the  culttvation  of  literature,  as  if  the  brains  could  not  exist  any  where 
but  in  the  head !  Buffbn,  no  ignoramus  in  such  matters,  was  decidedly 
of  opinion  that  the  stomach  was  the  seat  of  thought.  Persius  dubs  it 
a  Master  of  Arts, 

*^  Magister  Artiom, 
Ingeniiqae  laiptor  venter.^^ 

We  have  it  on  the  powerful  authority  of  Menenius  Agrippa,  a 
grave  Roman,  that  the  belly  once  maintained  an  aj^mentative 
colloquy  with  the  members.  Ventriloquism  is  vet  in  its  infancy,  but 
who  should  limit  its  eloquence  were  it  culdvated  from  necessity  ?  So 
satisfied  are  we  of  the  reflecting  disposition  of  this  portion  of  our  eco- 
nomy, that  we  call  a  cow,  or  other  beast  with  two  stomachs,  a  rumi- 
nating animal,  par  excellence.  Why  might  not  our  clergy,  instead  of 
dividhig  their  oiscourses  into  heads-— Cerbcrean,  Polypean,  and  Hydra- 
form,  which  always  a£3icts  me  with  a  Cephalalgy — spin  the  thread  of 
their  sermons,  like  the  spider^s,  from  the  stomach  instead  of  the  head, 
and  apportion  them  under  the  titles  of  the  peristaltic  motion,  the  epi- 
gastre,  the  hypochondre,  and  the  colon — names  as  sonorous  and  clas- 
sical as  those  of  the  Muses,  with  which  Herodotus  has  baptised  his 
respective  chapters  ?    Even  constituted  as  we  now  are,  with  head- 

2uarterB  already  provided  for  the  brains,  will  any  one  deny  that  an 
.  ^pera  dancer^s  are  in  his  heels,  or  that  Shakspeare  had  not  a  similar 
conviction,  when  he  makes  one  of  his  characters  exclaim, 

*^  Hence  will  I  drag  thee  headlong,  by  the  heels, 
•Unto  a  dunghill  which  shall  be  thy  grave  ?" 

Does  he  not,  moreover,  distinctly  mark  the  seat  of  pride  and  aspiring 
talent,  when  he  says  of  Wolsey, 

"  He  was  a  man 
Of  an  unbounded  stomach— ever  ranking 
Himself  with  princes.** 

But  I  have  said  enough.  If  the  reader  be  satisfied  that  I  am  sug- 
gesting a  prodigious  improvement,  1  have  carried  my  point :  if  he  1^ 
not,  1  deny  that  he  has  a  rational  head,  and  thus  establish  my  argu- 
ment. Here  are  the  two  horns  pf  a  dilemma,  which,  if  he  will  continue 
to  wear  his  super-humeral  callosity  in  spite  of  my  admonitions,  may 
supply  it  a  fitting  decoration ;  and  so  having  conducted  him  to  the 
same  predicament  as  Fabtaff  in  Windsor  Forest,  1  leave  him  to  moon- 
light and  the  fairies.  H. 


(  »»  ) 

TBS  OALLERY  OF  AFELLES.* 

*  *  *  *  Combabus  had  Qot  yet  passed  his  20th  year,  aod  Apelles 
was  in  his  75th.  Yet  the  two  friends  commooed  at  parting  with  the 
sjmpathy  and  freedom  of  equal  ages — for  the  heart  of  Apelles  was 
still  in  its  20th  year.  The  gods  had  vouchsafed  to  him  that  rare  en- 
dowment of  privileged  genius — to  retain  in  his  old  age  the  fancy  and 
sensibility  of  youth.  At  some  moments,  indeed,  he  would  reprove  the 
young  man  for  the  extravagance  of  his  purpose  ;  ^^  What,^'  said  he, 
^^  leave  Greece,  the  land  of  arts,  literature,  and  beauty,  to  look  upon 
one  £iir  woman  on  the  barbarian  shores  of  Asia  !^' — ^fiut  tbis  was  a 
mere  obeisance  to  the  decorum  of  his  years — his  heart  went  with 
Combabusk  ^^  6o,^  said  he,  ^^  my  young  friend — ^may  Uie  gods  pre- 
eerre  youf'  As  they  embraced,  Combabus  felt  upon  his  shoulder, 
where  it  was  uncovered  by  the  fold  of  his  peplus,  a  drop  from  the  old 
man^s  eye,  aiid  pressed  both  his  hands  affectionately  in  return.  ^^  No, 
Combobas,'^  said  Apelles,  '^  it  is  not  the  grief  of  parting,  adthough  thoa 
art  dear  to  me  as  my  own  child,  but  the  despair  of  these  aged  limbs 
which  will  not  bear  me,  to  look  once  more  upon  that  divine  form-* 
fareweU  ^ 

Combabus  noticed  but  few  objects  or  incidents  during  his  voyage. 
His  mind  was  occupied  with  the  divine  perfection  of  the  ApeUean 
Venus,  and  the  flitting  visions  of  beauty  in  which  his  imagination  ar- 
rayed the  original  which  he  was  going  to  behold.  On  board  the  ship 
which  conveyed  him,  he  was  so  silent  and  absorbed  as  to  attract  the 
notice  of  the  passengers.  Of  these,  the  men  pronounced  him  a  fool ; 
the  women,  more  clmritable,  ascribed  ftiis  behaviour  to  disappointed  or 
parted  love.  A  young  Ionian  girl  approached  YAm  with  a  winning  air 
of  polbh^  simplicity  and  young  innocence,  to  ask  if  he  was  indisposed. 
Combabus,  in  his  distraction,  answered  by  some  incoherent  phrase : 
^  Pardon  me,^'  said  the  innocent  and  beautiful  questioner,  ^^  if  sup- 
posing you  indisposed,  I  have  intruded  upon,  perhaps,  the  sadness  of 
being  parted  from  those  you  love.^'  Combabus  looked  for  the  first 
time  upon  tlie  countenance  of  her  who  spoke  to  him.  It  was  of  the 
Diana  cast ;  the  traits  pronounced  to  an  outUne  nobly  beautiful— but 
the  severer  loveliness  of  the  Virgin  of  the  woods,  touched  into  softness 
by  the  influence  of  blue  Ionian  eyes.  Combabus  merely  thanked  her ; 
but  the  tone  in  wliich  he  spoke  told  her  that  he  felt  her  kindness— 
perhaps,  also,  that  her  beauty  had  not  escaped  him.  He  rose  from  his 
seat,  took  her  by  the  hand,  and  requested  her  to  sit  on  the  bench  be- 
side liim.  ^^  You  should,^^  said  she,  ^^  be  a  Greek,  and  yet,  pardon  me, 
there  is  something  of  the  stranger.^'  ^^  Your  olraervation  is  just,''  said 
Combabus  ;  ^^I  was  boqi  in  Persia,  of  an  Athenian  mother,  whom  the 
fortune  of  war  made  the  slave,  and  her  beauty  and  virtue  afterwards 
made  the  wife,  of  a  Persian  general.  But  Greece  (contiaued  he^  ay,  my 
beloved  Athens !  thou  art  £e  country  of  my  youth,  my  education,  and 
mj  filial  love.''  ^^  And  I  too,''  replied  the  ingenuous  girl,  '^  though  bom 
at  Bililetus,  claim  kindred  with  all  that  is  Athenian.  You  see  this  littie 
clasp  of  gold — ^it  is  the  reward  of  the  polished  and  amiable  Athenians, 
to  a  simple  girl  who  proved  some  skill  in  music,  and  denotes  that 

*  CoDtinued  from -vol.  iv.  page  1. 
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Athens  adopted  me  her  chiM.'^  A  slight  gesture,  accompanjliig  these 
words,  drew  the  eye  of  Combabiis  to  a  litUe  golden  figure  of  the  grass- 
hopper, usually  worn  at  the  meeting  of  the  drapery  on  the  hreast,  hy 
those  Athenian  ladies  who  claim  their  descent  from  the  stock  of 
Cecrops  The  beautiful  Ionian,  from  instinctiye  modesty,  wore  it 
drawn  nearly  to  the  shoulder,  clasping  the  foldings  of  her  light  robe, 
so  high  across  her  bosom,  as  wholly  to  veil  its  brightness ;  but  a  sli^t 
embroidered  cincttt^  confined  the  descending  drapery  underneath,  so 
as  to  delineate  the  beauty  of  its  contour.  Combabus  said  nothing.  But 
it  is  probable  there  was  something  in  his  looks— or  perhaps,  he  sighed — 
to  sustain  the  conversation — for  the  fair  Greek,  in  a  voice  boniering 
upon  the  iamtiiarly  kind,  ofiered  to  play  for  him  on  her  lyre.  She  rose 
on  the  instant  without  waiting  his  assent,  and  produced  froAi  its  case 
of  ebony  a  slender  eleyen-stiinged  lyre,  exquisitely  wrought,  bat  of 
simple  ornament  Having  resumed  her  seat,  facing  Combabus,  and 
presenting  to  him  her  right  arm  (her  left  hand  was  engaged  in  holding 
the  lyre,)  ^  Will  yoo,'^  said  she,  ^  release  my  arm'*  from  this  clasp  :'* 
Combabus  did  so,  with  a  tremulous  sensation  of  rapture  and  respect. 
The  clasp,  a  little  above  the  elbow,  was  no  sooner  unloosed,  than  the 
sleeve  became  open  along  the  whole  eitemai  seam,  and  descended 
from  the  point  or  the  shoulder  close  to  her  side,  discovering  an  arm  so 
beautiful,  so  sod,  so  fair,  that  a  lover^s  kiss  had  printed  upon  it  a 
touch  too  rude,  or  left  a  stain  upon  its  whiteness.  After  a  few  tones 
of  improvised  melody,  she  sang  some  verses  with  the  accompaniment 
of  her  lyre.    The  following  were  among  the  number : 

^Tis  loyelj^-when  the  blushing  dawn 
Gems  witii  dew  the  green-robed  lawn. 
When  the  mom  her  virgin  beam 
Flinga  faintly  over  grove  and  stream. 
When  the  stars  fade  in  the  west, 
When  the  wild  bird  leaves  her  nest. 

But  hlushing  dawn, 

And  dew-gemmed  lawn. 
To  me,  no  more,  can  yield  deUght « 

To  me  more  dear 

The  silent  tear 
I  shed  in  Cinthia^s  silver  light. 

Oh  I  Helle  dear 

This  silent  tear. 
In  death  alone,  shall  cease  to  flow. 

Dear,  as  thou  art, 

To  this  fond  heart, 
Its  secret  thoa  may^st  never  know. 

^  I  love  the  music  of  lonia,'^  said  Combabus,  without  adding  a  word 
of  compliment  to  the  fair  Citharist ;  yet  a  halfs:hecked  smile,  which 
played  about  her  mouth,  seemed  to  say  that  she  was  pleased.  ^^  The 
verses,'^  said  she,  '^  are  common,  but  the  melody  is  of  Timotheus,  the 
great  master  of  our  Ionian  music,  who  perfected  the  lyre,  by  increas- 
ing the  number  of  its  strings.^'  ^  I  have  heard,^'  said  Combabus,  ^^  his 
music  in  the  tragedy  of  Ajax  applauded  by  the  Athenians  at  the  the- 
atre, with  the  same  enthusiasm,  as  when  it  gained  him  the  garland  of 
victory  from  all  his  opponents — the  ancient  prejudices  of  the  people, 
and  the  envy  and  intrigues  of  his  rivals  in  the  art.'^    ^'  He  was  cer- 
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faialy  eadneDt,*^  reptted  she,  ^Mn  the  tempeataoiis  and  pathetic^  for 
which  that  fine  tragedy  k  so  fayourabie  a  yehicle  \  bat  I  chiefly  admire 
in  him  the  art  of  blenoiDg  the  plaiatiye  and  the  gay  with  an  enchanting 
yolatiUty-  It  was  by  this  tt^i  he  refined  •  the  musical  taste  of  the 
Athefllaos,  and  so  alumed  the  churlish  Spartans  for  their  onamiablf 
yirtue^  that  they  banished  the  musician,  and  cut  the  strings  of  his  lyre\ 
as  tlie  ooiy  means  of  guarding  against  the  fascinating  power  of  hii 
strains.'^  ^  I  can  well  belieye  their  fascination,^^  said  Combabus,  ^^  from 
the*  strain  which  you  haye  just  suug.^'  Their  eyes  met  accidentally  as 
he  spoke,  hot  it  was  only  for  an  instant.  ^^  So  simple  in  its  melody,'' 
coatiniied  Combabus,  '^  yet  so  flexible  and  yaried ;  so  light  and  playful^ 
yet  so  naturally  running  into  a  note  of  sadness.^'  ^^  The  yery  secret,'* 
nid  she,  ^  of  the  tender  and  moying  in  musical  expresrion:  the  two 
opposite  feelings  should  be  commingled.  How  much  more  of  touching 
sadness  in  the  rose  that  smiled  yesterday  but  droops  to-day,  than  in  the 
eternal  moumii^  of  the  willow  and  the  cypress !''  ^^  And  how  much," 
said  Combabus,  ^^  does  a  transient  reminiscence  of  melancholy,  in  the 
hour  of  rapture,  heighten  the  luxuiy  of  sentiment,  and  refine  the  cup 
of  bliss  !^^  ^^  Perhaps,"  said  she,  ^^  a  note  of  sadness  too  frequently  in- 
trudes itaelf  In  our  joyous  airs;  but  the  reason  may  be,"  continued  she, 
after  pausing  for  an  instant,  ^^  that  ours  is  the  music  of  a  conquered 
people."  It  is  true,  that  the  lonians  receiyed  the  Persian  yoke  with  a 
facility  which  justly  lowered  them  in  the  estimation  of  the  other  Greeks. 
^  They  consoled  themselyes,'  says  the  historian  of  Halicamassus,  ^  in 
the  bosom  of  luxury  and  the  arts,  and  under  the  most  delightful  hea- 
yen.'  But,  doubtless,  they  still  felt  their  humiliation — for  what  can 
console  a  people  under  the  sense  of  slayery  and  shame  f  Combabus 
observed  that  a  tear  started  in  her  eye  as  she  spoke,  and  turned  away 
from  a  topic  which  seemed  to  giye  her  pain.  '^  Your's,"  said  he,  ^^  is 
the  music  In  which  parting  loyers  should  say,  ^  We  meet  no  more.' " 
^^  Ay,"  said  she  smiling,  whilst  the  tear  still  hung  upon  her  long  dark 
eye-hishes,  ^^  and  in  which  meeting  loyers  might  say,  ^  We  part  no 
more.'"  ♦*♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

[Here  there  is  a  considerable  chasm  in  the  manuscript.  It  is,  how- 
eyer,  but  partially  Injured,  so  that  it  may  be  collected,  from  the  traces 
remaining,  that  Combabus  and  this  Ionian  girl  interclumged  the  story 
of  their  liy es,  or  rather  of  their  hearts— both  being  still  so  youE^ ;  that 
they  put  In  at  Cyprus,  which  lay  in  their  line  of  navigation  from  the 
Cjclades  to  Syria ;  that  Combabus  offered  sacrifice  of  fruits  and  flowers 
(for  the  diylnity  of  loye  abhorred  all  cruel  offerings)  to  sea-bom  Venus, 
in  her  fayonred  isle ;  that  the  name  of  thi^  girl  was  Leueolene^  given 
to  her  from  the  remarkable  whiteness  of  her  arms— perhaps  adopted 
from  Homer,  who  frequently  employs  the  epithet,  and  whose  poems 
were  read  with  enthusiasm  in  his  native  Ionia  ;  and  lastly,  that  Com- 
babus and  Leucolene  left  Cyprus  in  different  ship*! — the  latter  two  days 
earlier,  and  with  evident  haste.  The  manuscript,  after  this  chasm, 
roDs  as  follows.] 

This  impression  [perhaps  of  parting  from  Leucolene]  did  not  endure 

long:  the  object  of  his  voyage  resumed  its  empire  over  the  mind  of 

Combabus,  as  he  beheld  the  city  which  rejoiced  in  the  beauty  of  Stra- 

tooice.    Arrived  at  Antioch,  his  first  care  was  to  present  the  letter  of 
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Apelles  to  Eraalrtntiit  the  phjddan,  who  was  in  the  highest  finroor 
with  the  Queen,  and  resided  withia  the  precincts  of  the  royal  palace. 
Eraslstnitos  reeelTed  liiiB  with  tlie  mini)  forms  of  hospitality,  tondiini^ 
Ills  right  hand,  and  condncting  Mm  taaseat  Combahos  observed 
tiiat  he  often  smiled  whilst  reading  the  letter.  Having  read  it  twice 
over,  he  Iblded  it  np,  looked  at  Comhabns  witii  frank  familiarity,  and 
said,  ^  So,  yooi^  man,  you  have  made  this  voyage  solely  to  behold  the 
<liieen  of  Syria."  ^  To  lo<^,'^  replied  Combabus, «« npon  her  who  has 
inspired  the  divinest  creation  of  the  pend|  of  Apelles,  and  who  la,*  oa 
earth,  the  representative  of  the  Queen  of  Love."  ^^Bnt  how,"  said 
the  doctor,  ^^  do  you  hope  to  behold  the  Queen,  who  lives  not  in  the 
simplicity  of  Republican  Greece,  but  surrounded  by  the  pomp  and 
pride  of  an  Asiatic  court  f'  ^  For  that,"  replied  Combabus,  ^1  trust 
to  the  friend  of  Apelles."  ^  And  your  own,"  rejoined  Erasistratns : 
^  you  are  now  my  guest  Here  (continued  he,  whilst  leadii^  Com- 
babus into  his  cabinet)  you  may  pass  your  time  until  my  return,  with 
Homer,  Plato,  and  my  illustrious  kinsman.*" 

The  physician's  UlM«ry  was  well  supplied.  Homer  had  the  place  of 
tenour,  like  a  presiding  genius,  in  that  compartment  which  held  the 
poets  and  philosophers.  His  bust,  a  copy  from  the  Apotheosis  of  the 
poett,  by  a  pupil  of  him  who  is  so  celebrated  among  the  Greeks  for 
that  admirable  piece  of  sculpture,  was  placed  full  in  view  on  enterii^ 
the  cabinet  The  bandeau  across  the  forehead,  attached  in  a  knot  be- 
hind, and  the  absence  of  the  veins  on  the  sculptured  suriace,  attested 
that  the  divinity  of  his  genius  had  received  the  honours  of  Apotheo8ls.| 
The  form  of  the  eyes  indicated  the  blindness,  true  or  fabled,  of  the 
poet ;  but  without  producing  disfigurement  or  vacancy  in  the  ezpres* 
ilon  of  the  iace,— and  rather  blending  with  its  elevation  a  feeling  of  pa* 
thos.  It  is  doufaitfiil  whether  the  images  bearing  the  name  of  Homer,  of 
which  there  were  several  in  the  form  of  a  Hermes,  executed  at  different 
periods,  and  with  parlous  degrees  of  skill,  were  genuine  likenesses^  or 
ealy  fictitious  and  conyeniional — and  this  doubt  produces  in  the  heart 
e  sentiment  of  despondent  privation.  But  let  the  race  of  man  be 
consoled  with  having  the  authentic  traits  of  his  divine  spirit  in  his 
immortal  poems.  Next,  on  the  right  hand,  was  seen,  sculptured  in  re- 
lief Calliope,  the  epic  Muse,  conversing  with  the  poet ;  and  on  the  left, 
Erato,  the  muse  of  philosophy,  instructing  Socrates  in  her  OM>nil 


•Ariftotis* 

t  The  ^^dftpAlAeM^p/HofMr'^  waiawortcof  great  cdebriiy  among  Ike  aap 
cientt,  sad  ii  mentioned  b^aeyeral  writers,  Greek  and  Roman.  A  bait  (or 
Hennei)  agreeing  almeet  exactly  with  the  deicription  in  the  text,  and  undonbtedly 
one  of  thoie  headi  which  passed  among  the  Greeks  for  likenesses  of  the  poet,  was 
discoTered  at  Rome,  making  part  of  the  garden  wall  of  a  Roman  prince^  in  the 
time  of  Clement  the  Xtlth.  It  was  first  obserred  by  the  antiquary  Ficorini,  and 
ultimately  Ibond  its  way  into  the  museum  of  the  Capitol,  where  it  remained 
imtU  the  French  Republicans  despoiled  the  Csqpitol  to  adorn  the  Lourre.  I  hmvp 
seen  it  placed  catref ally,  indeed  reverentially,  in  one  of  the  covered  vehicles  which 
conveyed  away  the  treasures  of  the  Louvre  in  1815,  and  never  have  I  beheld  fi>» 
neral  convoy  more  moamful.-^(Translator.) 

1  It  is  from  this  non-appearance  of  the  veins,  that  the  celebrated  Tor#o  of  Bel- 
veaert  is  supposed  to  represent  Hercules,  after  he  had  obtained  immortality.  Tlie 
observation  is  made  by  Winkelman. — (IVans.) 
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800^.^  Tbftre  were  abo  llie  bdrti  of  Pk^o,  ArtHode,  Hhipocntes, 
AMuagomB^  Democritmi,  and  other  wise  men,  who  difibBed  the  light 
of  knowledge  over  Graeee.  Bnt  the  figure  which  parttenlarlj  aH^ted 
CombeboB,  was  a  funeral  genius,  nn&r  the  form  of  a  heantifnl  boj, 
slandinf  erect,  his  ejes  closed  with  an  air  of  languor  between  death 
and  deep,  his  legs  graoefnllj  creased  at  tlie  anales,  his  hands  meeting 
abofe  die  head,  and  his  back  resting  against  a  pine  tree,  the  branches 
of  which  were  spread  above  him,  as  if  to  cast  their  fnneieal  shade  npoft 
the  trampilllity  of  his  eternal  repoae.t 

Having  satisfied  liimself  with  the  contemplatloB  of  these  objects^ 
Combrims  tamed  to  tlie  books.  He  took  np  Homer  the  first  in  order, 
and,  after  looking  over  some  passages  with  a  famiMbr  eye,  laid  aside 
the  volume  with  the  care  of  one  intending  to  resume  it  Plato,  Aria- 
tode,  Anazagoras  he  restored  to  their  places  after  a  passing  glance. 
Combabns  Imd  not  yet  reached  the  age  o[  philosophy.  Amongst  the 
dranatic  poets  he  seemed  to  regard  £schylas  with  more  admiration 
than  sympathy,  and  had  scarcely  read  a  scene  when  he  abruptly  laid 
down  the  book.  Sophocles  and  Euripides  detained  him  longer.  He 
look  np  and  read  in  them  alternately,  with  the  lii^iing  indecision  of 
equal  admiration.  Pursuing  his  surrey,  he  was  surprised  to  find  no« 
books  on  medicine,  and  thought  the  exclusion  strange.  Happening, 
however,  to  look  into  an  obscure  corner,  he  beheld  a  hei^  at  boeka 
cardeasly  piled,  and  overstrown  with  withered  plants  and  flowers, 
which  Enudstratus  had  thrown  aside  after  having  exaasined  or  applied 
their  medicinal  qualities.  This  piled  lumber  consisted  of  books  of 
me^cine  and  poetry — the  former  chiefly  written  by  women  of  Greece. 
It  was  singular  that  the  Greek  ladies  gave  themselves  up  to  the  heal* 
log  art,  when  their  practising  it  was  £ibidden  by  usage  and  the  laws. 
The  comic  poets  ascribed  it  to  their  love  of  contnidlction.  "  Give 
them,"  said  these  latter,  ^  leave  and  encouragement  to  pursue  the 
stody  of  the  healing  art,  and  you  will  not  have  one  medical  treatise 
wiitten  by  a  woman  in  ten  Olympiads."  But  the  comic  poets  have  ever 
been  remarked  for  the  slanderous  malice  of  their  tongues.  This  pre- 
dilection ibr  medical  studies  should  rather  be  referred  to  the  hunuu^ty 
of  the  sex,  which  would  seek  the  means  of  assuaging  the  suffisringa 
and  austadning  the  infirmities  of  mankind,  in  spite  of  injustice  and  un» 
kindness.  Poetry,  however,  formed  the  laiger  portion  of  the  pile  i 
and  although  Combabus  had  passed  his  life  in  reading,  yet  these  neg- 
lected geniuses  were  as  new  to  him  as  if  they  had  never  existed, 
Moumfol  destiny  for  men  who  set  such  a  value  on  themselves,  and 
were  indeed  the  heads  and  limbsof  schools  in  their  day !  Once  in  every 
body's  hands — ^but  now  in  nobody's,  or  only  in  those  of  some  rustic  re- 

*  These  fignres  were  probably  parts  of  a  group  of  the  Mases  frequently  repre^ 
seated  on  ancient  sarcophagi  with  (somewhat  strangely)  Bacchants,  Satyrs,  and 
Sileni,  on  the  covercles,  in  all  the  wild  intoxication  of  feasting.  One  of  these 
sarcophagi,  with  the  above  basso-rilieTos  in  perfect  preservation,  was  discovered 
in  the  vicinity  of  Rome  about  the  beginning  of  the  last  century,  and  is  to  be  seen, 
1  believe,  in  the  Vatican.     (Trans.) 

t  This  figure  u  also  common  in  rUitvo  upon  ancient  sarcophagi ;  and  the  French 
po— eia  a  precious  and  admired  antique,  which  agrees  with  the  above  precisely  in 
dcjuiption.  ltisknownbythenameofgente/tin^6f«.  In  this  personification  may 
be  seen  that  characteristic  trait  of  Greek  imagination,  which,  ever  studious  of  the 
beautiful,  anayed  in  beaaty  avea  the  gleoia  aad  ghasUiness  of  death.    (Traa.) 
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turaing  in  the  eTening^  from  the  market  of  Athens,  with  hfs  half  de 
cad^«  provlBion  of  fish,  figs,  and  bacon.  Comhahos  bad  the  curiosity 
to  look  throagh  several.  A  brief  notice  of  these,  though  so  vtterij 
foii^tten,  may  not  be  without  interest,  as  illustrating  the  ephemeral 
successes  of  shallow  pretension,  and  the  capricious  dettrations  of  poeti- 
cal taste.  *••*«  ««««••««  *««««« 

[Here  there  is  again  a  great  chasm  in  the  manoBcript    It  maj  well 
be  called  a  hiatu$  valde  dejUndw.] 

This  assurance  was  deughtful  to  Combabus ;  jet  so  far  from  render- 
ing his  thoughts  steady  or  his  mind  at  ease,  it  gave  new  activity  to  his 
imagination.  Rapt  wholly  in  his  own  reveries,  he  scarcely  spoke  a 
word  intelligibly  to  Erasistratus ;  and  the  philosopher  with  equal  wis- 
dom and  good-nature  left  him  to  himself.  They  met  once  more  at  the 
physician's  evening  repast.  It  was  short  and  frugal,  consisting  of 
some  cakes,  fresh  eggs,  fruit,  the  gentle  wine  of  Thasos  perfumed 
with  rose  leaves,  and  diluted  with  water  from  a  cool  and  limpid  spring 
which  Erasistratus  had  consecrated  to  the  genii  of  Health  and  Tempe- 
rance, who,  according  to  the  religion  of  the  Syrians,  were  the  children 
of  Nature.  The  repast  being  concluded,  a  damsel  who  tended  and 
consoled  the  very  advanced  age  of  Erasistratus,  like  the  Hecamede  ot 
aged  Nestor — ^like  her  blooming  in  youth,  in  innocence,  and  in  the 
luxuriant  abundance  of  golden-curled  hair  [see  Homer,]  appeared  be- 
fore them.  She  conducted  Combabus  to  the  door  of  the  apartment  in 
which  he  was  to  sleep,  and  having  presented  him  with  some  laurel 
leaves,  wished  him  happy  dreams.  Combabus  having  put  on  a  snow- 
white  robe  left  upon  his  couch  by  «^  Hecamede  of  abundant  tresses.^^ 
(so  she  was  called  by  Erasistratus)  placed  the  leaves  of  the  prophetic 
plant  [laurel]. above  his  head,  and  lay  down  to  rest.  As  well  might 
one  strive  to  fix  the  fluctuations  of  surface,  and  the  changes  of  hue  and 
shade,  on  the  bosom  of  the  ocean  beneath  the  passing  clouds,  as  to  fix 
the  visions  that  flitted  round  him  in  his  sleep.  One  only  was  of  a 
painful  nature,  and,  alas !  it  alone  left  any  dirtinct  impression  on  liis 
memory.  He  beheld  the  Apellean  Venus  in  animated  divinity,  present- 
ing to  him  a  golden  cup,  which  he  was  dying  with  desire  to  drink  of^ 
but  which  some  invisible  sorcery  kept  ever  from  his  Ups.  The  loyely 
vision,  seeing  his  despair,  dropped  a  tear  into  the  cup,  and  let  it  fall 
from  her  hand,  and  the  ftncied  noise  awoke  Combabus,  exhausted  and 
agitated.  He  soon,  however,  relapsed  into  a  more  profound  sleep,  k> 
the  enjoyment  of  which  we  will  leave  him  for  a  while. 


SECOND^GHT. 

A  ScoTSMAV,  like  hii  coimtiymeii  whotraTel 

Southward,  to  find  a  happier  clime, 
Where  rerdant  turf  and  flowen,  not  heath  and  graycl^ 

Coyer  the  earth,  and  thiitlei  yield  to  thyme, 
And  hranching  oak  and  heech  luxuriant  rite. 
Shaming  the  broom  beneath  his  native  skies, 
Where  lonB  glow  warmer,  richer  fruits  are  eaten. 
And  oaten  cakes  jield  up  the  palm  to  wheatciH- 
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Took  up  bit  distant  dwellingY 

When  tired  with  telling 
Hit  pedlar  waret :  having  hia  fortune  made 
By  trucking,  chaffering,  hailing  at  hi«  trade. 

At  Lei^ton  Bonard  ^twai  he  fixM  hb  quartan. 

And  purchased  bricks  and  mortars. 
Built  a  neat  Jionse  with  praiseworthy  frugality, 

And  then  sat  down  for  life 

Idle— he  took  no  wife 
To  pester  the  last  years  of  hu  mortality. 

One  faculty  of  ralue  he  could  boast. 

That  none,  except  his  countrymen,  possest, 
Called  Seeimd-nght ;  by  this  at  others^  cost 

He  oft  adyanced  his  purse  and  interest ; 
Could  see  the  g^UMts  at  midnight  steal  away 
From  church-]^urd  grares,  and  ramble  till  Uwaa  day ; 
And  mark  infernal  Imps,  to  tempt  poor  sinners. 
Mix  at  their  plays,  and  operas,  and  dinners. 

One  day  our  Sawney  firom  a  drunken  frolic 
SufferM  the  cholic. 
And  lay  stretchM  out  like  a  stuck  pi|,  loud  groanmg ; 
Eye  came  and  brought  short  respite  from  his  moaning, — 
He  rose  that  he  might  hobble  to  a  doctor 
IW  some  advice  to  cure  his  bowels  sick^ 
And  save  his  corpse  and  cash  from  priest  and  proctor. 

Two  Esculapians  practised  in  the  place. 
He  sought  the  nearest  out  to  tell  his  case, 

Regain  his  ease,  and  set  at  rest  his  doubt 

But  stared  at  finding  all  the  door  about 
Swarming  with  disembodied  shades  of  those 
Despatched  to  their  repose 

By  BoLCB  with  his  drops  and  pills. 

Scarce  gaining  time  to  make  their  wills : 
They  sto<kl  as  thick  as  bees  in  summer  hives, 
Relics  of  practice  on  a  thousand  lives. 

"  It's  weel,  it's  weel,  the  hint  is  unco  gude," 
Thought  wary  Sawney ;  and  away  he  strode 

To  seek  the  other  son  of  cataplasms, 

Divining  the  phantasms 
That  haunted  him  might  less  in  number  be. 

And  this  assuredly 
Would  be  a  rule  to  ascertain  his  skill. 
With  pain  increasing  now  he  reach'd  the  door 

Where  two  poor  ghosts  stood  miserably  chill*' 
He  saw  but  /vo,  sharp  as  he  lookM  for  more. 
Now  this  was  well,  the  suffering  patient  thought : 

Errors  might  happen  sore^  against  the  will. 

From  oversight  the  best  might  twice  be  cau^t — 
*^  I'll  venture  in,  and  get  a  little  ease 

From  these  cursed  pains  that  on  my  vitals  aeixe." 
He  said,  and  enter'd,  took  a  copious  dose. 

But  wher\  he  rose  to  go  away 
The  doctor  thanked  him,  hugged  him  close, 

Assured  him  that  for  many  a  day 
He  'd  been  despairing,  patients  were  so  few, 
For  till  that  hour  he  never  had  but  tvoi  n. 
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UTERART  BBCOLLBC^IOIIB  OF  LORDdV. 

^  ira  II. 

^^  The  City  of  London,  that  ii  to  me  to  dear  and  sweet, — hi  which  I  wasjbrlh* 
grown ;  and  more  kindly  love  have  I  to  ttiat  place,  than  any  other  on  eartlu^ 

CAsifcer. 

I  AM  nerer  tired  of  walking  in  London.  Whether  I  peramhnlate  the 
broad  payement  of  Oxford-street,  steid  cantiouslj  through  the  peiiloas 
passes  of  the  Seven  Dials,  thread  the  mases  of  oxen  and  sheep  in 
Smithfield,  or  jostle  rich  dtj  mercliants  on  Comhill,  I  never  fail  in 
finding  an  infinite  fand  of  interest  and  amusement 

Bat  let  me  give  some  accoimt  of  my  second  peregrination.  It  was 
a  clear  autumn  morning  as  I  passed  through  the  massy  archway  of 
Ldncoln^s  Inn,  and  traversed  the  venerable  square  so  rich  with  a  thou- 
sand legal  associations.  The  doors  of  the  hall  in  which  Baccm  and 
Clarendon,  and  Shaftesbury,  delivered  their  judgments,  were  open,  and 
I  stepped  in.  I  am  not,  thank:  Heaven !  versed  in  the  intricacies  of 
equity ;  but  I  could  not  help  feeling  a  sentiment  of  the  liighest  yene- 
ration,  as  I  stood  where  the  powernil  intellects  of  the  country  had  for 
ages  displayed  their  powers.  Upon  the  ancient  wainscot  was  em- 
blazoned many  a  noble  escutcheon,  and  many  an  illustrious  name,  upon 
which  the  sun  seemed  glad  to  shed  his  rays,  enriched  and  glowing  with 
the  various  tints  of  the  stained  windows  through  which  they  passed. 
As  I  gazed  on  these  memorials  of  ancient  genius^  I  recalled  the  men 
whose  names  they  commemorated ;  and  first,  with  a  stately  and  very 
measured  step,  came  the"^  lord  keeper  Hatton^  Alas !  the  voice  of 
Mr.  Hart,  moving,  I  think  he  said,  to  dissolve  an  injunction,  at  the 
same  time,  dissolved  my  vision. 

In  proceeding  on  towards  Portugal-street,  I  passed  the  Vice- 
Chancellor's  court,  which,  like  America,  is  not  old  enough  to  possess 
any  recollections.  At  the  comer  of  Portugal-street,  opposite  to  the 
shop  of  Messrs.  Clarke,  well  stored  with  ponderous  tomes  of  law, 
stands  the  modern  Wills's — how  changed  from  the  Wills's  of  ancient 
days !  but  of  that  anon.  Upon  turning  a  comer,  I  emerged  into  the 
prodigious  area  of  Lincoln^s  Inn  Fields.  To  all  who  love  virtue  and 
honour,  and  freedom,  this  is  indeed  holy  ground !  From  the  centre  of 
this  square  the  pure  and  noble  spirit  of  William  Lord  Russell  fled  to 
Heaven.  How  closely  has  the  memory  of  this  undaunted  patriot,  and 
his  high-minded  lady,  entwined  itself  with  the  affections  of  every  true 
English  heart !  The  account  of  Lord  RusselPs  last  moments,  as  given 
by  Burnet,  is,  perhaps,  one  of  the  most  affecting  biographical  sketches 
in  the  langraage.  How  hard  it  is  to  refrain  from  tears  when  we  find 
Lady  Russell  repressing  hers,  lest  they  should  embitter  the  few  re- 
maining hours  of  her  husband>  life !  Of  his  execution  a  very  detailed 
account  is  g^ven,  from  which  i  will  transcribe  a  few  particulars  which 
enrich  this  place  with  the  most  interesting  associations :  ^  He  went  into 
Ids  coach  with  great  cheerfulness ;  Dr.  Tillotson  and  Dr.  Burnet  ac- 
companied him.  As  they  were  going,  he  looked  about  1dm,  and  knew 
several  persons.  Some  he  saw  staring  on  him  who  knew  him,  and  did 
not.  put  off  their  hats.  He  said  there  was  great  joy  in  some,  but  tliat 
did  not  touch  him  so  much  as  the  tears  he  observed  in  the  eyes  of 
others,  for  that,  he  said  made  him  tender.    He  sung  within  Idmself  as 


hewentaloi^;  and  Dr.  Burnet  asking  him  what  lie  wm  singing,  he  saiA 
it  was  the  119th  Pslanv— bat  he  should  sing  better  verj  soon.  As  the 
carriage  toraed  into  litde  QneeB-street,  l»e  said,  ^  I  iiave  often  tomed 
to  the  other  hand  with  great  comfort,  but  now  1  torn  to  this  witlir 
mater.'  As  he  said  this,  he  looked  towards  his  own  house,  and  Dr. 
TiUotB<m  saw  a  tear  drop  from  his  eye.  Just  as  they  were  entering 
liocofai^s  Inn  Fields,  he  mdd,  ^  Tliis  has  been  to  me  a  place  of  sinning, 
sndGod  now  makes  it  the  place  of  my  punishment.'  He  wondered  ta 
9ee  10  great  a  crowd  assembled.  He  had  before  obsenred  that  it 
rained,  and  said  to  his  companions,  ^  This  rain  may  do  you  hurt  that 
are  bsdneheaded.'  He  then  knelt  down,  and  prayed  three  or  four  mU 
notes  by  idmself.  When  that  was  done,  he  took  off  liis  coat  and 
waistcoat ;  he  liad  brought  a  night-cap  in  his  pocket,  fearing  his  ser^ 
rant  night  not  get  up  to  him.  He  undressed  himself;  and  took  off 
his  craYat,  without  the  least  change  of  countenance.  Just  as  he  wa» 
gdngdown  to  the  block,  some  one  called  out  to  make  a  lane,  that  the 
Duke  of  Albemarle  might  see ;  upon  which  he  looked  full  Uiat  way. 
Dr.  Burnet  had  advised  him  not  to  turn  about  his  head,  when  it  was 
once  on  tiie  block,  and  not  to  give  a  signal  to  the  executioner.  These 
directions  he  punctually  attended  to.  ^  When  he  had  lain  down,'  saya 
Br.  Burnet,  ^  I  once  looked  at  him,  and  saw  no  change  in  lus  looks ; 
and  though  he  was  still  lifting  up  his  hands,  there  was  no  trembling, 
thoi^  in  the  moment  in  which  I  looked,  the  executioner  happened  ta 
be  laying  Ids  axe  to  his  neck,  to  direct  him  to  take  aim :  1  thought  it 
toociied  him,  but  am  sure  he  seemed  not  to  mind  it'  The  executioner^ 
at  two  strokes,  cut  off  his  head." 

The  politician,  as  he  passes  through  Uacok's  Inn  Fields,  will  recog^ 
nize  the  immense  mansion  of  the  Duke  of  Newcastle :  and  the  historian 
will  remark  the  long  line  of  buildings  which  were  formeriv  the  resi- 
dence of  the  French  embassage,  of  which  the  relics  of  the  fleur-de-lya, 
which  are  still  to  be  seen  on  the  fronts,  bear  sufficient  testimonr.  It 
waS|  I  presume,  to  some  mansion  in  this  neighbourhood,  that  Pope's 
town-mouse  incited  his  country-cousin. 

Away  they  come,  through  thick  and  thin. 
To  a  tall  house  near  Lincoln^s-Inn. 
— ^Behold  the  place,  where  if  a  poet 
Shined  in  description,  he  might  thew  it ; 
Tell  how  the  moon-heam  trembling  falls, 
And  tips  with  silTer  all  the  walls ; 
Palladian  walls,  Venetian  doors, 
Grotesco  roo&,  and  stucco  floors. 

The  win^gs  of  a  few  narrow  streets  and  passages  led  me  to  Rus- 
sell-street, CoTent-garden,  where  ^^  WillsV  formerly  stood.  The  age 
of  coffee-houses  is  at  length  passed :  they  are  no  longer  the  resort  of 
all  the  great,  the  learned  and  the  witty.  Time  was,  when  in  some 
faTourite  haunt  the  genius  of  the  metropolis  would  assemble,  and 
^  sliine  a  constellation,*'  such  as  might  well  dazzle  our  weak  modem 
▼iflion.  Were  I  possessed  of  that  fabled  art — the  power  of  summon- 
ing to  my  presence  the  illustrious  dead,  whose  mortal  part  the  tomb 
has  loi^  since  claimed,  but  whose  noble  memories  still  flourish  greenly,  I 
know  not  if  I  could  assemble  a  worthier  company  than  that  of  the  wits, 
wJm  at  Tarious  periods  Imto  heU  their  meetings  witliin  tlie  walls  of  the 
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metropoUfl.  Antedate  my  life,  for  ooe  short  hour,  to  the  BeyeDteenth 
centorj,  end  place  me  in  the  Mermaid  Tavern  in  Fiiday-etreet;  let 
me  witness  one  sitting  of  the  Raleigh  Cloh^  and  I  will  not  ask  Me- 
Gsnas  to  introdace  me  to  Augustoi.  Let  me  be  seated  between 
Shakspeare  and  Selden,  with  Beanmont  and  Fletcher  before  me,  and  I 
will  contentedly  resigp  the  pleasure  of  shaking  hands  with  Cicero,  and 
drinking  a  cup  of  Falemian  with  Horace.  From  the  time  of  the  Ra- 
leigh club  we  have  almost  a  regular  succession  of  literary  societies, 
rich  in  genius,,  learning,  and  amusement  I  have  already  incidentally 
mentioned  Ben  Jonson^s  club.  The  celebrated  Kit-cat  is  well  known 
to  every  one.  Its  sittings  were  held  in  a  small  street  near  Temple-bar, 
and  seldom  has  any  society  been  able  to  boast  so  bright  a  mixture  of 
wit,  patriotism,  and  nobility.  In  later  time  we  ha?e  the  literary  dub, 
of  which  Johnson,  and  Goldsmith,  and  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  were  such 
distinguished  ornaments.  But,  in  addition  to  these  regular  assemblies, 
the  different  coffee-houses  furnished  for  nearly  the  two  last  centuries,  a 
place  of  mutual  resort  for  all  who  were  either  desirous  of  displaying 
wit  and  information,  or  of  seeing  them  displayed  bjr  others.  The 
.reign*  of  Queen  Anne  was  certainly  the  age  of  cofiee-hooses ;  and 
though  Dr.  Johnson,  who  merited  equally  well  with  ^'  the  Irish  peer^ 
the  dtle  of  ^^Lord  Mount  Coffee-house,^'  for  a  while  supported  their 
fading  literary  glories,  those  haunts  of  genius  have  at  last  sunk  into 
the  mere  resorts  of  hungry  bachelors  and  ill-humoured  husbands.  If 
an  eulc^y  were  wanted  on  a  tavern-life,  it  might  be  found  in  the 
Doctor's  answer  to  Boswell : — ^*  Sir,  there  is  no  private  house  in  wliich 
people  can  enjoy  themselves  so  well  as  in  a  capital  tavern. — ^No,  Sir, 
there  is  nothing  which  has  yet  been  contrived  by  men,  by  which  so 
much  happiness  has  been  produced  as  by  a  good  tavern  or  inn.^' 
Every  one  remembers  Shenstone's  verses  on  the  same  subject  But  I 
am  wandering  far  from  Wills's. 

Wills's  was  situated  on  the  north  side  of  Russell-street,  at  the  end  of 
Bow-street,  and  in  Malone's  time  the  house  was  occupied  by  a  per- 
fumer, and  numbered  23. 

This  was  Drvden's  favourite  resort,  where  in  winter  he  had  a  seat 
by  the  fire,  and  in  summer  oo  the  balcony,  which  he  called  his  winter 
and  summer  seats.  The  company  usually  met  in  the  6nt  or  dinii^- 
room  floor,  as  it  was  called  in  the  last  century.  There  were  no  boxes 
at  that  time,  but  the  company  assembled  round  different  tables.  Here 
all  the  wits  of  the  day  used  to  meet,  from  ^^  Glorious  John''  down  to 
the  meanest  patron-hunter,  and  display  their  brilliancy  to  the  admiring 
spectators,  amongst  whom  the  Templars,  ^  spruce,  pert,  and  loqua- 
cious," as  Mr.  Maturin  calls  them,  occasionally  mingled,  and  ventured 
upon  their  bad  jokes.*  The  younger  part  of  the  assembly,  however, 
seldom  approached  the  principal  table,  and  thought  it  a  great  honour 
to  have  a  pinch  out  of  Dryden's  snuff-box.  Wills's  continued  to  be  the 
favourite  of  the  wits  till  1710;  and  about  1712  Addison  established  his 
servant  Button  in  a  new  house,  whither  the  fame  of  the  author  of  Cato 


♦  Bolingbroke  in  his  letter  to  Wyndham,  reproaches  Harley  with  a  deficiency 
in  gentlemanlj  refinement,  and  tells  him  that  his  jokes  smell  of  the  Inns  of  Court. 
The  Spectator  gives  a  better  account  of  the  Templars :  ^^  The  gentleman  next  ia 
esteem  and  authority  amongst  ns  is  another  bachelor,  who  is  a  member  of  the 
Inner  Temple,  a  fnan  of  great  probiiff^  fri/,  and  undenlandmg.^^ 


4rew  iflmj  ^  the  Whigs.  The  reader  mftj,  periiaps,  remark  the 
dmihiKj  of  the  accoont  I  have  jnet  given  of  Wills's,  with  that  whieh 
Mr.  CJaode  Halcro  so  kindly  bestowed  upon  Mordacmt  Mertonn  at  the 
UdaDer's  feast :  the  reason,  I  belioTe,  is  that  thej  are  both  drawn  from 
the  same  aonrce,— a  note  of  Mr.  Malone's  in  Spencers  Anecdoties.  In 
the  same  book  we*haye  a  rery  accurate  account  lefl  ns  of  the  manner 
in  which  Addison  used  to  pass  his  time,  which  gives  ns  no  bad  idea  of 
the^oceapations  and  amosements  of  a  literary  man  a  centm'y  ago.  He 
niaaily  employed  all  the  morning  in  study,  then  met  his  party  at  Bu^* 
toB^  and  ditted  there  a  good  deal  earlier,  it  mast  t>e  remembered,  than 
oar  modem  fashionables  do  at  Bmnef  s :  after  dinner  he  was  acca»- 
tomed  to  ait  five  or  six  honrsy  and  sometimes  pretty  far  into  the  night, 
it  seems  that  Pope  was  of  this  company  for  about  a  year,  but  he  found 
it  too  much  for  his  health,  and  therefore  seceded.  If  I  remember 
aright,  far  I  cannot  at  this  moment  discover  the  passage,  it  was  at 
Button's  that  pastoral  Phillips  hung  up  a  rod,  with  which  he  threatened 
to  diastise  x>oor  Pope,  should  he  ever  venture  to  make  his  appearance 
there.  The  principal  coffee-houses  after  Wills^s  were  Child^s  in  St. 
Paul's  churcfahyard,  which  used  to  be  a  great  resort  of  the  clergy ;  St 
James's eoffise-house,  famous  for  its  politicians ;  Jonathan's  in  'Change- 
alley,  the  Rose  near  Temple-bar,  the  Grecian,  and  the  Cocoe*tree.  I 
have  ahresdy  remarked  that  the  taveni-eystem  is  entirely  out  of  feshion 
at  the  present  day;  far  although  pleasant  people  are  occasionally  to 
be  met  with  in  such  places,  our  literati  are  seldom  seen  within  their 
predoets.  The  observation  made  by  a  modem  man  of  letters,  that 
our  bookseller's  shops  are  now  what  the  coffee-houses  were  formerly, 
Is  very  just  He  instances  Ridgway's  in  Piccadilly,  where  many  cele- 
brated political  characters  might  firequently  be  met  with,  but  the  latter 
class  of  gentiemen  are  still  fond  of  congregating  at  coffee-houses,  as 
¥rhite's  and  Brookes's  and  Boodle's  sufficiently  testify. 

After  leaving  Wllls's,  and  passing  through  a  region  sacred  to  the 
drama,  I  resolved  to  make  tiie  best  of  my  way  to  the  Green-pnrk,  and 
then  throv^h  St.  James's  to  Westminster.  On  my  road,  however,  I 
made  a  pilgrimage  to  Dryden's  house,  in  Gerrard-etreet — ^the  fifth  on 
the  left  hand)  in  coming  from  Little  Newport-frtreet.  The  apartments 
behind  looked  into  the  gardens  of  Leicester  House  ;  but  the  poet  ge- 
nerally wrote  in  a  room  on  the  ground  floor,  next  the  street.  The 
celebrated  literary  club  also  had  its  domicile  in  this  etreet,  at  a  house 
called  the  Turk's  Head.  Having  inspected  the  mansion  of  Glorious 
John,  I  speedily  arrived  at  the  Park.  These  great  spiracles  of  the 
metropotis  can  never  be  sufficiently  praised.  They  furnish  the  smoke- 
dried  citiaens  with  both  air  and  exercise ;  to  take  advantage  of  which, 
thejatthe  same  time  afford  an  inducement  by  the  gaiety  and  livelU'ess 
of  the  scene.  The  Parks  have  long  been  classic  ground.  They  were 
farmerlj  a  notorious  scene  of  action  for  the  duellists,  when  swords 
were  In  iaablon ;  so  that  no  report  of  fire-arms  alarmed  the  neigh- 
bonrhood.  Thus  the  fatal  duel  which  Burnet  relates,  in  which  Duke 
Hamilton  fell,  took  place  in  the  Park ;  and  in  the  same  place.  Fielding; 
has  laid  the  scene  of  the  encounter  between  Captain  Booth^at^lS^J^- 
fiant  Major  Gascc'^e.    As  I  proceeded,  the  fres 


edge  to  my  appetite,  and  brought  to  my^hiftftf  GbldsjL., ,__ 

atioUiog  player,  whom  he  ^^hH:^<H»%a  U^t'^'78d»£*^'^,c  W8^ 


)tain  Booth,  anlSffi^yil 
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hoar  at  which  compoqij  leave  it  to  go  to  dinner.  It  aeens  to  liav€ 
been  the  practice  at  that  time,  for  such  unfortunates  as  were  compelled 
to  pass  the  day  imprann^  to  take  a  walic  in  tiiis  place,  in  lieu  of  satis- 
fying their  cravings  in  a  more  substantial  manner. 

The  Parks  have  many  curious  recollections  connected  with  them ; 
biit  alas !  how  seldom  in  these  diys  do  the  feet  of  the  wise  and  the 
witty  travene  them.  ^«  This  evening,^'  says  Swift,  ^^I  met  Addison 
and  Pastoral  Phillips  in  the  Park,  and  sopped  with  them  at  Addison's 
lodgings.  We  were  very  good  company.''  Who  would  doubt  it  ?  We 
are  better  enabled  to  trace  the  Dean's  perambulations  than  those  of  any 
other  of  the  illustrious  dead,  by  the  minute  details  which  he  has  lefl  of 
all  his  proceedings  in  his  Journal  to  Stella.  I  love  to  follow  the  doc- 
tor's footsteps,  as  he  proceeded  in  his  wig  and  gown  (for  at  that  time 
the  sons  of  mother  church  ever  went  thus  attired,)  and  to  trace  him  in 
his  various  walks  through  the  metropolis.  He  appears  always  to  have 
been  a  great  advocate  for  exercise,  in  his  youth  he  used  to  run  up 
and  down  hill  till  he  was  tired,  for  the  sake  of  the  exertion ;  and  in 
his  maturer  years  he  was  accustomed,  with  childirii  playfulness,  to 
drive  his  friends  the  Grattans  before  him,  and  pursue  them  through 
the  spacious  apartments  of  the  Deanery.  Whilst  residing  in  London, 
during  Harley's  administration,  he  lived  in  various  parts  of  the  town. 
His  mi  lodging  appears  to  have  been  in  Bury-street,  where,  says  he, 
^^  I  have  a  first  floor,  a  dining-room,  and  a  bedchamber,  at  e%ht  shil- 
lings a  week— pkguy  deep,  but  i  spend  nothiog  for  eating ;  never  go 
to  a  tavern,  and  veiy  seldom  in  a  coach ;  yet,  after  all,  it  will  be  ex- 
pensive." jfiow  would  the  Dean  have  groaned  at  the  present  price  of 
lodgings  ?  He  next  removed  to  St  Allran's-street,  where  he  paid  at 
the  same  rate,  and  ^^  had  th^  use  of  a  parlour  to  receive  persons  of  qua- 
lity." He  afterwards  took  a  lodging  in  Suffolk-street,  and  ^^  designed 
to  walk  the  park  and  the  town,"  to  supply  his  walks  to  Chelsea.  Of 
his  excursions  to  the  latter  place,  he  has  left  a  most  particular  account : 
^^  My  way  \a  this :  I  leave  my  best  gown  and  periwig  at  Mrs.  Van- 
homrigh's,  then  walk  up  the  Pall  Mall,  through  the  Park,  out  at 
Buckingham  House,  and  so  to  Chelsea,  a  little  beyond  the  church.  I 
set  out  about  sunset,  and  get  here  in  something  less  than  an  hoar. 
It  is  two  good  miles,  and  just  5748  steps ;  so  there  is  four  miles  a-day 
walking,  without  reckoning  what  I  walk  whilst  I  stay  in  London."  At 
one  time  he  resided  near  I^cester-Fields,  where  he  paid  the  enormous 
sum  of  ten  shillings  a  week ;  upon  which  he  observes,  ^^  that  won't  hold 
out  long,  'faith."  He  appears,  before  he  became  so  intimate  with  the 
Vanhomrigh's,  to  have  been  very  fond  of  walking  in  the  Park.  ^^  The 
days  are  now  long  enough  to  walk  in  the  Park  after  dinner,  and  so  I  do 
whenever  it  is  fair.  This  fvalking  is  a  strange  remedy :  Mr.  Prior  walks 
to  make  himself  fat,  and  1  to  bring  myself  down.  We  often  walk 
round  the  Park  together."  It  is  curious  to  observe,  as  his  acquaintance 
with  Vanessa  grew  more  intimate,  how  he  forsook  the  Park,  and  pre- 
ferred a  walk  into  the  city,  which  was  not,  in  all  probability,  merely 
for  walking's  sake.  ^'  I  had  good  walking  to-day  in  the  city,  and  take 
all  opportunities  of  it  on  purpose  for  my  health ;  but  I  can't  walk  in 
the  Park,  because  it  is  only  for  walldng's  sake,  and  Joses  time,  so  1  mix 
it  with  business."  In  one  of  his  letters  he  relates,  in  his  own  whim- 
sical way,  an  incident  which  I  cannot  forbear  repeating.    The  chair- 
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men  who  were  cmrrylng  Un  through  the  Paik,  squeezed  si  gfent  fel- 
low agynat  the  wall,  who  wi^ly  turned  his  beck,  and  broke  one  of  the 
side^laiaes  into  a  thousand  pieces.  The  Dean  began  scolding,  pre- 
tending he  was  nearly  cut  to  pieces,  and  made  the  chairmen  set  down 
the  clmlr  while  they  ^cked  out  the  bits  of  the  glass ;  and  when  he  paid 
them,  he  still  appeared  to  quarrel,  so  that  they  dared  not  grumble ;  and 
he  came  off  for  his  fare,  but  plaguy  afraid,  as  he  tells  his  correspondent, 
lest  thej  should  hare  said,  ^  God  bless  your  honour,  won^t  you  give  us 
something  ihr  our  glass  f  ^  The  Dean  must  have  been  h^^hly  pleased 
thus  to  hare  been  Me  to  gratify,  at  one  time,  his  love  both  of  fun  and 
money. 

Emerging  from  the  Park,  I  strolled  past  the  venerable  Hall,  and 
more  venerable  Abbey,  not  without  offering  due  homage  to  the  Genius 
loci  But  the  recollections  of  these  scenes  are  too  numerous  and 
splendid  to  require  the  aid  of  my  humble  pen :  I  therefore  passed  on 
my  way,  and  took  boat  at  the  WhitehaAl  stairs.  What  burthens  of 
royalty  and  beauty,  and  wisdom  and  wit,  noble  river  !  hast  thou 'borne 
on  thy  bosom  !  Who  shall  forget  the  magnificent  description  which  the 
great  northern  enchanter  has  given  us,  of  the  princely  company  which 
floated  upon  thy  waters  when  Elizabeth  and  her  court  were  borne  along 
thy  waves  t  But  never  did  the  Thames  exhibit  a  more  imposing  spec- 
tacle, than  when  the  seven  bishops  were  borne  on  its  tide  to  the  Tower, 
while  upon  its  banks  thousands  upon  thousands  encouraged  their  per- 
secuted pastors  with  acclamations,  or  accompanied  their  course  with 
fervent  prayers.  Nor  is  the  riveir  devoid  of  lighter  associations  ;  and 
amongst  these,  the  visit  of  Sir  Roger  de  Coveriey  to  Vauxhall,  or,  as 
it  was  then  called.  Spring  Garden,  must  not  be  forgotten.  I  have 
been  very  anxious  to  discover  the  exact  spot  in  which  the  Dean  of  St. 
Patrick  used  to  perform  the  ceremony  of  ablution,  but  I  have  hitherto 
been  unsoccessful.  The  account  he  gives  of  his  bathing  in  the  Thames 
after  walking  home,  when  he  was  so  miserably  hot  that  he  was  in  ^^  as 
perfect  a  passion  as  ever  he  was  in  his  life  at  the  greatest  affront  or 
provocation,^^  is  highly  diverting.  ^  I  was  every  moment,'^  says  he, 
^disturbed  by  boats — ^rot  them;  and  that  puppy  Patrick  standing 
ashore  would  let  them  come  within  a  yard  or  two,  and  then  call  sneak- 
ingly  to  them :  the  only  comfort  I  proposed  here  in  hot  weather  is 
gone,  for  there  is  no  joking  with  these  boats  after  'tis  dark.  I  had 
none  last  night :  I  dived  to  dip  my  head,  and  held  my  cap  on  with  both 
my  hands  for  fear  of  losing  it.'''  Notwithstanding  this  instance  of  his 
negligence,  I  have  always  had  the  highest  esteem  for  Patrick,  the 
Dean's  servant ;  and,  indeed,  I  purpose,  should  my  avocations  permit, 
to  compose  a  little  essay  on  his  ^  character  and  genius." 

I  have  hitherto  traced  but  a  few  of  the  many  interesting  literary  and 
historical  recollections  with  which  the  metropolis  abound.  J^e  city  is 
richly  stored  with  them ;  and  I  have  not  yet  perambulated  ^^  a  street 
they  call  Southwark,"  as  one  of  Mackenzie's  rustic  heroes  expresses 
hioooelf.  But  while  the  relics  of  antiquity  afford  no  mean  amusement, 
the  living  excellence  which  London  can  boast  ought  not  to  be  forgotten. 
It  is  the  variety  of  its  learned,  accomplished,  and  cultivated  society, 
whiclk  after  all,  is  its  chief  charm,  and  which  renders  a  residence  even 
in  the  heart  of  this  murky  mass  of  brick,  preferable  to  a  seclusion  in 
the  moat  romantic  solitude.    ^  The  happiness  of  London,"  says  John- 
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son,  *(  is  not  to  be  concaved  but  by  thoee  who  have  b^en  In  it  I  wtB 
ventwe  to  say  there  is  more  learnlDg  and  science  within  the  circum- 
ference of  ten  miles  from  where  we  now  sit,  than  in  all  the  rest  of  the 
kingdom.'^  For  my  own  part,  I  must  confess  I  rather  agree  wi^  Pope^ 
fair  correspondent,  than  with  the  poet  himself;  ^  You  Mgh  out,''  says 
he,  ^^  in  the  ardour  of  your  heart— Oh  !  pkyhouses,  parks,  operas,  as- 
semblies, London !  I  cry  with  rapture — Oh !  woods,  gardens,  rookeries, 
fishponds,  arbours !"  R*. 


PARTED  LOTS. 

**  Thou  wert  too  like  a  dream  of  heaven 
For  earthly  U>ye  to  merit  thee.'^ 

Wb  parted,  and  we  knew  it  was  for  tret — 
We  knew  it,  yet  we  parted  :  then  each  thought 

And  inmost  feeling^  of  oar  soult,  which  never 

Had  elie  been  breathM  in  words,  nishM  forth  and  sought 

Their  sweet  home  in  each  other^s  hearts,  and  there 

Thej  lired  and  grew  *mid  sadness  and  despair. 

It  was  not  with  the  bonds  of  common  love 
Our  hearts  were  knit  togeflier  ;  they  had  been 

Silent  companions  in  those  griefs  which  move 
And  purify  the  soul,  and  we  had  seen 

Each  other^s  strength  and  truth  of  aiind,  and  hence 

We  lored  with  passion^s  holiest  confidence. 

And  Tirtae  was  the  great  bond  that  united 

Our  guileless  hopes  in  love's  simplicity ; 
And  in  those  higher  aims  we  meekly  sU^hted 

The  shallow  feelings  and  weak  vanity 
Which  the  world  calls  affection,  ibr  our  eyes 
Had  not  been  caught  with  smiles,  our  hearts  with  sighs. 

We  parted  (as  our  hearts  had  loved)  in  duty 
To  Heaven  and  virtue,  and  we  both  resigned 

Our  cherishM  trust — ^I  all  her  worth  and  beauty, 
And  she  th'  untold  devotion  of  my  mind. 

We  parted  in  mute  anguish,  but  we  bent 

Lowly  to  Him  whose  love  is  chastisement. 

It  was,  perchance,  her  spirit  had  been  goaded 
With  suffering  past  its  bearing— that  her  frail 

But  patient  heart  had  been  so  deeply  loaded 
With  sorrow  that  its  chords  were  forced  to  fail : 

SeverM  by  more  than  distance,  I  was  told 

Her  heart  amid  its  troubles  had  grown  cold. 

She  rests  in  Heaven,  and  I — ^I  could  not  follow  : 
My  soul  was  crushed,  not  broken  :  and  I  live 

To  think  of  all  her  love  ;  and  feel  how  hollow 
Are  the  sick  gladnesses  the  world  can  give. 

I  live  in  faith  and  holy  calm  to  prove 

My  heart  was  not  unworthy  oi  such  love. 


(  «»»  ) 

OK  ^BB  OAMB  OF  GHB88  DT  EVROPB  DURING  THE  TUIRTEKNTB  CKRTURT.^ 


Tbk  oamcaof  the  ClieM-iiheii  dmiof  thii  early  period,  were  the  Rej, 
Beyne,  Fen  w  Force,  Alfyn  or  AapUn,  ChiTalier,  Roc  or  Rok,  and 
Peon,  aoawcaiDi^  to  our  King,  Queen,  Bishop,  Knight^  Rook  and 
Pawn :  these  piecea  are  mendoned  in  the  poem  of  La  VitUU  (a  IfS. 
in  tlie  Royal  lihrary  at  Paris,  quoted  in  a  Memoir  on  Chess  drawn  up 
by  Jtf.  Freni  in  1729)  :— 

En  deax  parts  yeoir  y  poair^s 
Rey,  Roc,  Cheualier  et  Anphin 
Fierge  et  Peon. 

The  haroDS  and  their  rich  feudatories  spared  no  expense  in  haying 
them  composed  of.the  most  rare  and  costly  materials :  thus  we  read  of 
one  set  made  ofiasper  and  crystalf ;  of  another  set  formed  of  precious' 
stones  and  goldf ;  of  a  third  set  of  Chess-men  whose  Reys,  Forces, 
ChivaBerB,  Rocs,  and  Alfyns,  were  carved  from  or  1l^r^  sapphires,  and 
topaaes,  and  dieir  Pounff  from  emeralds  and  rubies.^  In  the  romance 
w^  AUtammdre^^^  there  is  a  description  of  a  splendid  set  of  Chess-men, 
which  are  stated  to  he  the  woritmanship  of  pilgrims: 

The  Chet  of  Baphlrea  ware  y-wyi^ 

And  of  topaze  that  richest  is : 
Pilgrimet  tluune  maid  with  slicht, 

They  ware  fall  fare  to  se  with  sicht 

JFeberU  Met.  Ram.  1. 1,  p.  Ixxxi. 

The  Chess-men  generally  used  were  of  iroryU  of  various  colours, 
either  red  and  black,  white  and  black,  or  red  and  green.  The  Chess- 
boards {uehequier)  were  no  less  splendid :  those  played  on  by  the 
nohllify  were  inlaid  sometimes  with  jasper  and  crystal,  and  the  rim  of 
the  board  of  fine  gold ;  sometimes  with  silyer  and  goldlT,  and  some- 

*  CoDtinaed  from  yoI.  it.  p.  50S. 

t "  Item  anom  scacariom  de  jaipide  et  chalsidonio,  cum  familia,  yidelicet  una 
parte  dejaspide,  et  alia  parte  de  cristallo.^^ — Z^e  Roman  de  Parut  la  DueKetie.  MS, 

t  ^Ubi  pro  Reyerentia  B.  Martyris  plurima  reliquit  iasknia,  scittcet  scachoi 
cTTitalliiioe,  eC  lapides  pretiotos,  et  auri  plurimom." — HULTranHai.  S,  Siremanii 
ta  adit  SS,  Benedieiin,  &Bcyh  3. 

I   Li  Escheqoier  est  tiel,  onqaes  miendre  ne  fu : 
Les  lices  sont  d^or  fin  k  trifoire  fondu ; 
Li  paon  d^esmeraudea  yertes  com  pr^  herbn, 
Li  autrea  de  mbis  yermaus  com  ardant  fa ; 
Roy,  fierce,  cheualier,  auffin,  roc  et  cornu, 
Furent  fet  de  saphir,  et  si  ot  or  molu ; 
Li  autre  de  topace,  o  toute  lor  yertu : 
Moult  sont  bel  k  veoir  drecie  et  espandu. 

Ex  Poem.  Alex,  MS.  pmri  %. 
I  In  the  accoont  of  the  wardrobe  of  Edward  L  published  by  tiie  Society  of  Anti- 
qiBtfieai  are  the  following  items : 

Una  familia  pro  scaccario  de  jatpide  et  cristallo,  in  uno  coiira. 
Una  faonilia  de  Ehore  pro  ludendo  ad  acaccarium. 
b  the  romance  of  SU  Qrand  are  these  words : — ^^  Puis  yoit  PEachiquier  et  lea 
Eichets  assis  an  Tablier  d'or,  les  yna  d'yyoire,  lesautres  d^or." 

t  ^^A  yn  Scacduer  d'or  et  d^argent  Jae  o  suen  cheualier.^^— Jloman  it  Ul  guerre 
de  TVaye.    MS. 
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times  with  emeralds  and  rabies.*  The  tfnctores  of  the  squares  on 
^ose  boards  that  were  most  frequently  used,  were  white  and  yellow, 
white  and  red,  and  white  and  black ;  it  is  needless  to  add  (after  the 
perusal  of  the  preceding  Romances)  that  these  Chess4x)ards  were  eooft- 
posed  of  exceedli^ly  massiye  materials.  I  will  now  describe  the 
powers  of  the  yarious  pieces : 

§  L  7^  Rey. 
The  common  Oriental  namegiyen  to  this  piece  was  t^  Shdh,  equi* 

yalent  to  our  European  word  Rey  or  King ;  and  it  is  from  this  piece 
that  the  game  derives  its  name.t  The  original  moyement  of  the  Rey 
appears  to  have  been  extremely  confined,  he  being  incapacitated  from 
moving,  except  driven  to  the  necessity  of  extricating  himself  from  an  • 
adverse  Cheek :  this  may  in  some  measure  be  accounted  for  by  reflect- 
ing, that  as  the  value  of  the  Rey  at  this  game  is  beyond  calculation 
Tsince  the  instant  l)e  is  mated  the  contest  is  decided,)  they  were  there- 
tore  the  less  willing  to  risk  his  person  in  the  field.  About  the  com- 
mencement of  tl^e  thirteenth  century  the  Rey  had  the  move  of  our  present 
King,  with  a  restriction,  that  he  could  neither  move  nor  take  aiigular%, 
but  always  directiy,  and  the  reason  of  this  prohibition  (from  the  taste 
that  predominated  in  the  twelfth  and  thirteenth  centuries  of  moralizing 
almost  every  subject)  seems  to  have  been,  thai  the  King  ai^ht  to  take 
every  thing  jtuUy.l  This  restriction,  however,  in  a  very  short  period 
was  taken  away,  and  the  Rey  had  the  power  of  moving  and  taldng  as 
well  angularly  as  directly;  but  his  range  of  action  never  extended  be- 
yond one  square. 

*  In  the  romance  of  ^^  Jiluawndrt'**  mentioned  before,  b  the  following  descrip- 
tion of  a  taperb  ehet»-board : 

The  letfifl  of  gold  war  fare  and  fyne, 
Subtyll  wrought  with  ane  engyne. 
The  poynti  of  emerandit  schynand  ichyre, 
And  of  rabies  brenand  as  f yre. 
t  An  ancient  Hebrew  treatise  on  the  game  entitled  ^^  Dtlicue  Rtgii^  expressly 
states  that,  \  \  \  t 

7]^  n45p  ♦Dn^.  prai  nV^T^Ai  nV;?pjn  jicNnn  ip^n 
:  nj^)  ^m  'i\y^  ryp  pinyn  itnp;  sup  ir| 

{.  e.  The  King  is  ftrtt  tn  exeeUenee  and  dignUy.  and  tn  the  Persian  hmguage  is 
taUed  Shih  ;  and  fnm  his  name  this  game  for  the  sake  of  exulUnu  and  dignity 
iseaOedShSh. 

(  Our  ancestofs  were  constantly  repreienting  the  game  of  Chess  as  a  picture  of 
human  life :  the  Morality  of  Pope  Innocent  thas  commences, — ^^  Mnndns  iste  totus 
est  quasi  qooddam  scaccarium,  cajm  punctus  unas  est  albus,  alios  niger,  prompter 
daplicem  statum  yitse  et  mortis,  gratis  et  cnlpe.  Famiiia  hujus  scaccarii  sunt 
homines  hi^us  mondi,  qui  omnes  de  uno  sarcalo  extrahnntor  et  in  diTersis  bijms 
mnndi  collocantur ;  et  singali  habent  diversa  nomina — ^onus  dicitiir  Rex,  alter  Ke- 
giaa,  3  Rochos,  4  Miles,  5  Alphinus,  S  Pedinus.  Istios  autem  Indi  conditio  talis 
est,  ttt  nnos  alios  capiat ;  et  cum  ludum  complererunt,  sicut  de  nno  sarcnlo  exie* 
mnt,  sic  in  uno  loco  iterum  reponuntur,^^  &c. — MS.  Sloan.  40S9,  among  a  variety 
of  tales,  has  likewise  a  Morality  on  Chess,  which  begins  in  these  words  ;^-'^  Scac- 
carium  habet  octo  puncta  in  omni  parte ;  sic  in  ludo  mundi  sunt  octo  genera 
hoihrnnm,  Wyldhede,  Wykkydhede,  Clerici,  Laici,  Divites  et  Panperes,^^  &c.  It 
then  proceeds  to  describe  the  moves  of  the  Chess-men. 

The  move  of  the  Rey  is  thns  given  in  Tarioos  MSS^^n  MS.  BM.  Rq^.  It 
Ezzi. 
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Tbe  name  of  this  pieee  is  alone  sufficient  to  confirm  the  idea  of  Chest 
being  of  Eastern  origin,  Fer$^  Feree,  Fierce  or  Fierge,  (as  it  is  rarionslj 
spelt  in  Mamnciipts)  is  derived  from  tlie  Persian    .  3  Pkerz^  which 

signifies  a  wise  and  learned  man  capable  of  giving  coonsel  to  the 
I.  Skdh  :  Dr.  Hyde  also  remarks  that  «« Cum  Hieremiam  Sacerdo- 

tem  Greeom  Scachos  mihi  recitantem  percontarer,  qnaiis  esset  Ph^rz^ 
ille  respondebat,  ^E^iruitH  vm  £«riAt«»(,  Commissionarius  regis,  Pro- 
curator ejus,  et  Negotiomm  Ipsius  Curator,''  and  immediately  sub- 
Ante  T€troq^  ferit  hostei  et  itemer^  qaarit. 

Si  a^oat  legem  i^  (ideo)  no^  debet  tangere  regem  ; 

Cum  quif  iniidiai  regi  p^  yerba  minatair 

Rex  illi  cedat  ne  devictos  adeatur ; 

Na**  dum  Scak^  dicunt  regi  si  cede'  nescit 

Mox  captiyus  erit  et  sic  crimen  sibi  creacit 

Deaicto  rege  pariter  locii  sap^antur 

Cetera  turba  iacet  nee  habet  q®  rege  rega'te. 
**  fai  kto  Ivdo  rex  vadit  drca'qaaq*  directe  et  capit  Tndiq'  semp'  directe  in  tig- 
■nmq'  rex  o^ia  ioate  capir  et  in  nollo  omina  iiuticia  oMboa  exhibeMa  o*bliq^r* 
(obUfMun)  debet ;  aed  modo  qaioquid  rex  agit  iuaticia  reputat* :  quia  fu^f'  p^ntipi 
flaai  turis  habei  vigoremJ^^^-JiiofuUtaM  Innoeentii  Papvt, 

A  Latin  Poem  on  thla  game  among  the  MSS.  in  tiie  Bodleian  Labrarj.,  confirma 
the  belief  of  the  paaaive  power  of  the  Rey  nnleaa  driyen  from  hia  aqnare  by  an  ad- 
vene ciiecfc> 

Conira  ipMum  non  aiudebU^  mn  Seachttm  dieere. 

Si  dametnr  Regi  Scachom.  rel  ab  ono  pedite. 

Declinare  atatim  debet,  proximam  ad  tabulam. 

Si  non  habet  ubi  pergat.  Scacba-mattnm  audiat. 
Aben  Earn  in  hia  Hebrew  Poem  on  Cheaa,  apeaking  of  the  Rey,  aaya  also, 

in«oc»  Dip95i  DDVr»7 

to  wMdi  I  aabjoin  Dr.  Hyde'a  reraion, 

£t  cantna  eat  {Rex)  tempore  aedendi  et  exenndi 
Ad  prBUandnm,  et  qaoqve  in  loco  caatrametatkmia  ana  ; 
Ut,  ai  inimicua  cam  terrore  aacenderit  contra  ilium, 
Eomque  increpaerit,  tum  poterit  fogere  e  loco  auo. 

Rabi  Aben  Jachia,  in  hia  elegant  plflV,  /)?  ilV* /O  ^^w»'«»  *«/>«*•  *»«- 
Wkwn  likewiae  recommenda  the  Rey  to  remain  inactive  during  the  conteat* 

p  in"5  H*iy  nn»  in'^rpp  n»aV  ^'.^^  ^ri^  il^>? 
D1T  ah)  nirv  f «)C»  n^fj*  ^b  njf np3  ntf':  |»3  pD^S^s 


cor  ejna  ad  dilatandum  gresaua  auoa  in  bello,  ne  forte  in  beUo  moriatur.^^  But  the 
**  DdtcMB  Regit*'*  ia  still  more  explicit,  and  expressly  atatea  that  the  Rey  ia  not  to 
Aove  from  his  square  vnlua  comptlUd  by  neceaaity ;  the  worda  of  the  original  are : 

L^^ aec  inoedit 4 porta domua au« quoris tempore,  niai bora  neceaaitatia  adlioc.'* 
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joins  that  ^^  ejinmodi  Virm  pnidentii  et  sapienti^  imAgtku  secimi 
lisJiere  solebant  Penarum  regea,  qnibofl  res  soas  gereodas  eredebant'^ 
On  the  iotroduction  of  Chess  into  Europe,  this  wofd  Ferce  was  bj-  aa 
easy  mutation  corrupted  into  Fierge  a  Vifgia,  and  afterwards  into 
Reyne  a  Queen,  though  the  old  term  of  Ferce  still  continued  to  be 
Qsed  and  sdll  retained  its  originally  limited  moYemeiits,  lutil  this  re* 
atraint  (according  to  the  opinion  ot  M.  Fraret,  whom  I  have  already 
quoted,)  was  probably  coOsidered  by  our  ancestors  as  a  slavery  more 
consonant  to  die  jealous  policy  of  the  East  than  to  the  ttberty  wldcb 
European  females  enjoy;  they  therefore  extended  the  steps  and  jprenh 
gatives  of  this  piece,  and  with  a  gallantry  natural  to  an  age  of  cUvaliy 
and  politeness,  permitted  the  lady  to  become  at  last  the  most  c<lDirider- 
able  piece  in  the  g^me.  The  substitution  of  a  female  at  this  game  in  the 
room  of  the  Vizier  of  the  Orientals  has  been  thus  ingeniously  ex- 
plained : — ^^  Men  were  soon  persuaded  that  the  picture  of  humAO  life, 
under  which  they  represented  Chess,  would  be  very  imperfect  without 
a  woman ;  that  sex  plays  too  important  a  part  not  to  have  a  place  in  the 
game :  and  hence  they  changed  the  Biinister  into  a  Queen,  the  similarity 
of  the  words  Fierge  and  Fierge  facilitating  the  change.'^  Duing  this 
century  the  Ferce  could  move  only  one  square  at  a  time,  and  that  angu> 
larly,  and  neper  directly :  thus  the  old  romance  of  ^^  La  VidUt^^ 

^^  Le  Roy,  la  Fiei|;e,  et  le  Peon,  saillent  vn  point,*' 
80  that  we  may  consider  the  Ferce  as  having  been  the  least  consider- 
able of  the  Chess-pieces.* 

§11.    Th€Alfyn. 
The  Eastern  name  given  to  this  piece  was    ■  ,  PhU  an  Elephant 

Jacobus  de  Cesolis  calls  it  Alphihu^  but  the  Italians  having  corrupt- 
ed the  word  Alfil  into  Alfinus,  or  Alfin,  the  latter  became  the  most 
usual  appellation  and  produced  the  Alfin,  Aufyn,  and  Auphin,  used  in- 
differently in  andent  Chess  MSS.  The  Fi^nch,  ignorant  of  the  true 
meaning  of  the  Eastern  term  ^PMl,  have  substituted  Foi,  somewhat 
similar  in  sound,  but  of  a  very  different  signification.! 

•  Innocent  in  the  *'  JtforcWo**'  is  not  very  complimentary  to  this  piece :  *'  Re- 
gina  qua  dicitur  Fen  vadit  et  capit  oblique ;  quia  tarn  avarisBimnm  sit  genas  niii- 
Tierurn,  quodcunque  capitur  ntti  meritd  detur  ex  gratia  rapina  est  et  injoaticia.^^ 
L jdgate,  in  a  Poem  on  Chess,  quoted  by  Dr.  Hyde,  makes  mention  of  this  piece : — 

So  all  foliiss  liettnmuir, 
tbat  orntil  bene  atm  amitnuBtf 
toKlcti  lobe  tlte  fafr  flies  notable, 
oE  tfce  <Kbes0e  mostoelitable, 
biH(tH  all  Her  Hoole  f  nU  entente, 
to  tliem  thfs  bofte  fi  tofU  inresente: 
bihere  thes  shall  tsnDre  anH  son  anoone^ 
liob)  tltat  I  nat  sere  aQoone, 
bias  or  a  iFers  so  f ortunat 
Cnto  a  comer  brfbe  anbmaat,  $pt. 

t  Dr.  Hyde  makes  the  following  observation  on  the  substitnti6ii  of  a  Qveeii  and 
Biik^p  into  the  game,  instead  of  the  Caum^lor  and  EUphani  of  the  Oriental  play- 
ers :— ^^  Qui  autem  Regifutm  et  £pii€Ofnim  in  hunc  ludum  intro^uxeront,  fort^  opi- 
nati  sunt  e^m  esse  repnssentattonem  Curie  regalis,  dam  quod  ver6  eo  designatum 
est  ignorarint ;  nou  attendentes  eum  natum  fuisse  apud'Iados,  qui  noo  habent  £pia- 
copos ;  vel  si  haberent  eos,  tai^en  hello  interesse  non  posse ;  nee  adrertentes  quam 
absordum  sit  in  hnju«  ludi  prpgresiu,  «x  gregario  n^lite  fieri  B^nam,  qaasi  ex 
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In  tlie  thirteeBth  centuy  the  Alfjn  had  the  diagonal  move  of  our 
Binhofv  restricted  in  Its  raMe  of  action  to  the  third  square  from  which  it 
stood ;  or,  to  express  myselfmore  clearly,  it  was  necessary  that  it  shodd 
be  distant  firom  the  adrerse  piece  one  clear  square :  thus,  suppose  a  white 
Alfyn  be  on  the  4th  square  of  his  Rey,  he  could  then  captwe  any  Pawn 
or  piece  standing  1.  on  the  adyene  Rey's  Chiyalier^s  third  square ;  H. 
Reyne's  Alfyn^s  Snrd  square ;  3.  liis  own  Rey^s  Chiyalier's  ste^md  square ; 
and  4w  his  Reyne^s  Aifyn's  ucomd  square.  But,  as  he  was  always  incapaci- 
tated from  -moTing  to  a  greater  or  less  number  of  squares,  no  piece  could 
be  either  captur^  or  considered  en  pri»e,  if  situated  close  to  it,  or  re- 
moved at  a  greater  distance  than  the  third  square.  Ab  a  compensatioa 
for  so  confined  an  action  on  the  hoard,  the  Alfyn  had  a  very  singular 
pecnliarity  bestowed  on  it :  in  capturing,  it  possessed  the  vaulting  power 
of  the  Clii Taller.  Thus,  if  a  wMte  Alfyn  be  on  his  Rey^s  4th  square,  a 
black  or  white  Rok  on  tlie  adverse  Reyne^s  4th  square,  and  a  black 
Poan  on  his  Reyne's  Alfyn^s  3d  square,  the  white  Alfyn  (in  this  or  any 
aimibw  situation)  could  capture  tlie  black  Ponn,  notwithstanding  the 
ittteqMsition  of  the  Rok :  but  the  subsequent  extension  of  its  range  of 
action  deprived  him,  in  the  coarse  of  time,  of  this  vaulting  motion.* 

Tifo  fieri  pomit  fiBmina :  cdm  potins  quodris  ftctitiam  debeat  ene  imitatio  veri.^' 
Thmmm  Hjfde  Shahiludium ;  Oxon.  1694,  12mo.  p.  T7.  M.  Frtrtt  (in  his  Memoir 
jur  VOrigme  du  Jen  du  Ethtct)  comments  very  justly  on  the  absurdity  complained 
of  hy  Dr.  Hyde.  The  armaments  he  makes  use  of  are—that  if  the  Ftrt  or  Fifrgt  be 
a  Visier,  a  minister  of  state,  or  a  general,  we  may  easily  ooiioei?e  how  a  Pawn,  w 
commoti  soldier,  may  be  promoted  to  that  rank,  as  a  recompense  for  his  valour  in 
havii^  piatced  through  the  enemy^s  battalions.  But,  if  the  Fimrgt  be  a  lady,  the 
Queen,  or  the  King's  wife,  by  what  strange  metamorphosis  does  the  Pawn  change 
his  sex,  and,  from  a  soldier,  torn  into  a  woman  and  marry  the  King  in  reward 
of  bis  Taloor  ?  This  sole  absurdity  proves  that  the  second  piece  at  Chess  has  been 
impraperly  named  Virgin  or  Queen.  The  ancient  writers  on  the  ganCie^  get  rid  of 
this  aaomaly,  endearour  to  insinuate  that  such  Fawns  as  are  made  J*efee#,  were 
alvayi  females ;  but  they  explain  this  in  so  awkward  and  unsatisfactory  a  manner, 
that  tiie  point  is  left  precisely  where  it  is  taken  up.  Thus,  in  the  5th  Game  {Le 
Oyqf  dea  Dmn^yseUt)  of  the  Chess  MS.  Bibl.  JUg.  13  A.  XVIll^  the  following 
lines  occur: — 
Les  danoiseles  me  ynt  requis.  The  damsels  have  requested  me, 

Ke  lour  g;ay  ne  se]rt  oblb.  That  their  game  should  not  be  forgotten, 

E  par  lamour  qe  a  eas  ay.  And  for  the  love  that  I  bear  to  them, 

Lo«ir  gnj  en  ceste  escH  mettray.  1  have  in  this  book  set  down  their  game. 

Seygnoores  li  pou'  ces  mest  auys,  Lordings,  the  Pawns,  this  is  my  advioe, 

SigneSent  meschines  de  pris.  Signify  ladies  of  price  (yalut  ;) 

Kar  reynes  faimes  de  pounes.  For  Queens  made  from  Pawns, 

£  du'kes  fierces  les  appellomes.  Then  we  call  Fierces  ; 

£  par  ceo  damoyseles  signefi'nt.  Jind  frceaiwe  they  signify  DamstUj 

IVon  pas  garconnes  en'  les  vnes  di'nt.      7%ey  are  not  Boys  a*  same  say, 
Kar  si  li  pou'  males  estoyt.  JPor  \f  the  Pawns  were  males^ 

James  femeles  ne  deuedroyt.  T%en  they  cmUd  no/  be/enuues. 

And  the  writer  after  a  few  lines,  concludes, 
£  pur  ceo  ke  ceste  guy  est  ou  pou\       And  because  this  is  a  game  withPAwvi. 
Le  guy  de  damoiseles  appellom.  The  Game  of  Damsku  we  call  it. 

*  in  Aben  £cra's  eacoeDent  little  Poem  on  Chess,  the  moves  of  the  Alfyn  are 
thm  explained  :^~  • 

Vot  IV.  No,  SO.— isSS.  T 
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§IV.     Tke  Chiodlur. 
The  niime  of  this  piece,  although  European,  has  atrictl j  preaenred 
the  meaning  of  its  Eastern  original;  for  the  Arahic        l  PhdroM^  the 

Persian    L.a^    Aap^   the   Turkish  u^I  AU  and  the  Jewish  010 

SiU^  or  erns  Pharitihy  are  precisely  similar  in  signification  and  move- 
ment on  the  hoard,  to  the  European  Chioalitr  or  Kni^.*  As  tliis 
Kiece  has  undergone  no  variation  in  its  power  of  moving,  it  is  need- 
iss  to  dwell  longer  on  it. 
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Tht  Fat  Actor  and  the  RiuHe. 

Carsiital  Wolsey  was  a  man 

Of  an  unbounded  itomach,  Shakspeare  says, 
Meaning  (in  metaphor)  for  erer  puffing 
To  fwell  beyond  hii  size  and  span ; 

But  had  he  seen  a  player  of  our  days 
Enacting  Falstaff  without  stuffing, 
He  would  have  owned  that  Wolsey^s  bulk  ideal 

EqualPd  not  that  within  the  bounds 

This  actor^s  belt  surrounds, 
Which  is,  moreover,  all  alive  and  real. 
'Hiis  player,  when  the  peace  enabled  shoals 

Of  our  odd  fishes 
To  visit  every  clime  between  the  poles. 
Swam  with  the  stream,  a  histrionic  Kraken, 

Although  his  wishes 
Must  not  in  this  proceeding  be  mistaken. 
For  be  went  out  professionally — ^bent 
To  see  how  money  might  be  made,  not  spent. 
In  this  most  laudable  employ 

He  found  himself  at  LUle  one  afternoon. 
And  that  he  might  the  breexe  enjoy, 
And  catch  a  peep  at  the  ascending  moon 

Deinde  Elephas  ad  bellum  prodit  et  accedit. 
Ad  latus  collocatur  ipse  tanquam  insidiator. 
Sicut  «Mf  Pherz  est  incessus  ejus  ;  nisi  quod  sit 
Hulc  pracellentia,  eo  quod  ille  sit  tantum  trifarius. 
The  restricted  movement  of  this  piece  to  the  3tf  square  only,  is  what  Aben  Em 

describes  by  the  Hebrew  word  tS^/tTO* 

MS.  Sloan.  40S9.  says, — *  Secundus  Ajphinus,  qui  currit  tres  punctos  ;  qui  tur- 
sum  et  deorsum  capiat,^  &c.  The  Morality  of  Pope  Innocent  states,  that  *  Isti 
Alphini  obliqud  transeunt  et  capiant  tria  jnmeta  pertrarumndo^'*  &c.  ;  and  the 
poem  in  the  Bodl.  Library  (quoted  by  Dr.  Hyde)  has  a  very  particular  alluakm 
to  the  powers  of  this  piece : 

Caedit  Calvus  per  transversum  tertiam  ad  tabulain, 
Sedet  semper  in  occulto  quasi  fur  ut  rapiat, 
.    Sspe  namque  suo  furto  separat  victoriam. 

•  MS.  Bibl  Bigia^  12  £.  xxi  .•_ 

Miles  ab  obliquo  puncto  mediante  relicto 
Prosilit,  et  fortem  prostemit  fortior  hostem. 

*  Miles  vero  in  capiendo  duo  puncta  transit  directa,  et  tertium  obliquat,  in  tic- 
num  quod  mUites  et  domini  terram  poternnt  just^  capere  redditus  debitos  et  jus- 
tas  emendas  4  delinquenttbus  secundum  ezigenciam,  sed  tertium  punctum  obli- 
ouat  cibn  talliagia  et  i^justas  escAcciones  eztorquent  a  subditis  suis.^— Jtfbmlila^ 
Amocfii/n  Papm. 
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Out  of  the  town  be  took  a  itroU, 

Refreihiii;  in  the  fields  hii  loiil 

With  light  of  streama  and  trees  and  snowy  fleeces^ 

And  thoughts  of  crowded  houses  and  new  pieces.         ' 
When  we  are  pleasantly  employed  time  flies  ; 
He  counted  up  his  profits,  in  the  skies 

Until  the  moon  b^;an  to  shine, 
On  which  he  gased  awhile,  and  then 

Puird  out  &  watch,  and  cried—"  Past  nine ! 
^  Why,  zounds,  they  shut  the  gates  at  ten  V^— 
Backrrajrds  he  tumM  his  steps  tfu/on/er. 

Stumping  along  with  might  and  main ; 

And  though  His  plain 
He  couldnH  galley,  trot,  or  canter, 
(Those  who  had  seen  him  would  confess  it,)  he 
MarchM  well  for  one  of  such  obesity. 
Eyeing  his  watch,  and  now  his  forehead  mopping, 
He  pufPd  and  blew  along  the  road. 
Afraid  of  melting,  more  airraid  of  stopping, 
When  in  his  path  he  met  a  down 
lletuming  from  the  town. 
"  Tell  me,^^  he  panted  in  a  thawing  state, 
^'  Dost  think  I  can  get  in,  friend,  at  the  gate  V^ 
**  Get  in  !^^  replied  the  hesitating  loon. 

Measuring  with  his  eye  our  bulky  wi|^t, — 

**  Why ^yes,  Sir,  1  should  think  you  might, 

A  load  of  hay  went  in  this  aftemoon.^^  H. 

The  Bank  Clerk  and  the  SiahUrKeeptrt. 

Shewing  how  Peter  was  undone 
By  taking  care  of  Number  One. 
Oy  Peter  Prim  (so  Johnson  would  ha^e  written) 
Let  me  indulge  in  the  remembrance ; — ^Peter ! 
Thy  formal  phiz  has  oft  my  fancy  smitten, 

For  sure  the  Bank  had  never  a  completer 
Quiz  among  its  thousand  clerks. 
Than  he  who  now  elicits  our  reoiarks. 

Prim  was  a  formalist,  a  prig. 

A  solemn  fop,  an  office  Martinet, 
Ope  of  those  small  precisians  who  look  big 

If  half  an  hour  before  their  time  they  get 
To  an  appointment,  and  abuse  those'eWes 
Who  are  not  oyer-punctual,  like  themtelres. 
If  you  should  mark  his  powderM  head  betimes. 

And  polished  shoes  in  Lothbury, 
You  knew  the  hour,  for  the  three-quarter  chimes 

Inrariably  struck  as  he  went  by. 
From  morning  fines  he  always  saved  his  gammon. 
Not  from  his  hate  of  sloth,  but  love  of  Mammon. 

For  Peter  had  a  special  eye 
To  Number  One : — ^his  charity 

At  home  beginning,  ne^er  extends. 
But  where  it  started  had  its  end  too  \ 

And  as  to  lending  cash  to  friends. 
Luckily  he  had  none  to  lend  to. 
No  purchases  so  cheap  as  his, 

While  no  one^i  bargains  went  so  far. 
And  though  in  dress  a  deadly  quiz, 

^o  Quaker  more  particular. 
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This  lire  antomaton^  who  seeni^d 
To  move  b  j  clock-work,  ever  keen 
To  live  npon  the  savinf  plan. 
Had  loon  the  honour  to  be  deemed 
That  selfish,  heartless,  cold  machine, 
CallM  in  the  City — a  warm  man. 

A  Bank  Director  once,  who  dwelt  at  Chigwell, 

'  Prim  to  a  turtle-feast  invited, 

And  as  the  reader  knows  the  prig  well, 

I  need  not  say  he  went,  delighted ! 
For  great  men,  when  they  let  you  slice  their  BieaC 
May  give  a  slice  of  loan — a  ridier  treat. 

No  stage  leaves  Chigwell  after  eight. 
Which  was  too  early  to  come  back ; 

So  after  much  debate, 
Peter  resolved  to  hire  a  hack. 

The  more  inclined  to  this  because  he  knew 

In  London  Wall,  at  Number  two, 

An  economic  stable-keeper, 

From  whom  he  hoped  to  get  one  cheaper. 

Behold  him  mounted  on  his  jade, 

A  perfect  Johnny-Gilpin  figure, 
But  the  good  bargain  he  had  made 

Compensating  for  sneer  and  snigger, 
He  trotted  on, — arrived — sat  down, 

Devour*d  enough  for  six  or  seven. 
His  horse  remounted,  and  reached  town 

As  he  had  fixM — exactly  at  eleven. 
But  whether  habit  led  him,  or  the  Fates, 

To  give  a  preference  to  Number  One 

(As  he  had  always  done,) 
Or  that  the  darkness  jumbled  the  two  gates. 
Certain  it  is  he  gave  ikat  bell  a  drag. 

Instead  of  Number  Two, 
Rode  in — dismounted — ^left  his  nag. 

And  homeward  hurried  without  more  ado. 

Some  days  elapsed,  and  no  one  came 
To  bring  the  bill,  or  payment  claim : 
He  ^gan  to  hope  'twas  overlook^,, 
Forgotten  quite,  or  never  bookM — 
An  error  which  the  honesty  of  Prim 
Would  ne'er  have  rectified,  if  left  to  him. 
After  six  weeks,  however,  comes  a  pair 
Of  groom-like  looking  men. 

Each  with  a  bill,  which  Peter  they  submit  to ; 
One  for  the  six  weeks'  hire  of  a  bay  mare, 

And  one  for  six  weeks'  keep  of  cBtto : 
Together — ^twenty-two  pounds  ten  I 

The  tale  got  wind. — What,  Peter  make  a  blunder ! 

There  was  no  end  of  joke,  and  quiz,  and  wonder. 

Which,  with  the  loss  of  cash,  so  mortified 
Prim,  that  he  sufier'd  an  attack 
Of  bile,  and  baigain'd  with  a  quack. 

Who  daUy  swore  to  cure  him— till  he  died ; 

When,  as  no  will  was  found. 
His  scraped,  and  saved,  and  hoarded  store 
Went  to  a  man  to  whom,  some  monthf  before. 

He  had  refused  to  lend  a  pound. 
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EtHi  here  wbere  Alpme  folitadet  aieend, 

I  ait  ne  down  a  peniiTe  hour  to  spend.  QouMMiTa^ 

NoTBoro  coald  be  more  prepoasessiDg  than  the  amiable  mannen  and 
zealous  attentions  of  these  religions  hosts.  The  superior  did  not  appear 
till  snpper,  at  six  o^clock.  In  the  mean  time  we  were  conducted  into  the 
refectory^  spacioos  sombre  saloon,  with  dark  oak  wainscotting,  and  hung 
round  with  old  pictures  of  the  superiors  and  other  ecclesiastics.  A  fire  was 
then  Ughted  for  us  in  another  large  saloon,  possessing  a  chimney-place ; 
where  several  of  the  monks  joined  us,  and  interested  us  by  their  lively  and 
intelligent  conversation.  Some  bread  and  wine  were  brought  us,  and  the 
Pans  newspapers  which  they  received  regularly,  and  which  were  scarce- 
ly a  week  old ;  and  our  hosts,  who  never  appear  to  slumber  in  body  or 
mind,  eagerly  entered  into  discussion  on  the  contest  between  the  Greeks 
and  the  Turks;  the  proceedings  against  the  late  Queen;  and  various  other 
topics  of  political  interest  On  these  subjects  some  of  them  conversed 
with  a  degree  of  knowledge  and  of  interest  on  passing  events  which  could 
hardly  be  exceeded  by  the  active  quidnuncs  of  St.  JamesVstreet  or  the 
Rojral  Exchange.  Their  life  is,  in  fact,  passed  in  a  spiritual  and  temporal 
activity ;  and  the  common  reproaches  of  monkish  ease  and  indulgence 
would  be  very  ill  indeed  applied  to  the  little  community  of  St  Bernard. 
This  is  no  place  where  ^^  slumber  abbots  purple  as  their  vines.^'  The  cli- 
mate is  so  severe  that  none  but  young  men  can  support  its  rigour  :  of  the 
thirty  or  thirty-five  monks  of  the  establishment,  we  found  about  fifteen 
resident :  scarcely  three  of  these  were  above  the  age  of  thirty.  The 
Superior,  who  is  a  venerable  and  dignified  old  man,  was  only  there  by 
accident:  a  general  Chapter  having  been  held  the  day  before.  He 
ordinarily  resides  at  Martigny  in  the  valley.  Even  the  joung  men  are 
frequently  a£9icted  with  cramps,  rheumatisms,  and  other  disorders. 
The  saperintendence  of  the  temporal  afiairs  and  duties  of  the  establish- 
ment finds  ample  employment  for  a  large  number.  Their  rents  (now 
dreadfully  diinimshed)  are  to  be  received — ^provisions  laid  in — ^wood 
fetched  from  the  forests  in  the  valley  :  twenty  or  thirty  horses  are  gene- 
rally employed  in  these  labours.  Strangers  are  to  be  lodged  and  pro- 
vided for  according  to  their  rank  and  appearance, — seven  or  eight  thou- 
sand persons  are  computed  to  pass  the  St.  Bernard  in  a  year,  the 
greater  part  of  whom  spend  the  night  at  the  convent ;  and  above  all, 
daring  seven  or  eight  months  in  the  year,  several  of  the  monks  and 
servants  of  the  establishment  are  employed  in  the  humane  and  perilous 
office  of  exploring  the  most  dangerous  and  difficult  passages  among  the 
glaciers  and  snows  in  quest  of  distressed  travellers.  The  celebrated 
dogs,  which  they  use  on  these  expeditions,  are  indeed  noble  animals. 
We  saw  two  or  three  stalking  about  the  convent  in  temporary  repose. 
They  are  lar^e,  strong,  and  muscular;  short-haired,  and  of  a  dull 
sandy  colour,  with  black  muzzles  and  thick  heads,  resembling  both  a 
Newfoundland  dog  and  an  English  mastilT,  with  a  character  of  great 
strength  and  sagacity.  They  carry  in  their  perambulations  n  basket 
furnished  with  provisions  and  woollen  clothes,  which  seasonable  com- 

^Continaed  from  paf;e  S6. 
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forts  have  often  been  the  means  of  saving  the  lives  of  half>frozen  and 
famished  sufferers.    They  have  a  quick  sceni,  and  ere  easily  attncted 
to  the  spot  where  a  human  being  lies.    Their  natural  8aga<dty  is  im- 
proved by  training ;  and  they  either  lead  their  masters  to  Uie  place,  or, 
where  its  situation  has  been  quite  inaccessible  to  the  monies  themselves, 
they  have  frequently  dragged  frozen  persons  over  the  snows  to  their 
masters,  by  whose  timely  care  they  nave  been  restored  to  life.    A 
magnificent  dog,  from  the  St  Bernard,  is  preserved  stuffed  in  the  Mu- 
seum at  Berne,  who  is  said  to  have  been  the  means  of  saving  the  lives 
of  twenty-eight  individuals.    Unhappily,  these  noble  creatures  suffer, 
like  their  masters,  from  the  severity  of  their  life  and  labours.    They 
are  short-lived,  and  old  age  soon  comes  upon  them.    A  dog  of  seven 
or  eight  years  old,  the  Superior  informed  us,  is  generally  infirm  and 
disabled.    At  the  hour  of  supper  we  met  all  the  monks  in  the  refectory, 
and  were  presented  to  the  Superior,  an  interesting  man,  thin  in  person, 
somewhat  bowed  with  years,  wearing  the  collar  and  cross  of  his  dignity 
over  the  ordinary  garb  of  the  convent,  and  whose  manners  and  conver- 
sation had  a  grace  and  refinement  which  rendered  his  good  sense  and 
intelligent  remarks  peculiarly  pleasing.    A  long  Latin  grace  was  said 
before  we  sat  down  to  table ;  the  Superior  leading,  and  the  monks 
joining  in  general  responses.    As  our  visit  happened  unluckily  on  a 
Friday,  we  were  not  able  to  form  a  fair  estimate  of  the  convent  kitchen. 
Soup,  omelettes,  and  other  dishes  of  eggs  and  vegetables,  formed  the 
bill  of  fare,  which,  to  say  truth,  was  not  of  the  most  satisfactoiy  kind 
to  travellers  who  had  rode  ten  long  leagues  on  mules,  and  found  them- 
selves, at  the  end  of  their  journey,  in  a  climate  of  a  most  animating 
rarity.    An  agreeable  wine  from  the  vineyards  of  the  convent  in  the 
Vallais,  called  the  St  Bernard  wine,  was  a  pleasant  accompaniment  of 
our  lenten  fare  ;  and  the  conversation  of  the  superior  and  his  brethren 
agreeably  enlivened  oar  potations.    About  nine  o^clock  the  Superior 
withdrew,  and  we  presently  retired  to  our  chambers,  situated  in  a  vast 
gloomy  corridor,  running  the  whole  length  of  the  building,  divided  in 
the  middle  by  a  heavy  iron  grille^  and  adorned  with  old  dusty  pictures 
of  a  long  line  of  superiors,  priors,  protecting  popes,  and  princely  bene- 
factors of  the  house.    My  bed-room  was  a  spacious  lofty  chamber, 
with  double  casements,  a  wainscot  hung  closely  with  fresh  pictures  of 
nutred,   crosiercd,  and  cassocked  churchmen,  frowning  in  all   the 
stiff  outlines  of  the  sixteenth  century :  and  a  loilty  bed  of  nearly  the 
same  date,  with  heavy  red  maroon  hangings  and  vallances,  whose  old- 
fashioned  solidity  I  found  extremely  serviceable  in  fencing  out  the  cold 
of  the  apartment    A  few  old  Latin  volumes  of  theology  were  ranged 
on  a  shelf,  and  a  fine  modem  telescope  of  DoUond's  stood  on  a  stand, 
which  appeared  from  the  inscription  to  have  been  presented  by  an 
English  general-officer  to  the  convent    No  chamber  in  the  Castle  of 
Otranto  could  possibly  have  been,  in  all  respects,  a  more  fitting  scene 
for  an  encounter  with  a  bleeding  nun,  or  the  shade  of  a  deposed  prior. 
As  I  lay  down,  and  drew  the  maroon  curtains  very  close  round  the 
bed,  I  could  not  help  thinking — ^^  If  ever  I  am  to  be  gratified  with  a 
spiritual  visit,  for  which  so  many  have  sighed,  this  is  certainly  the  time 
and  place — Seven  thousand  feet  nearer  heaven  than  my  friends  in  Eog* 
land — many  leagues  from  the  abode  of  man — under  a  roof  which  has 
weathered  the  Alpine  blast  and  the  avalanche  for  three  centuries — grey 
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liritfB  and  pale  nuns  in  effigy  all  roimcl  me,  and  perhaps  the  troubled 
spirits  of  the  poor  beings  who  bleach  on  the  rocks  without  sepulture, 
flitting  about  in  the  winds  which  moan  against  the  casement.  Iff 
see  no  gfaoet  here,  I  am  certainly  ghost-prooC  That  I  did  see  none, 
that  I  slept  soundly,  undisturbed  even  by  any  ominous  rattling  of  the 
casement,  or  rustling  of  the  old  pictures  (which  must  infallibly  have 
occurred  to  a  German  student,  or  a  young  lady  well-read  in  Mrs.  Rad- 
<Me^  I  can  only  ascribe  in  part  to  bodily  fatigue,  and  in  part  to  that 
proToldng  scepticism  wliich  has  hitherto  marred  all  my  efforts  to  sec  a 
ghosL 

The  next  morning  the  Sommelier  of  the  convent  awoke  me  early, 
aod  I  went  to  mass  in  the  chapel  situated  at  one  end  of  the  long  cor- 
ridor. It  is  a  neat  handsome  Uttle  building,  with  a  decent  organ — one 
of  the  monks  performed  mass,  and  several  others  attended.  Three 
Valaiaanne  girls,  dressed  in  the  singular  costume  of  the  canton,  attend- 
ed the  service,  having  come  up  to  the  convent  for  a  day  to  see  a  rela- 
tion among  the  monks,  and  to  gratify  their  curiosity  as  to  this  wonder 
of  the  neighbourhood.  On  one  side  of  the  chapel  is  placed  a  simple 
and  elegant  marble  monument  to  the  memory  of  General  Dessaix — a 
ringular  place  of  repose  for  the  ashes  of  a  French  republican  General 
and  bosom-friend  of  Napoleon. — Dessaix  fell  at  Marengo,  at  the  head  of 
the  victorious  army  which  he  and  Napoleon  had  just  conducted  over 
the  St  Bernard.  Tlie  army  consisted  of  60,000  men,  with  fifly-eight 
pieces  of  cannon.  On  commencing  the  ascent,  eveiy  soldier  was  pro- 
rided  with  a  supply  of  biscuit  for  three  days,  and  each  man  received  a 
drai^t  of  wine  in  passing  the  convent.  At  St  Pierre  the  cannon 
ii^re  dismounted  and  drawn  on  sledges :  it  beingiropossible  to  use  horses, 
forty-fonr  men  were  employed  in  dragging  each  piece  to  the  summit 
of  the  passage.  Napoleon  and  his  staff  passed  one  night  at  the  con- 
vent The  monks  described  their  sufferings  daring  the  constant  pas- 
nge  of  the  armies  as  beyond  ail  conception.  For  one  year,  a  garrison 
of  one  hundred  and  eighty  men  was  constantly  stationed  in  the  con- 
vent ;  and  sometimes  not  less  than  eight  hundred  men  were  crammed 
into  liie  cells  and  chambers  for  several  days  together. 

The  passage  of  the  St  Bernard,  though  well  known,  does  not  appear 
to  have  been  early  known  to  the  Romans.  Much  labour  and  learning 
have  been  expended,  to  shew  that  the  St.  Bernard  was  the  passage  by 
which  Hannibal  entered  Italy.  But  the  preponderance  of  evidence 
15  quite  against  the  hypothesis,  and  seems  to  ascertain  that  liis  passage 
was  either  over  the  Petit  St.  Bernard  or  the  Cottian  Alps,  cither  by 
Mont  Cenis  or  some  of  the  neighbouring  passes.  This  is  the  direct  and 
obvious  passage  from  Spain  into  Italy ;  whereas  it  would  have  beeo  a 
most  circuitous  and  intricate  route  to  have  traversed  Savoy  or  crossed 
the  Jura,  and  then  ascended  the  Lake  of  Geneva  and  the  Rhone  into  the 
Vallais,  to  find  out  a  passage  above  one  thousand  feet  higher,  and  in  all 
respects  of  greater  diifficalty.  The  circumstance  of  bronze  plates  with 
ex  voto  inscriptions,  some  bearing  the  words  ^^  Joroi  poenino.  Jvoipoeno^'' 
Ik.  having  been  found  on  the  site  of  the  ancient  temple  on  the  St.  Ber- 
otfd,  has  been  much  relied  on  as  proving  that  the  Carthaginians  had 
passed  the  St.  Bernard.  Some  of  these  are  preserved  in  the  cabinet  of 
the  convent,  with  Roman  medals  and  other  antiquities  found  on  the 
ffioontain — a  greater  number  are  transported  to  Turin.    The  inscrip- 
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tkm,  iKmever,  has  been  satiui&ctorily  espUdned,  as  beiii|^  a  Rdbma  cor- 
rapttoQ  of  ^^  JupUer  PtnvwMu^^  the  naae  of  the  deity  to  whom  the 
people  of  the  Vallais  had  erected  the  temple— a  name  derived  from 
the  Celtic  word  penn  or  innn,  signifying  a  «iMimt(-*iind  from  which  this 
branch  of  the  Alpine  cnain  has  been  always  called  the  Pennine  Alps. 
The  Romans,  not  understanding  the  Cekic  title  Pemitiiat,  which  they 
found  subscribed  to  the  statue  of  Jupiter,  probably  converted  it  iato 
Poenhius,  and  conceived  that  the  temple  was  of  Carthaginian  origin. 
After  the  time  of  Augustus,  and  his  foundation  of  the  Colony  at  the 
Cit^d  'Aoste,  beneath  the  St.  Bernard,  the  mountain  formed  the  ord^ 
naiy  passage  of  the  Roman  troops  into  Helvetia ;  and  since  1798,  when 
the  French  occupied  Switzerland,  it  was  for  several  years  the  scene 
of  military  passages,  and  frequent  skirmishes  and  engagements. 

The  revenues  of  the  convent  are  now  lamentably  reduced,  which  is 
much  to  be  regretted,  as  ecclesiastical  revenues  have  seldom  been 
applied  to  more  pure  or  benevolent  purposes,  in  the  fiAeentb  cen- 
tury, the  superior  informed  us,  the  convent  had  possessed  estates  in 
Sicily,  Naples,  the  Low  Countries,  and  in  England.  Of  these  it  has 
from  time  to  time  been  despoiled.  The  King  of  Sardinia  was  the 
last  to  strip  the  establishment  of  all  its  funds  in  his  dominions ;  and 
some  small  property  in  the  Vallais  and  the  Pays  de  Vaud  is  all  that 
now  remains  to  support  its  benevolent  objects  and  its  general  hospi- 
tality. Under  these  circumstances,  it  is  not  mnch  to  be  wondei«d 
at,  that  the  monks  should  have  cut  down  the  celebrated  E^^imti  de 
jilit^  situated  on  their  property  at  Clarens,  to  convert  it  iato  a  pro- 
fitable vineyard.  This  puts  Lord  Byroa  into  a  great  passieny  and  lie 
calls  the  poor  monks  ^^  the  miserable  drones  of  an  execrable  snper^ 
stition  ;^^  but  it  is  rather  too  much  to  expect  of  these  poor  priests,  who 
were  in  danger  of  starving  amongst  their  rocks  and  snows,  to  for^;o 
a  fair  means  of  eahancing  their  revenues,  in  order  to  preserve  to  the 
worshippers  of  Rousseau  the  sentimental  luxury  of  walking  in  a  grove 
where  an  ima^fiaary  mistress  takes  a  walk  with  her  fictLtions  lover. — 
The  monks  are  frequently  now  reduced  to  the  necessity  of  making 
qyUti  for  the  convent  in  the  different  parts  of  Italy  and  Switzeriand ; 
and  their  name  and  character  are  such  powerful  recommendations, 
that,  the  Superior  informed  us,  they  are  frequently  fraudulently  made 
use  of  by  impostors  to  extort  alms  from  charitable  Catholics. 

The  weather  being  unfavourable  for  a  descent  into  Piedmont,  we 
returned  to  Martigny,  and  lost  no  time  in  leaving  its  Catholic  filth  and 
bad  accommodations  for  the  beauties  of  the  Pays  de  Vaud.  We  ac- 
cordingly proceeded  to  Vevai,  stopping  in  our  way  at  the  lovely  vil- 
lage of  Bex,  where  we  had  an  agreeable  meeting  with  a  countryman 
whose  character  and  name  are  too  well  known  for  me  to  do  myself  the 
honour  of  mentioning  him.  Thanks  to  his  taste,  and  to  his  topographical 
acquaintance  with  every  picturesque  nook  of  this  lovely  scene,  we  en- 
joyed  a  sultry  Sunday  afternoon  in  exploring  the  exquisite  landscapes 
which  surround  the  little  town.  Bex  stands  in  one  of  the  richest  aad 
most  beautiful  spots  on  the  banks  of  the  Rhone.  The  river  here  flows 
through  a  vale  of  about  two  leagues  width,  with  all  the  green  luxuriant 
beauty  of  a  varied  garden.  On  each  side  the  valley  rise  two  of  the 
most  majestic  pinnacles  of  the  Alps  (the  Dent  de  Mercies  and  the 
Dent  de  Midi)  to  a  height  of  between  seven  and  eight  thousand  feet 
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abore  the  Rhone.  These  gigantic  and  heantifol  smnmils,  with  their 
crowns  of  eternal  snow  glittering  on  their  ragged  and  inaccessible 
heads,  are  so  close  to  each  other,  tliat  they  appear  as  if  they  must 
hare  been  torn  asnnder. 

Heights  which  appear  as  loyen  who  haye  parted 

In  hate,  whose  mming  depths  so  interrene 

That  they  can  meet  no  more  thoagh  broken-hearted. 

^neyards,  orchards,  forests,  smoking  hamlets,  and  white  towns,  are 
scattered  at  their  base.  The  bine  Rhone  alternately  rushes  andmeanders 
throQgh  this  champaign  scene,  till  it  poors  its  waters  into  the  broad 
tain  of  Lake  Leman,  which  harmonizes  the  landscape  with  its  bright 
glassy  expanse,  and  allnres  the  eye  to  the  grey  distant  scenes  about  Lau^ 
ssnne  and  Verai  and  the  faint  hills  of  the  Jara.  F^  scenes  can  be  found 
which  embrace  in  one  complete  and  various  landscape  so  many  fear 
tures  of  picturesque  beauty,  in  which  the  near  and  the  distant  are 
eqimlly  lorely— in  which  the  eye  glances  in  an  instant  over  so  much 
that  is  delicious  to  the  right,  and  congenial  to  the  mind. 

We  aniTed  at  Vevai  late  in  the  evening,  having  walked  along  the 
upper  bank  of  the  lake,  by  the  Castle  of  Chiilon,  as  the  sun  set  in 
rosy  magnificence  over  the  scenes  at  the  fiirther  extremity.  The  inn 
at  Vevai  was  almost  entirely  occupied  by  a  travelling  peiMion  of  young 
ladies,  in  number  twenty-two,  who  were  spending  the  holidays  in  mak- 
ii^  a  tour  with  the  mistress.  Their  travelling  equipage  was  a  large 
coach  with  seats  round  the  interior,  drawn  by  &ur  hones.  These  iti- 
nerant establishments  are  not  uncommon,  I  hear,  in  Switzerland. 

Instead  of  removing  the  mountains  and  snows,  according  to  the  sug^ 
gestion  of  a  tasteful  traveller,  who  thought  them  too  iauvage  and  cold, 
Ve? ai  would  be  much  improved  by  getting  rid  of  one  half  of  its  vino- 
yards,  and  all  its  stone  walls,  which  have  enti^Iy  usurped  the  place  of 
the  woods,  groves,  pastures,  orchards,  which  are  infinitely  more 
pleadn^  in  a  landscape.  A  vineyard  is  connected  with  ideas  of  sultry 
sons,  luxuriant  soil,  teeming  plenty,  and  pastoral  happiness,  and  has, 
time  oat  of  ndnd,  held  a  place  in  poetical  description ;  but  in  reality,  it 
is  hardly  more  picturesque  than  a  bedof  dwarf  gooseberry  bushes-— its 
stunted  regular  ranks  and  monotonous  gpreen  are  bad  substitutes 
for  the  beautiful  variety  of  cornfields,  hedgerows,  and  umbrageous 
grof  es  and  orchards.  Vevai  is,  however,  a  lovely  spot — ^its  deep  blue 
lake,  with  all  its  bays  and  graceful  sinuosities,  its  sloping  hills,  its  cha- 
teaux, bamlets,  and  chdlets,  its  amphitheatre  of  green  forest-covered 
mountains,  with  an  upper  range  of  snowy  pinnacles— on  one  side,  all 
the  grace  and  softened  beauty  of  cultivated  fields  and  vineyards  washed 
by  the  gentle  lake ;  and  on  the  other,  the  severe  sublimity  of  the 
Alpine  chain,  with  its  rocks  and  gladers  in  their  varied  forms  of 
rugged  grandeur — the  massy  turreted  castle  of  Chiilon  on  the  left 
— ^MeiUerie  and  its  rocks  immediately  opposite-— the  blue  hills  of  the 
Jura  in  the  far  distance  to  the  right — ^and  immediately  around,  a  scene 
of  sraiUng  plenty  and  happiness,  which  soothes  and  soAens  the  feelings, 
and  combines  with  the  grander  objects  to  produce  the  most  irresistible 
and  pleasing  impresiAons  on  the  mind. 

At  Vevai  we  enjoyed  two  dsys  of  delightful  indolence  afier  our 
joumeyings  in  the  mountains  on  mules,  among  rocks,  snovrs,  and  preci« 
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pices.  Th!§  repose  and  change  of  scene  were  not  less  refresliinf  to  Hhe 
mind  than  the  body.  An  open  champaign  scene  of  vineyard,  meadow, 
and  Itike,  was  not  less  congenial  to  the  eye  and  the  mind,  after  beii^ 
cooped  in  by  ice-crags  and  impending  granites,  tlian  a  caliche  and  a 
good  road  were  consolatory  to  our  limbs  after  the  bonesetting  fiitigaes 
of  mule  excursions.  Much  as  we  had  heard  and  read  of  Veyai,  its 
scenes  in  no  degree  disappointed  our  expectations.  Even  Rousseau^s 
impassioned  eloquence  has  hardly  overcofoured  its  beauties.  Its  yariety 
Is  endless — ^there  is  no  kind  or  shade  of  picturesoue  charm  which  an 
exploring  trareller  does  not  find  in  its  precincts,  trom  the  pretty  sim* 
pie  home  view,  full  of  peace  and  love,  and  rustic  repose,  to  the  wildest 
magnificence  of  overpowering  Alpine  nature,  its  scenes  are  scenes 
not  merely  to  be  visited  and  wondered  at,  but  to  be  dwelt  upon,  eon* 
templated,  and  inhabited.  The  feelings  become  ^^  tinctured  with  their 
every  hue.^'  The  coldest  and  hardest  of  hearts  would  in  vain  seek  to 
resist  the  softening  and  expanding  influence  of  their  rich  and  diversi- 
fied beauty ;  and  ii  there  is  a  scene  where  the  world  and  all  its  vanl* 
ties  and  strifes  might  be  supposed  to  have  no  place,  where  Naturals 
lovely  influence  must  l>e  felt  in  every  thought  and  action  of  life, 
where  a  man  might  spend  liis  days  in  a  flow  of  pure  and  exquisite 
enjoyments,  and  close  them  in  innocent  repose,  surely  thin  is  such  a 
scene.  It  is  sing^ar  to  see  how  indifferent  either  habit  or  phleg- 
matic temperament,  or  both,  frequently  render  the  Swiss  to  its  charms, 
and  indeed  to  those  of  their  country  h)  general.  They  appear  to  m« 
to  have  singularly  little  enthgsiasm.  You  scarcely  find  one  person  in 
twenty  among  the  cultivated  classes,  who  has  explored  much  of  his  own 
country,  or  who  takes  any  warm  interest  in  its  curiosities  and  beauties. 
A  German,  from  his  dull  sandy  plains,  and  certainly  an  Englishman 
who  ifever  saw  a  mountain  higher  than  the  Brighton  Downs,  is  far  more 
alive  to  grandeur  of  scenery  than  these  bom  mountaineers.  I  cannot 
think  that  habit  and  use  make  the  difference.  A  Highlander  has  none 
of  ttds  phlegm :  he  loves  his  mountains  and  glens  for  their  own  "bean- 
ties,  as  well  as  because  they  are  the,  home  of  him  and  his  ancestors :  he 
is  proud  to  shew  off  his  cn^  and  lakes  to  foreigners,  and  feels  a 
poetical  and  enthusiastic  attacimient  to  every  wild  scene  of  his  native 
land.  I  have  seldom  seen  any  of  this  glow  and  romance  in  an  inhabi- 
tant of  Switzerland.  He  is  a  good  patriot,  and  attached  to  his  Canton 
and  the  Confederacy ;  but  it  is  a  staid,  phlegmatic,  and  calculating  feel- 
ing, connected  with  little  romantic  love  of  its  alps,  and  lakes,  and 
mountain^arcled  valleys,  but  built  upon  the  sober  basis  of  home 
and  its  comforts — ^his  sni^  cottage  and  chllet,  his  independence, 
small  taxes,  paternal  government,  and  his  consequence  in  the  Canton 
Council.  Certainly  there  cannot  be  better  or  surer  foundations  for 
patriotism  than  these^-and  it  would  be  absurd  to  expect  any  people  to 
forget  these  excellent  reasons  for  loving  their  country,  and  to  doat 
upon  it  only  for  its  barren  rodds  and  frozen  mountains;  but  the  Swiss 
appear  to  love  its  comforts  alone,  and  to  have  no  soul  for  its  beauties. 
You  find  persons  who  have  passed  their  lives  witiiin  fifty  miles  of 
Mont  Blanc,  and  have  never  visited  Chamounix;  and  half  the  people 
of  Berne  have  never  taken  the  trouble  to  travel  forty  miles  to  see  the 
Glaciers  of  Grlndelwald  and  the  Jungfrau.  The  tnal  dn  pays  which  af- 
fects a  Swiss  when  out  of  ikis  eount^  in  so  remarlcable  a  manner,  ap- 
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pean  Httle  connected  with  a^j  ardent  recollections  of  ito  sublime 
Kenes.  It  is  a  yearning  for  the  snug  secure  comforts,  tlie  little  tran- 
quil primitiYe  habits  of  life  so  contrasted  with  the  bustle  and  turmoil 
of  greater  countries.  It  is  not  the  wild  mountaineer  sighing  for  his  blealc 
bot  natire  rocks,  but  the  sober  thriving  peasant,  or  burgher,  regretting 
bis'repnblican  comforts  and  consequence,  and  longing  to  fly  from  arls- 
tocratical  splendour  and  noise  to  the  confined  c&cle  of  his  ordinary 
pnrsidts  and  homely  pleasures.  It  is  the  household  gods,  not  the  tro- 
phies of  the  republic,  or  the  sublimities  of  nature,  to  wliich  he  is  attached. 
Do  not  imagine  tliat  I  wish  to  undervalue  the  sober  patriotism  of  the 
Swiss — ^their  liistory  for  five  centuries  is  its  best  eulo^^um.  It  is  not 
the  less  constant  or  sincere  for  being,  like  all  their  sentiments,  singii- 
larly  jmsc,  reflective,  and  unimpassioned. 

UnkBowa  tliofe  powers  that  raise  the  soul  to  flune,' 

Catch  every  nerve,  and  vibrate  through  the  frame, 

Their  level  life  is  but  a  mouldering  fire 

UnquenchM  by  want,  un&anM  by  itroog  desire.  D* 


DamoKo  soHO,  from  the  fabnch. 

BT  MiJT&JB  ADAM. 

MirnLB  A»AM  BnxAirr  was  a  carpenter  of  Nevets,  wlio  Aoniished 
in  the  i^ign  of  Louis  XUL,  and  was  called  the  Vii^fU  of  the  Plane. 
His  poetry  obtained  for  him  the  applause  of  Benserade,  Scndery, 
Menage,  and  other  wits  of  his  nation.  It  has  something  of  the  p<^t 
and  polish  of  the  lighter  French  compositions  of  Voltaire's  day  ;  and 
for  the  age  and  station  of  the  aotiior,  is  singalarly  good,  in  onr  own 
times  low-bom  poets  Imve  been  frequent,  iMcaose  Uteratnre  has  beea 
placed  witliiB  the  reach  of  all  classes.  But  it  would  be  curiona,  conid 
we  know  tlie  circumstances  whldi  called  forth  the  intellects  of  ^  rode 
nechaDics'^  in  tliat  epoch  of  darkness  and  despotism  in  wliich  this  poet 
wrote.  Maitre  Adam  had  a  rival  in  a  poetical  biscoit-baker  at  Paris, 
who  piqued  liimself  that  if  Adam's  venes  were  composed  avec  phi  dt 
hinif  his  own  were  written  ovsc  phu  dt  ehaUur. 

QuUlont  U  tuin  amire^  ke.  &c. 

Farewell  for  ever, 
Thou  dull  tormentor,  Care,  of  youth  the  grave, 

Thee  will  I  honour  never, 
For  the  vile  drop  thou  seekest  cannot  save 
Hie  trembling  miser  from  the  grasp  of  death ; 
Nor  bnj  the  gasping  wretch  one  nMSMnrs  liii((*riag  braaiki 

If  cruel  Fate, 
CharmM  by  the  love  of  gold,  would  hold  her  hand. 

And  like  a  catchpole  wait. 
Her  writ  susjpending  at  its  bright  command^ 
In  love  of  life  I  *d  hoard  the  saving  ore ; 
But  this  can  never  be,  and  I  will  toil  no  more. 

The  Jolly  god, 
Bacchus,  the  parent  of  each  dear  delight, 

Shall  sway  me  with  his  nod. 
And  rale  the  laughing  hours  fhan  dawn  to  tu^U 
To  low-bom  thoughts  I  bid  a  long  adieu. 
Since,  when  we  part  with  life,  we  lose  our  money  too.  M. 
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Stakdino  at  the  door  of  the  library  in  Conduit-street  on  one  of 
these  fine  sammer  evenings,  after  the  hubbub  of  carriages  had  pnssed 
away  and  left  that  part  of  the  town  somewhat  tranquil,  I  obsenred 
three  extraordinary  figures  making  their  way  down  the  street  and  gazii^ 
with  a  strange  curiosity  upon  every  house  as  they  passed.  One  was  a 
paiuful-looking  old  gentleman,  with  a  cross  visage  embayed  in  as  cross 
a  wig :  he  was  a  large  man,  with  a  spacious  forehead  and  shoulders, 
evincing  strength  of  brain  as  well  as  muscle.  His  companions  seemed 
to  share  his  curiosity  and  astonishment,  but  not  iiis  spleen.  One  was 
a  shabby-looking  rake,  with  his  hand  as  consequentially  stuck  in  liis 
empty  pocket  as  if  it  anchored  in  gold  coin,  and  the  cock  of  his  iiat 
was  arranged  to  make  amends  for  its  rusty  triteness.  The  other  was 
a  simple,  bachelor-like  mortal,  in  a  peach-bloom  coloured  coat,  with 
open  mouth,  vacant  eyes,  and  long  upper  lip,  that  gave  a  queer  air  of 
precision  to  his  look  :  he  seemed,  like  his  companions,  to  be  quite  in 
a  quandary  of  amazement,  out  of  which  he  awoke  on  perceiving  that 
any  one  regarded  him  ;  when  he  brushed  the  stray  snuff  off  the  breast 
of  his  coat,  and  looked  as  spruce  as  possible  for  a  few  minutes. 

The  three  wights  made  a  dead  pause  opposite  the  shop-window  of 
No.  50,  and  darted  their  noses,  like  storks,  at  a  volume  there  displayed. 
Jt  was  ^^  Table  Talk,^^  Vol.  II ;  and  the  cross-looking  fellow  took  a  huge 
^pinch  of  snuff  as  soon  as  he  read  the  title.  He  pointed  liis  stick  to 
the  door-way  in  what  I  thought  a  rude  manner,  for  to  all  appearance 
he  poked  me  in  the  stomach  ;  however,  I  felt  it  not  And  thereupcm 
an  awe  came  over  me  that  held  me  6tock-«tili  where  I  stood.  My  gen- 
tlemen made  but  little  of  such  an  obstacle,  but  passed  clean  through 
me  and  the  door-way,  without  disturbing  either  the  nap  of  my  coat  or 
the  hair  of  my  head.  Ghosts  they  were  for  certain ;  but  whose  ? — tliat 
was  a  point  soon  ascertained  frmn  my  acquaintance  with  Reynolds^a 
canvass.  The  big  fellow  was  no  less  a  man  than  Dr.  Johnson  himself; 
he  that  followed  in  his  wake  was  Goldsmith ;  and  the  other,  though  I 
knew  not  his  countenance,  could  be  none  other  than  Dick  Savage. 

With  the  freedom  of  the  old  lUeraii  they  had  pierced  beyond  the 
sacred  barrier  of  the  counter,  and  had  dispersed  themselves  into  divers 
comers  of  that  labyrinth  of  books  and  shelves.  Johnson  was  among 
the  quartos  ^^  grappling  with  whole  libraries."  Savage  had  run  through 
most  of  the  new  poems,  and  in  his  prepress  had  found  time  to  damn 
the  Excursion,  and  to  pocket  the  five  Cantos  of  Don  Juan.  But  what 
should  Goldy  be  studying  ?  By  Jupiter,  his  own  image  and  gay  coat 
in  the  glass !  The  publications  of  the  last  fifty  years,  to  see  which  he 
had  travelled  some  billions  of  miles,  he  had  foigotten  in  a  moment^ 
and  was  busied  in  arranging,  or  endeavouring  to  arrange,  his  stock  in 
the  new  mode  of  a  St.  Andrew^s  cross,  when  Savage  touched  him  on 
the  shoulder,  with  an  ^^  £h,  Goldy,  still  at  that  old  frontispiece  of  thine  t 
Why^  man  you  thought  yourself  a  great  fellow  for  having  written  two 
poems  of  some  four  hundred  lines  in  each :  look  here !  look  here  I  and 
look  here ! — ^Verse  by  wholesale,  and  good  verse  too.  Why,  thon 
wouldst  now  be  but  a  grasshopper  chirping  among  such  a  multitode  of 
nightingales." 
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JohMMm.  Poetry,  Sir,  if  not  to  be  weighed  liy  thepoand.  Little  as 
I  am  acquainted  with  the  contents  of  these  poetical  quartos,  I  would 
Tenture  to  assert  that  one  of  the  sententious  lines  of  our  old  school 
might  be  dilated  into  two  or  three  pages  of  the  new.  Body  o  'me,  it 's 
impossible  for  any  man  to  think  a  yolume  of  new  poetic  thought  every 
year. 

Savofe.  Thought,  Doctor,  thought !  what  has  thought  to  do  with 
poetry  T    May  not  a  man  tell  a  storv  in  verse  every  year  ? 

Jokucn.  Nay,  Sir,  every  hour  n>r  that  matter :  but  the  second  will 
be  hot  a  repetition  of  the  nrst  The  age  is  right,  however,  and  so 
are  its  writers,  in  multiplying  duplicates  of  their  genius,  in  case  of 
that  universal  wreck  of  Mterature  which  must  be  one  day  expected  to 
take  place. 

Goldtmkh.    Is  this  poetry.  Doctor? 

Johmton.    No,  Sir,  that 's  logic. 

GoUmML    Is  this  poetry.  Doctor? 

Jokuom,    No,  Sir,  diat  's  bawdry. 

GoldtmfUL    Is  this  poetry.  Doctor  ? 

Johnson,    No,  Sir,  that 's  unintelligible  nonsense. 

Savage,  Worthy  Doctor,  you're  in  your  old  way  again.  Why, 
man,  there 's  not  a  word  in  your  own  dictionaiy,  which  may  not  be 
denied,  in  atubbom  precision,  of  every  imaginable  and  unimaginable 
thing.  Call  these  productions  what  you  wil^  there  is  thought  in  them, 
deep  and  new-— philosophic,  refined,  and  passionate  thought,  clothed 
in  numbers  that  have  their  charms,  though  perhaps  not  for  our  ears. 

Goldsmith.    But  how  came  these  fellows  to  slight  and  despise  us  ? 

Saoagt.    No  man  slights  thee,  Goldy. 

GoUSmiih.  No  one  ever  speaks  of  me,  and  yet  every  sciibbUag 
^ 

Saoage,  Hath  his  day — and  why  not?  The  world  must  talk  on 
dsputable  subjects,  if  it  intend  to  talk  any  time ;  and  Goldsmith's  merit 
is  no  dBspotable  point :  that  would  never  do.  A  man  that  wishes  to  give 
scope  to  Ills  tongue  or  his  pen,  roust  uphold  a  comfortable  paradox, 
and  there  can  be  no  fear  that  he  will  ever  lack  matter.  ^  Pope  is  nol 
a  poet," — ^^  Such  a  gentleman  is," — ^these  are  the  evei^ringing  wells 
of  disputation,  without  which  people  now-»^ays  would  never  get 
through  the  worM.  They  are  a  sort  of  pocketmrguments,  pulled  out 
on  all  occasions,  like  the  quizzes  of  our  days,  to  S\  up  the  vacant  in* 
tervak  of  solitude  or  conversation. 

Johtuon.  But  how  can  you  explain  the  inclination  so  universally 
evinced  to  fall  foul  of  me  upon  every  occasion.  Fellows,  Sir,  that 
dared  not  look  upon  my  face  when  living,  spurn  at  me  now  that  I  am 
bid  low. 

Saoage.  Confess,  my  lexicographer,  do  you  not  deserve  it  ?  Such 
will  ever  be  the  case.  Aristocracies  and  dictatorships  usurped  in  lite* 
ratore  will  always  be  disowned  by  the  succeeding  age.  Would  that 
the  principle  were  known,  that  genius  n^ht  be  contented  with  being 
humble,  and  duiness  know  the  vanity  of  attempting  to  be  otherwise. 

Johnson.    Nay,  1  speak  not  of  controverting  my  principles,  of  calling 
my  critical  opinions  in  question :  I  speak  of  a  tendency  to  depreciate, 
and  even  to  deny,  my  talents.    That  they  were  thrown  away — frittered  . 
in  periodical  writing  and  common-place  essayism— that  they  were  not 


142  Dialogua  of  tkt  Dtod. 

aided  b J  systematic  reading  or  tlioqght,  I  am  willing  to  allow ;  bat 
why  deny  me  allf 

Savare.  Few  have  dared  to  do  so.  PerbafM  yon  IntTe  heard  those 
few.  Malevolent  critics  often  speak  through  a  tube  to  the  ear  of  tlie 
author  alone,  and  no  wight  else  heedeth  them.  Censure  and  refotatioa 
how  coald  yon  escape? — ^you,  who  have  spoken  more  wisdom,  perhaps, 
that  any  one  writer,  and  certainly  with  less  meditation,  striking  out  every 
thing  m>m  the  intuitive  light  of  the  moment-'-evory  troth  separate 
from  its  fellow,  connected  by  no  chain  of  reasoning  or  aigoment.. — ^Toa 
that  have  spoken  upon  every  subject,  and  liest  like  a  huge  whale  upon 
the  waters  of  literature — an  object  tliat  no  harpooning  critic  can  either 
avoid  or  miss.    You  must  liear,  Doctor,  without  grumbling. 

Jo/kfuofi.  'Tis  true,  Dick,  I  am  to  the  present  age  what  Hdbbes 
was  to  ours ;  ^^  upon  whose  steel-cap,''  some  one  observes,  every  puny 
warrior  would  try  his  sword. 

Savage.  There  were  other  points  of  resemblance  between  you  both. 
Were  you  not  a  pair  of  incorrigible  Tories  T 

GoldnnitlL  Who  talks  of  Tories  ?  Have  you  not  lived  long  enough 
in  the  other  world  to  be  sick  of  political  cant  ?  Do  you  remember, 
both  of  you  walking  round  St.  James's  square  the  space  of  a  live-long 
night,  vowing,  in  the  might  of  your  patriotism,  ^  to  tUmd  bff  tk^  naiw^'^ 
and  tliis  when,  to  my  knowledge,  you  had  neither  chair  to  sit  on,  nor 
bed  on  which  to  repose.   ' 

2l^  I  "  ^^^  ^y  ^^  nation?"  ha !  ha !  ha ! 

OoldtmitL  But,  Savage,  you  that  have  been  so  often  and  so  lately 
here  on  furlough,  what  new  book  is  the  world  talking  of  at  this  blessed 
moment? 

Savage.  Of  the  last  Scotch  novel,  to  be  sure — ^Nigel  they  caU  it 
From  the  lady  of  quality  to  the  London  'prentice  all  are  thumbing  it. 
Ifaoy  a  boat,  rowed  by  hand  in  gay  livery,  has  been  launched  at  ita 
soggestion.  Greenwich  Park  has  been  inundated  with  visitors  every 
Suikby  since  its  publication.  The  youth  of  the  metropolis  will  liave 
the  author  of  the  Common  Council ;  and  the  coUierji  of  Wliitefriars  are 
clubbing  to  present  him  with  a  silver  pen. 

Jokmeon.    Who  is  this  said  Scotchman,  Sir? 

Savwe.  This  unsaid  Scotchman  you  mean.  Doctor.  One  who 
knows  how  to  be  national  without  prejudice  or  illiberality. 

Johman.  Humph !  The  days  were,  Dick,  thou  durst  not  thus  liave 
answered  me. 

Savagi,  Come,  Samuel.  I  disappeared  before  the  days  of  jour 
dictatorship." 

Johnson.  Let  it  rest.  But  this  Scotch  Dictator,  whom  the  Lon* 
doners  worshif^^ 

Savage.  No  Dictator,  merely  Pretor ;  one  that  giveth  shows  to  tlie 
people.  His  fiats  in  criticism  are  not  to  be  so  esteemed  as  thine  were. 
The  worst  things  of  Dryden  have  found  favour  in  his  eyeu ;  and  his 
panegyrics  upon  contemporaries  are  marked  by  too  little  discriminatioa. 

Ooldmiik.  But  forty  odd  volumes  !  The  Vicar  was  quite  enoug^h 
for  me. 

Savage.  He  must  have  brought  to  his  task  an  immense  fund  of 
readily  and  taste,  with  a  quantwn  wfficU  of  gentlemanly  feeling,  not 
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orer  deep^  and  much  too  fend  of  slicking  close  to  probtbilitj  and  pro- 
priety.   His  pages  seem  often  flat  to  minds  of  strong  passion. 

Jakman,  That,  Sir,  is  an  excellence.  Prose  sliould  not  meddle  with 
passion.    It  is  the  prorince  of  poetiy  alone. 

Snage.  The  best  point  about  the  Scotch  noTels  is,  that  they  are  a 
perfect  mannal  of  true  gentility.  They  will  do  for  England  in  the 
way  of  general  refinement  and  honourable  feeling,  more  than  all  the 
conrt  etiquette,  conyentional  politeness,  or  didactic  poetry,  could  ever 
efiect  I  may  be  allowed  to  ju^  of  what  the  want  of  such  feel- 
ings are. 

Jokman,    Hath  this  age  produced  any  thing  like  Rasselas? 

Sofoage.  No,  Doctor ;  the  world  is  tired  of  allegory,  of  visions, 
apokigwcs,  and  all  the  pretty  little  TeMcles  and  go-carts  of  morality,  so 
much  in  Togue  during  our  time. 

Johmtnu  I  belieTe  you.  Sir:  liaving  no  taste  for  the  commodity 
ilseli^  they  can  dispense  with  the  vehicles. 

Savage.  The  present  is  not  an  immoral  age.  Doctor,  but  it  is  a 
^Hdious  one ;  and  if  morality  as  a  theme  displeases  it,  it  is  that  our 
worthy  contemporaries  and  their  immediate  predecessors  converted  it 
into  an  utter  common-place. 

Jokn9on,  Is  it  thus  you  speak  of  Addison  and  *  *  *  *,  thf  Spectator 
and  the  Rambler  Y 

Sauage.  Were  the  Numbers  of  the  Spectator  published  now  for  the 
first  time,  they  would  be  thought  flat ;  and  the  ponderous  verbosity  of 
the  Rambler  would  sink  any  periodical  of  the  present  day. 

(roidgmUk.  Hold,  Doctor :  lay  down  the  big  book,  for  the  love  of 
God.  No  quarrelling !  Let  us  not  shame  the  peaceful  realms  w^  cam« 
from. 

Savage.  Bear  with  and  pardon  me,  mine  old  friend.  My  late 
viats  to  earth  have  metamorphosed  me  into  a  genius  of  the  present  dc^ 
— ^pert,  proud,  and  flippant,  an  assertor  of  all  things,  and  upholder  of 
none.  To-morrow,  mayhap,  I  shall  praise  you  to  the  skies,  and  con- 
demn tiie  dull  wits  that  have  succeeded  you  to  the  dungeons  of  the 
Dundad. 

JohMMon.  Thou  wert  ever.  Sir,  an  unprincipled  vagabond.  And  I 
well  believe  thy  assertion  of  typifying  in  thine  own  person  the  genius 
of  the  present  age.  I  know  not  how  it  is,  but  long  tranquillity  has 
silenced  my  tongue.  I  have  learned  to  thiok,  not  argue.  Once  I  mis- 
took them  for  the  same. 

Goidsmiih.  But  the  poets,  Dick-7-who  be  the  poets  now-a-day,  with 
the  Toluminous  works  of  whom  you  just  bearded  me  ? 

Setvage.  The  NoveUst  we  have  just  spoken  of,  is  also  a  poet,  a 
great  and  a  voluminous  one.  But  in  truth  the  canvass  of  poetry  was 
too  confined  for  his  pencil.  Nor  was  his  feeling  deep  and  condensed 
enoi^h  for  verse.  His  conceptions  appear  not  to  advantage  when 
directly  told :  the  egotism  of  the  old  simple  spirit  of  chivah^  would 
not  now  be  borne.  It  is  only  wben  developed  in  action,  that  it  excites 
our  admiration,  without  awakening  ridicule. 

Johnson,  Though  I  know  not  the  author,  there  is  truth  in  what 
yoa  advance.  Had  Don  Quixote  never  opened  his  mouth,  the  world 
would  not  have  taken  the  history  of  his  adventures  as  a  jest 
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Chldimith.  But  is  not  the  drama  the  proper  place  for  developing 
sentiment  in  action  ? 

Savage.  True,  but  novels  are  the  drama  of  the  day.  The  stage  has 
irrecoTerably  fallen. 

JohiHon.    And  whj,  Sir? 

Savage,  A  thousand  different  causes  are  imagined:  a  thousand 
different  remedies  assigned.  Some  attribute  public  apathy  to  the  great 
events  that  have  lately  occupied  the  interest  and  attention  of  Europe. 
Others  attribute  it  to  the  increasing  vogue  of  political  economvt  and 
such  dry  studies.  While  others  see  the  cause  of  all  in  a  general  want 
of  talent — a  dearth  of  good  poets  and  good  actors.  The  last  I  contra- 
dict plumply. 

J<Sifuan,  And  as  to  the  other  two : — ^were  there  no  great  events  In 
the  age  of  Elizabeth  ?  Sir,  was  the  Reformation  nothing,  as  an  object  to 
engross  piiblic  concern — the  Spanish  Armada  too  ?  As  to  what  you  call 
poUtical  economy — a  name,  I  do  not  well  understand,  but  a  thing  indeed 
which  it  is  absurd  hoping  ever  to  see— -were  not  tragedies  written  in 
the  days  of  Bacon  and  Locke  ? 

Goldemith.  Perhaps  authors  do  not  enough  consult  the  taste  of  the 
town. 

Semage.9  Taste  of  the  town!  Alas!  the  town  is  much  changed 
since  we  knew  it  of  old.  Taste  it  has  none,  but  for  milling'^natches 
and  ^  Ufe  in  London.'' 

Johnam.    What 's  aU  that,  Sir  ? 

SoDOge,    Boxing  and  blackguardism. 

Johnton.  A  taste  for  boxing  may  not  be  elegant ;  but  it  is  at  least 
manly,  and  undeniably  antique.  Milton  recommends  it  strongly  in  his 
treatise  cm  education.  ^^  They  must  be  also  practised,''  saith  the  vete- 
ran, ^^  in  all  the  locks  and  gripes  of  wrastUng,  wherein  Englishmen 
were  wont  to  excell,  as  need  may  often  be  in  fight  to  tugge,  to  grapple, 
and  to  close."    But  how  can  pugilism  interfere  with  the  stage  ? 

Savage.  Well  thou  knowest,  Doctor,  that  the  small,  current  chat 
of  town  is  the  life  and  soul  of  eveiy  thing  within  its  walls,  be  it  of 
amusement  or  importance.  And  you  must  know,  that  instead  of  goings 
to  the  pit,  or  to  Wills's,  the  youth  now-a-days,  Templars,  apprentices, 
&c.  all  drive  to  Moulsey,  or  walk  to  the  Fives  Court ;  and  the  Faney^ 
as  a  general  topic,  has  utterly  superseded  the  stage. 

J^uuon.  Wrong,  Sir,  wrong,  all  this.  Still  there  must  be  a  deeper 
cause. 

Savage.  If  I  ventured  to  assign  one,  it  would  be  the  early  perfec- 
tion, or  rather  the  perfectionated  rudeness,  of  the  drama;  whicli, 
whether  it  checks  rivalry,  or  excites  imitation,  is  in  either  case  calcu- 
lated to  debar  us  from  all  hopes  of  possessing  a  drama  suited  to  our 
advanced  tastes. 

Johneon.    But  comedy.  Sir. 

Savage.    Ah !  there  indeed  must  be  a  palpable  want  of  genius. 

Johuan.  From  what  you  say  of  the  Scotch  Novelist,  he  would  write 
better  comedies  than  tragedies. 

Savage.    Undoubtedly ;  but  the  wise  ones  think  otherwise. 

Johuon.  Then  the  wise  ones  err : — ^Addison  in  the  same  manner  re- 
mained blind  to  what  he  miffht  do.  What  a  noble  comedy  we  should 
have  possessed  from  the  hand  that  drew  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley  and  Will 
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-Wimlde  t  The  drama  should  he  supported  hy  a  positive  tax  on  litera- 
ry exertion  :  it  is  of  such  great  and  national  importance,  I  would  con- 
demn erery  penman  to  write  either  a  tragedy  or  a  comedy.  The  other 
departments  of  literature  may  he  left  to  the  support  of  voluntary  con- 
tributioiis. 

The  parties  here  became  taciturn,  and  commenced  fiddling  with 
leaves  and  turning  over  volumes.  I  fear,  we  must  wait  (till  our  next 
number)  for  a  renewal  of  the  conversation.  Y. 


LcrrcRs  05  England,    by  m.  de  st.  foix.* 

LBTTE&  XIII. 

I  soux  write  you,  my  dear  S  ■  ■,  two  or  three  long  letters  on  your 
favourite  subject ;  and  1  sball  begin  by  confessing  to  you  that,  since  I 
have  been  here,  it  has  become  a  favourite  subject  with  me  ;  though, 
as  yon  know,  (and  you  used  to  be  very  angry  with  me  for  it)  I  did  not 
pay  much  attention  to  it  when  1  was  in  Paris  with  you  the  last  time, 
wJuUever  I  might  do  the  first.  I  have,  it  is  true,  not  been  liere  loi^ 
enough  to  enable  me  to  form  a  very  correct  estimate  of  the  state  of 
dramatic  amusements  in  this  country  ;  but,  if  I  am  very  scrupulous 
on  this  point,  I  shall  never  fulfil  halt  the  promises  I  made  on  leaving 
home ;  so  I  must  eVn  venture  to  send  you  my  remarks  just  as  they 
arise,  leaving  for  future  opportunities  any  corrections  and  qualifications 
that  it  may  be  necessary  to  make  in  them. 

The  comparative  state  of  general  refinement  to  which  the  Fine  Arts 
of  different  nations  have  arrived,  may  be  pretty  correctly  reckoned  hy 
the  comparative  conditions  of  their  acted  drama.  Perhaps  there  is  no 
other  criterion  of  the  kind  so  good  as  this.  Applying  this,  then,  to 
Ef^land  and  France,  I  think  they  may  be  considered  as  nearly  on  a 
level  with  each  other.  England  Is  infinitely  below  France  in  many 
respects  ;  hut  it  cannot  be  <knied  that  France  must  yield  to  England 
in  many  others.  Of  the  true  mlture  of  comedy,  properly  so  called,  and 
of  acton  and  authors  of  this  class,  England  seems  to  have  very  little 
notion  in  the  present  day ;  and  to  possess  no  living  examples  at  all.  I 
speak  of  that  gay,  graceful,  spirited,  airy,  and  piquant  comedy  which 
is,  or  ought  to  be,  nothing  more  than  a  refined  and  heightened  image 

of  poUsbed  society.    M tells  me  that  they  possess  some  admirable 

and  indeed  perfect  examples  of  this  kind  of  writing,  which  were  pro- 
duced in  the  witty  and  licentious  reign  of  Charles  II. ;  but  that  they 
are  seldom  acted  now — partly  from  the  want  of  an  existii^  taste  for 
this  kind  of  drama ;  but  chiefly  on  account  of  their  deficiency  in  living 

acton  to  embody  the  principal  characten.    M goes  so  far  as  to 

assure  me  that  several  of  these  comedies  are  greatly  superior  to  any 
thing  of  the  kind  possessed  by  us  in  the  same  department  of  dramatic 
literature :  hut  he  has  not  yet  persuaded  me  of  the  correctness  of  this 
opinion ;  and  I  am  afraid  I  shall  not  (while  I  am  here  at  least)  have 
time  to  judge  for  myself,  if  indeed  the  nature  of  this  kind  of  writing 
will  admit  of  a  foreigner  doing  so  at  all.  But  this  objection  would  ap- 
ply to  kU  opinion  of , the  French  writers,  as  well  as  to  mine  of  the 

*  Continued  from  vol.  ir.  page  576. 
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EogUah ;  «o  that  I  dar^  eay  we  shall  each'keep  our  <mn  opioioii  mftar 
all.  We  both  of  us  agree,  however,  that  at  present  the  £oglkh  can 
make  no  pretensions  whatever  to  the  possession  of  that  parttcular  kind 
of  talent  here  referred  to,  either  in  authors  or  actors ;  and  that  the 
French  have  a  considerable  advantage  over  them  in  this  respect  Un- 
der the  head  of  correctness  of  costume  too,  he  admits,  though  some- 
what reluctantly,  that  the  great  national  theatres  of  EnglsM  are  not 
equal  to  our^s.  On  the  other  hand,  I  am  compelled  to  admit^^what  I 
never  thought  of  being  even  called  upon  to  do — ^that  in  real  tragic 
talent,  as  it  respects  actors,  with  one  splendid  exception,  we  cannot 
pretend  to  institute  a  compiirison  between  onr^s  and  those  of  England 
in  the  present  day.  Indeed  on  this  subject  an  entirely  new  light  has 
broken  in  upon  me  since  1  have  been  here  ^— exactly  such  a  one  as 
burst  upon  Rousseau  when  he  first  became  acquainted  with  Italian 
music,  and  was  led  to  compare  it  with  that  of  France.  But  I  shall 
speak  of  this  part  of  the  subject  hereafter. 

In  mere  farce  I  believe  neither  France  nor  England  can  claim  any 
very  decided  soperlorify  over  the  other ;  for  if  our  petites  pitees  sur- 
pass those  of  the  English  in  spirit  and  light-heartedness,  their's  sapaas 
our's  in  an  equal  degree  in  broad  humour  and  comic  exaggeration. 
Something  of  tiie  same  kind  may,  perhaps,  be  said  of  the  actors  of  each 
country,  Sol  this  department  of  the  art :  though  I  should  be  loath  to  ad- 
mit that  anything  eon  surpass,  in  their  various  styles,  Brunet,  Potier, 
Joly,  &c.  &c. ;  and  in  fact  nothing  that  they  have  in  England  does 
surpass  these,  or  at  all  equals  the  two  first  But  they  have  a  species 
of  actor,  who  is  qualified  to  embody  and  express  a  kind  of  humour, 
that  we  do  not  exactly  possess,  and  should  probably  not  much  relish  if 
we  did. 

French  travellers  seem  to  have  been  mistaken  in  the  accounts  they 
have  given  of  the  number  of  English  theatres.  There  are  as  many  in 
London  as^  there  are  in  Paris ;  with  this  difierence,  that  they  are  never 
all  open  at  the  same  time.  Besides  an  Italian  opera  on  a  very  grand 
scale,  and  two  national  theatres  for  the  representation  of  the  regular 
drama,  there  is  an  English  comic  opera  on  the  plan  of  the  Feydeau-^ 
a  theatre  where  they  usually  play  short  light  comic  pieces,  like  those 
of  the  Vaudeville  and  the  Vari^tes,  and  1  believe  six  others  of  the  same 
description  as  those  on  the  Boulevards.  All  those  that  I  shall  have  to 
tell  you  any  thing  of  in  detail  will  be  the  two  reguiar  theatres,  as  they 
are  called ;  though  they  appear  to  be  the  least  regular  of  all  the  others  ; 
for  they  exhibit,  in  turn,  tragedy,  comedy,  farce,  melo-drama,  pan- 
tomime, horse-riding,  rope-dancing,  dogs,  monkies,  fire-works,  &c.  ! 
Indeed  I  am  not  sure  that  I  may  not  say  thev  sometimes  exhibit  all 
these  on  one  and  the  same  evening !  This  is,  to  be  sure,  in  a  very 
barbarous  taste  :  and  I  the  more  wonder  at  it  because,  when  thev  do 
perform  the  regular  drama,  the  costume  is  arranged  with  nearly  as 
much  propriety  as  it  is  in  our  own  national  theatres,  and  the  scenery 
and  decorations  are  even  superior  to  our^s. 

But  before  proceeding  to  notice  that  department  of  the  English 
theatres  which  appertains  to  the  performance  and  the  management,  let 
me  point  out  to  you  a  few  of  the  particulars  connected  with  the  public 
«r  audience-part  of  them  : — for  this  part  of  an  English  theatre,  or 
place  of  public  entertainment,  presents  more  pechliar  and  characteristic 


traUi  ikm  ttjF  o&er;  and  Ar  iIUm  it  is  my  biwiiie»  cUeflj  to 
search. 

If  I  weie  reqpiired  to  state  noder  what  circuniBtaDces  the  cold  and 
flelfia^  as  well  as  the  tasteless  and  semi-barharoos,  character  of  the 
geaeralilj  of  the  English  people,  is  exhibited  on  the  largest  scale,  and 
maj  be  studied  in  its  most  striking  point  of  view,  I  should  reply — at 
tlu^  pid^liG  theatres.  Let  me  describe  to  you  the  character  and  be- 
haTioor  of  an  Rngllah  audience^  from  the  time  it  reaches  the  theatre 
tiU  it  quits  it ;  at  least  if  your  patience  can  bear  with  it  so  long,  which 
mine  veiy  seMomcan,  1  assure  you. 

l^e  doors  of  the  EngUsh  theatres  are  opened  for  the  admission  of 
the  andieocei  <miy  half  an  hour  before  the  performance  begins.    We 
wiU  suppose  tlie  occasion  to  be  one  on  which  there  is  a  more  than  ordi- 
nary degree  of  attraction*    In  this  case  a  large  crowd  will  be  collected 
at  Uie  several  outer  doors,  long  before  they  are  opened : — I  say  the  . 
several  doors,  for  you  are  to  understand  that  there  are  separate  en- 
trances and  staircases  for  the  company  going  to  every  different  part  of 
the  theatre ; — not  as  with  us,  where  one  entrance  and  one  stMrcase 
serves  for  aU,  because  all  are  quiet  and  well-behaved.    Knowing,  as 
yon  do,  the  nature  of  the  crowd  collected  before  the  doors  of  a  French . 
thsaire,  and  that  each  individual  takes  his  place  in  the  line,  or  oueiM, 
«f^^^fKi>|r  to  the  time  he  arrives  at  the  spot,  and  never  thinks  or  quit> 
Uag  that  plaoe  by  forcing  himself  into  a  better  to  which  he  is  not  en-  * 
titled,  you  will  not  be  able  to  form  the  remotest  conception  of  how  the 
process  is  managed  here ;  where,  in  cases  of  this  kind,  ntight  is  re- 
garded as  the  criterion  of  right,  and  where,  when  a  point  of  self-in- 
terest is  in  question,  the  relative  claims  which  arise  from  sex  are  either 
entirely  unknown,  or  entirely  disreffarded— which  still  is  worse.  Fancy, 
then,  not  a  91101M  but  a  solid  ma«f  of  persons  of  both  sexes,  to  the  num- 
ber of  five  hundred  or  a  thousand,  collected  before  a  single  door 
five  or  six  feet  wide — ^fancy  that  door  opened  at  a  given  signal,  but 
without  a  moment's  warning,  and  every  individual  of  that  number 
piessii^  with  all  his  force  to  that  one  narrow  point  of  entrance  : — fancy 
this,  amd  then  conceive,  if  you  can,  the  scene  which  ensues.    But  you 
caanot.    It  is  a  scene  at  once  more  characteristic  and  more  disgraceful 
than  any  thing  of  the  kind  I  have  ever  witnessed :  the  barbarous  bowl- 
ings and  shoutings  of  the  men,  and  the  frightful  screamings  and 
iaintiim;s  of  the  women,  render  it  absolutely  terrific,  and  such  as  could 
he  looked  for  only  in  a  nation  of  savages,  and  would  certainly  not  be 
tolerated  for  any  length  of  time  even  Uiere.    But  here,  from  the  half- 
reasoning,  iialf-savage  propensities  of  the  great  mass  of  the  people,  it 
is  not  only  tolerated,  but  defmuUdj  as  the  most  eligible  mode  of  effect- 
ing the  desired  purpose.    If  you  speak  to  an  Englishman  on  this  sub- 
ject, he  asks  you  how  you  would  propose  to  manage  the  matter  better; 
and  when,  in  reply,  you  refer  him  to  the  mode  adopted  at  our  theatres 
(the  success  of  which  depends  on  the  observance  of  a  point  of  justice 
and  good-manners,)  he  says,  ^  Oh,  that  would  never  do  for  us !''    And 
lie  is  quite  right — ^it  never  would ! 

Yon  are  to  understand  that  there  is  no  one  appointed  to.  regulate  or 
direct  any  thing  that  is  going  forward  during  this  scene  of  riot  and 
outrage ;  for  &ough  persons  belonging  to  the  police  are  usually  on 
the  spot«  they  seem  to  be  placed  there  only  for  the  purpose  of  in- 
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creasing  the  daii|er  and  confuaioD,  by  telling  yoa,  from  time  to  timet 
to  ^^  take  care  of  your  pockets  !^^  This  is,  to  be  sure,  an  agreeable 
waj  of  mending  the  matter.  When  you  are  jammed  into  dose  contact 
With  a  thief,  and  cannot  possibly  either  escape  or  |»t>tect  yonnelf 
from  him,  you  are  desired  to  be  careful  that  he  do^  not  rob  you ! 
In  fact,  these  police  agents  know  and  recognise  erery  one  of  those  in 
the  crowd  (and  there  are  generally  several  on  these  occasions)  who 
come  there  expressly,  and  as  far  as  regards  the  police  agents,  aoawe^ 
for  the  purpose  of  robbing ;  yet  these  officers  of  justice  never  think  m 
removing  them,  or  of  interfering  with  their  objects,  except  by  inform* 
ing  you,  when  it  is  too  late,  that  such  persons  are  present— %r  tliej 
never  do  even  this  till  the  crowd  becomes  so  dense  that  all  but  those 
at  the  outward  extremities  of  it  cannot  escape  from  it  if  tliey  wonld. 

I  have  never  heard  an  Englishman  even  attempt  to  accoont  for  or 
defend  this  strange  mode  of  furtherii^  the  ends  of  justice  on  the  part 
of  his  rulers ;  so  I  shall  do  so  for  them,  by  saying  that  I  suppose  it  is 
to  be  regarded  as  one  of  the  results  of  a  Briton^s  boasted  Ubirtff.  The 
argument  probably  is  this :  that  a  professed  pickpocket  pofloossct  as 
unquestionable  a  right  to  go  to  the  theatre  for  his  amusement  as  a  man 
of  any  other  profession ;  and  that  to  stop  him  on  his  way  thither  would 
be  to  infringe  on  his  birthright  as  a  free-bom  Englishman.  If,  indeed, 
in  the  course  of  your  joint  pn^ess  tliither,  you  are  lucky  enou^  to 
'detect  him  in  exercisii^  his  profession  to  your  cost,  you  may,  V  yow 
can^  hand  him  over  to  the  poUce  agent  who  is  in  attendance,  and  who 
will  in  that  case  readily  take  charge  of  the  culprit,  and  he  will  inevitabty 
be  punished.  But  otherwise,  I  suppose  you  are  bound,  thoqgh  you  Imow 
him  to  be  a  robber,  to  follow  the  police  i^ent^s  example,  and  treat 
him  as  a  gentleman : — ^for  so  the  said  agent  evidently  does,  and  this  at 
the  expense,  in  two  different  ways,  of  all  the  honest  people  preecnt 
For  though  he  warns  you  of  the  necessify  of  guarding  your  property 
against  ionuhody^  and  though  he  knows  to  a  certainty  who  that  some- 
body is,  yet  he  never  gives  you  the  slightest  hint  by  wliich  you  can  fix 
your  suspicions  on  any  particular  person ;  so  that  every  individnal  in 
the  crowd,  except  tht  pickpocket  kwuetf^  is  obliged,  in  his  own  defence, 
to  suspect  every  other  with  whom  he  may  come  in  contact  The  truth 
is,  that  the  police  agents  here,  are  paid,  not  to  preoent  crime,  but  only 
to  detect  it  when  committed ;  and  if  you  were  to  apply  to  them  for  an 
explanation  of  their  conduct  on  these  occasions,  they  would,  I  dare 
say,  be  candid  enough  to  give  you  this^  as  the  only  true  and  intelligible 
one. 

Let  us  now  accompany  the  audience  to  the  interior  of  the  theatre, 
previously  mentioning  that  the  price  of  admission  to  the  whole  of  the 
boxes  is  the  same — about  nine  francs ;  that  to  the  pit  about  half;  and 
that  to  the  two  galleries  about  fiAy  sous,  and  twenty-five.  In  the  pit 
fthat  part  which  answers  to  our  parterre)  we  shall  find  a  tolerably  well* 
dressed  and  reputable  looking  company,  of  both  sexes ;  forming  what 
usually  appears  to  me  to  be  the  most  respectable,  as  well  as  the  most 
enlightened  and  attentive,  part  of  an  English  audience.  It  consists  of 
persons  from  the  middle  classes  of  society,  who  really  pay  their  money 
to  see  the  performance ;  which  can  rarely  be  said  of  the  persons  fre- 
quenting any  other  part  of  the  house.  In  fact,  this  is  the  only  portion 
of  the  audience  which  can  in  any  degree  be  compared  to  the  audience 
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• 
of  a  fVeadi  theatre,  eitfier  in  regard  to  their  object  In  atteadiag,  or 
the  decency  and  decorum  of  their  hehaTlour  while  there.    The  fenudes 
in  the  pit  are  always  dressed  In  a  walking  costume. 

in  dttt  part  which  is  called  the  dress  boxes,  which  consists  of  a 
drcle  of  boxes  immediately  aboye  the  pit,  are  nsually  seated  a  motley 
group  of  persons  whose  appearance  it  would  be  as  difficult  to  describe 
» it  woald  be  to  ascertain  to  what  particular  classes  of  society  they 
seferaify  belong.  But  it  may  be  safely  stated,  tiiat  they  usually  com* 
prise  a  ndxtare  of  all  classes,  except  the  very  highest  and  the  very 
lowest;  for,  unless  the  places  in  a  box  have  been  previously  retained 
by  any  particular  party,  no  one  can  be  refused  admittance  into  them 
who  has,  fay  whatever  means,  gained  admittance  into  the  box  part  of 
the  theatre  at  all :  and  I  believe  it  may  be  considered,  that  on  onlinary 
nigfati  at  least  ene*third  of  the  persons  in  the  boxes  have  gained  ad- 
mMon  gratuitously,  by  means  of  what  are  called  free  orders,  which 
are  not,  as  with  us,  chiefly  confined  to  particular  persons,  but  are  al- 
lowed to  be  given  to  their  friends  by  the  performers  and  others  con- 
nected with  &e  theatre,  in  order  that  this  part  of  the  house  may  not 
have  that  wretched  appearance  of  emptiness ;  which,  from  its  enormous 
size,  it  inevitably  would,  nine .  nights  out  of  ten  but  for  this  plan. 
From  this  preposterous  arrangement,  as  to  the  right  of  admission  to 
the  boxes  generally,  it  results,  that  a  lady  may,  and  in  fact  actually 
does,  sometimes  find  herself  seated  in  the  same  box  side  by  side  with 
the  person  who  fitted  on  her  shoes  in  the  morning,  or  dressed  her  hair 
an  hour  mgo.  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  it  is  this  ridiculously  defec- 
tive arrangement  as  to  the  right  of  admission  to  particular  places 
which  has  induced  persons  of  feraily  and  fiishion  almost  entirely  to 
withdraw  their  patronage  from. the  national  theatres.  In  fact,  they 
scarcely  ever  attend  them  now,  except  on  very  particular  occasions; 
and  even  then,  if  they  do  not  possess  a  private  box  (of  which  there 
are  very  few,)  they  always  contrive  to  go  in  a  party  sufficient  to  fill  a 
box  of  themselves :  for,  if  they  did  not  adopt  this  plan,  at  the  end  of 
the  first  act  of  the  play  any  one  outside  the  box  might  demand  the 
vacant  places.  But  on  ordinary  nights  the  company  in  the  dress  boxes 
may  certainly  be  regarded  as  the  least  respectable  part  of  the  audience, 
with  the  exception  of-  the  mere  eanaUle  who  occupy  what  are  called 
the  galleries^ — the  price  of  admission  to  att  the  boxes  being  alike,  and 
there  beii^  no  exclusion  on  account  of  dress,  except  that  the  females 
must  be  without  bonnets. 

Proceeding  upwards,  we  reach  the  three  other  tiers  of  boxes, 
which  are  occupied  by  a  class  of  persons,  nearly  similar  in  appearance, 
to  those  in  the  pit,  but  generally  speaking  not  so  respectable  in  station. 
Immediately  above  and  in  contact  with  these  are  the  galleries ;  which 
are  frequented  by  almost  the  lowest  classes  of  the  people.  We  have 
now  the  whole  of  the  audience  before  us.  Let  us  take  a  slight  glance 
at  the  behaviour  of  each  several  portion  of  it,  and  then  leave  them  to 
themselves;  for  I  have  never  yet  formed  a  part  of  one  of  them,  and 
cannot  do  so  now  even  in  imagination,  without  being  heartily  sick  and 
tired  of  my  company,  as  I  dare  say  you  are  already  with  the  de^rip- 
doQ  of  them. 

Each  of  the  two  natiional  theatres  in  London  is  much  larger  than  any 
theatre  in  Pairis ;  and  from  some  defect  in  the  constnicticn  of  them,  it 
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ItimpoidUe  t<^  h€tr  a  word  that  f$mm  ofcthertige  at  aaj^  graalerdii- 
tence  from  It  than  about  tha  alith  or  aaventb  row  «rtbe  pi^iiatoia  there 
is  an  absolute  silence  and  atteoiioo  presenred  ha  eraqF  pavt  of  the  Imnim. 
Nqw^  as  this  silence  and  attention  are  never  preserved  hi  oay  f^^  ^f 
tba  house,  tt  necessarily  follows,  that  every  tUi^  which,  tahes  place  oa 
die  stage  is  absolutely  unintellig;ible  to  abaeat  eveiy  pecaon  preseatf 
except  the  few  who  are  situated  ia  the  front  of  the  int  I  declare  to 
yoOf  that  this  is  an  UDexaggerated  statement  of  n^y  own  experience  on 
the  subject  I  have  repeatedly  been  to  eYeij  (mrt  of  the  haaae,  and 
found  that,  except  when  I  wan  in  the  front  of  the  pit,  I  coald  as  UUie 
judge  of  the  penormance,  and  be  as  little  amused  and  interested  by  it^ 
as  U  I  had  been  anywhere  else,  i  have  said  that  the  persons  in  the 
pit  actually  come  to  see  and  hear  the  performance ;  and  conseqoently 
they  pay  a  tolerable  degree  of  attention  to  it :  but  nothing  like  the 
same  degree  that  is  paid  by  the  same  cfaiss  of  persons  in  a  French 
theatre.  As  to  the  other  parts  of  the  audience,  Ae  perfoimaace  is  on 
ordinary  occasions  quite  a  secondary  matter  with  them :  they  go  to 
the  theatre  to  shew  themselves,  or  to  meet  with  their  friendsi}  or  to 
escape  from  their  enemy — enmit,  or  because  they  have  nothing  else  to 
do,  or  because  if  tliey  do  not  go  they  cannot  have  to  say  tomorrow 
that  they  were  at  the  theatre  last  night ;  (and  if  thc^  had  not  tkk  to 
say,  what  eoM  they  say  Y)-— or  they  go  for  any  reason  you  choose  to 
imagine,  except  to  see  and  attend  to  what  is  going  forward  on  the 
atage.  To  expect  an  Englishman  to  go  out  of  and  foi^t  himself  in 
order  to  attend  to  what  ^  does  not  concern  him,^'  as  he  wooU  say, 
would  be  a  most  unreasonable  and  unphilosophical  expectation  indeed, 
and  one  which  he  would  consider  as  a  mere  iospertiaence.  Do  you 
auppose  he  has  nothing  better  to  do  than  listen  to  Romeo  makhM^  love  ? 
or  watch  Macbeth  scaling  the  dangerous  heights  of  ambition  f  or  be 
tossed  hither  and  thither  with  Othello  on  the  tnmbling  ocean  of  pas- 
sion ?  or  accompany  Handet,  as  he  piercea  the  depths  of  our  inortai 
life  ? — I  can  assure  you  that  he  is  able  to  find  much  more  attractive 
and  edifying  subiects  of  cogitation.  He  is  thinking  of  the  money  he 
made  yesterday  by  the  turn  of  stocks,  and  that  wUcb  be  JM  make 
tomorrow  by  a  projected  speculation ;  or  of  the  new  house  he  is  boild- 
ing  on  CUpham  Common,  and  how  he  shall  furnish  this  or  that  room 
in  it ;  or  of  the  new  horse  he  bought  to^y,  and  means  to  sport  in- 
the  Park  tomorrow ;  or  of  fifty  other  things  equally  instructive  and 
interesting, — all  of  which  he  can  think  of  at  the  theatre  as  well  aat 
any  where  else,  otlierwise  he  would  not  go  there. 

From  all  this  it  results  that  the  audience  part  of  an  EngUsh  tlieatre 
presents  a  scene  which  in  a  Paris  theatre  wculd  be  considered  as  one  of 
actual  disturbance  and  confusion ;  and  during  the  continuance  of  which, 
or  of  a  tenth  part  of  it,  the  perfonaance  would  not  be  permitted  to 
proceed  for  a  moment  During  the  first  act  of  the  play  (wbicli  is 
frequently  the  most  interesting,  and  always  that  which,  is  most  necessary 
to  be  attended  to  in  order  to  Uie  proper  understanding  and  ap|»eciatias^ 
of  what  follows)  you  are  amused  with  the  perpetual  opening  and  shut* 
ting  of  box  doors  and  the  audible  calls  of  ^^  Mrs.  so  and  so^s  places;^' 
for  if  you  have  taken  a  place,  it  is  quite  moifrau  tan  to  arrive  at  it 
before  the  performance  begins.  This,  added  to  the  perpetual  whisper- 
ing, and  frequently  the  auSble  talking,  which  surrounds  you  in  all  the 
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boxes  ;  and  the  mingled  sounds  ^  singling,  shouting,  laughing,  whist- 
ling, catcalling,  quarrelling  and  fighting,  that  proceed  at  intervals 
from  the  two  galleries,  the  fireauenters  of  which  wisely  and  naturally 
enough  take  the  best  means  they  can  of  amusing  themselTes,  since 
their  distance  from  the  stage  precludes  them  from  hearing,  and  almost 
from  seeing,  any  thing  that  passes  there ; — ^this,  I  say,  altogether  pre- 
sents a  scene  little  to  be  expected  in  the  national  dieatre  of  a  polished 
people ;  bat  still  little  to  be  wondered  at  when  the  size  of  the  house 
is  considered,  and  when  it  is  remembered,  too,  that  the  English  are  a 
people  who  cannot  for  any  length  of  time  go  out  of  their  individual 
selves,  even  in  search  of  amusement ;  or,  rather,  who  cannot  find 
amusement  in  anything  which  takes  them  out  of  themselves. 

When  I  liave  noticed  that  with  their  want  of  regard  to  what  is  due 
to  the  sex,  the  men  frequently  wear  their  hats  and  great-coats  in  the 
boxes ;  sit  in  front  while  there  are  females  sitting  behind ;  rise  between 
the  acts  and  sit  on  the  front  of  the  boies,  with  their  backs  to  the 
audience ;  get  up  to  go  away  in  the  middle  of  an  interesting  scene,  and 
thus  force  the  whole  company  in  a  box  to  rise  and  let  them  pass ;  and 
commit  Tarious  other  breaches  of  good-manners  and  decorum  of  the 
same  Icind ;  I  liave  told  you  enough  to  let  you  know  that  an  English 
theatre — with  all  the  splendour  of  its  embellishments,  the  beauty  of  its 
scenery,  and  the  grandeur  of  its  effect  as  a  eoup^itil-'U  sadly  inferior 
to  1  French  theatre  as  a  place  of  elegant  and  refined  amusement  for  a 
pottshed  and  intellectual  people. 

I  now  willingly  turn  to  the  English  actors,  lamenting  that  they  do 
not  meet  with  audiences  more  worthy  of  them,  or  (wl^ch  perhaps 
amounts  to  the  same  thine)  that  they  have  not  moderate-sized  theatres, 
where  they  could  create  for  themselves  such  audiences ;  for,  to  be  able  • 
to  see  and  hear  some  of  the  best  English  actors,  and  not  to  yield  them 
attention  and  admiration,  seems  to  demand  a  degree  of  uncivilized 
insensibility  which  can  scarcely  be  supposed  to  belong  to  a  nation 
that  coatd  produce  such  actors.  And,  hi  fact,  the  general  admira- 
tion and  even  enthusiasm  which  the  actors  I  am  speaking  of  ex- 
cite, and  the  brilliant  and  just  reputation  they  enjoy  (by  r^ctian^  I 
suppose,  from  the  few  who  really  do  see,  hear,  and  appreciate  them,  to 
the  many  who  do  not,)  prove  that  a  very  great  share. of  the  fault  be- 
longs to  the  enormous  size  of  the  theatres,  and  the  consequent  necessity, 
or  at  least  the  temptation,  that  a  great  portion  of  the  audience  are 
under  (since  they  go  there  for  amusement  and  pay  so  dearly  for  going) 
to  do  what  they  can  to  amuse  themselves.  D.  S.  F. 


XPlORiJt,  FROM  TBB  ITIUAH  OF  PAZTAim. 

"  Pentm  a  un  iiuohUo  fnoribondoJ" 

^^  Repent,  mj  son,^^  a  friar  laid 

To  the  sick  patient  on  his  bed. 
"  I  saw  the  demon  on  the  watch 

At  the  stairs^  foot,  thj  soul  to  catch.^^ 
**  What  was  he  like  >'«  the  sick  man  cried : 
*^  Why,  like  an  ass,^^  the  monk  replied. 
'^  An  ass !''  the  sick  man  mattered, ''  Pshaw  I 
^Twas  joor  own  shadow  that  joa  siw.^^  Cr.  M. 
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SupposiirG,  howeTer,  that'  in  spite  of  all  these  im&TOurable  circmii- 
stances,  a  genmne  philosopher  should  be  really  formeds— these  same 
obstructioDS  will  render  him  altogether  impotent  in  effecting  improve- 
ment,  and  will  condemn  him  to  an  inactive  and  silent  existence. 
There  is  no  ally  with  whom  he  can  combine  to  produce  results  of 
genuine  benefit ;  the  people  are  averse  to  him,  and  are  excited  to  tlie 
manifestation  of  their  hostility  by  the  interested  parties  who  flatter  their 
opinions,  (p.  221.^  The  same  politicians,  who  would  joyfully  have 
embodied  his  eminent  powers  in  the  prosecution  of  their  own  party- 
views,  become  his  most  bitter  enemies  when  he  aims  at  a  real  reform, 
(p.  222.)  He  is  ill-versed  in  those  intrigues  and  petty  expedients 
which  form  the  chief  accomplishment  of  the  politicians  of  the  day,  nor 
can  he  maintain  a  consti^t  struggle  for  the  possession  of  power.  His 
time  has  been  employed  in  the  acquisition  of  the  important  task  of 
legislating  beneficially  for  mankind,  and  he  is  therefore  necessarily  in- 
ferior in  the  arts  of  cabal,  to  those  who  have  paid  no  attention  to  any 
lofUer  study,  (p.  213.)  Such,  among  others,  are  the  circumstances 
which  drive  the  real  philosopher  into  retirement,  and  render  so  striking 
a  combination  of  excellent  qualities  unproductive  of  any  beneficial 
result.  And  thus  the  apparent  inutility  with  which,  in  the  actual  state 
of  human  institutions,  even  the  perfection  of  philosophy  is  reproached, 
is  most  satisfactorily  explained. 

But  it  has  been  already  remarked,  that  the  tendency  of  the  8}'stem 
would  be  to  withdraw  the  finest  intellects  from  the  cultivation  of  plii- 
losopy,  by  holding  out  uncommon  inducement  to  temporary  cabal  and 
political  intrigue.  Philosophy  therefore  naturally  becomes  the  depart- 
ment of  inferior  and  secondary  spirits,  who,  eagerly  springing  into  the 
place  which  the  removal  of  their  superiors  has  left  vacant,  arrogate  to 
themselves  that  respect  which  so  important  a  science,  even  in  this  de- 
generate state,  never  fails  to  command  Incapacity  and  narrowness  of 
views  conspire  with  the  demand  for  immediate  patronage  in  recom- 
mending to  them  that  bastard  and  wretched  {fim  tuu  ^«vA«)  morality, 
built  upon  popular  sophisms,  {w^^o^utfrm  MfZrmt  w^^o-fiMrm)  which 
merely  flatters  the  prevailing  tastes.  And  thus  the  worthless  charac- 
ters and  talents  of  those  who  cultivate  philosophy  are  also  completely 
accounted  for. 

There  is  no  mode  of  remedying  the  melancholy  deprivation  of  this 
mother-science,  except  by  an  ameUoration  of  the  system  of  government 
**•  No  existing  government,'^  says  Plato,  ^  Is  worthy  of  a  real  philoso- 

{>her.'^  To  present  a  proper  stimulus  to  the  developement  of  phi- 
osophy,  and  a  sphere  in  which  it  may  really  become  effective,  it  is  in- 
dispensable that  the  system  of  government  should  be  re-constructed,  and 
that  there  should  be  established  in  the  state  ^^  a  power  guided  by  the 
same  views  as  those  which  would  dictate  the  regulations  of  the  Pla- 
tonic legislator.'^! 

It  is  no  wonder,  says  Plato,  that  the  generality  of  people  reject 

*  Conf tnaed  from  page  76. 
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these  doctrines.  They  have  never  seen  any  thing  of  the  kind  realized ; 
they  hare  never  witnessed  a  virtnous  man,  or  a  virtuous  class  of  men, 
at  the  head  of  a  government ;  nor  have  they  ever  heen  accustomed  to 
hear  honourable  and  free  addresses,  connectedly  devoted  to  the  dis- 
covery of  the  truth,  (pp.  227,  228.)  The  community  are  not  to  be 
indisoiiiiinately  condemned,  but  endeavours  are  to  be  used  to  unfold 
to  them  the  philosophical  character,  and  to  dissipate  the  obloquy  which 
has  been  heaped  upon  it,  by  a  calm  statement  of  facts ;  in  order  that 
they  may  not  imagine  that  we  are  eulogizing  those  whom  they  are 
accustomed  to  hear  called  philosophers.*  If  they  see  the  matter  in 
this  Bght,  will  they  not  alter  their  opinions?!  The  reason  why  the 
people  are  unfavourably  disposed  towards  philosophy,  is  on  account  of 
those  w1h>  have  improperly  intruded  themselves  into  the  science ;  who 
are  foil  of  hatred  and  insult  towards  each  other,  and  whose  discourse 
conasts  of  nothing  but  perBonalities.1  The  genuine  philosopher  has 
neither  leisure  nor  inclination  for  this  war  of  abuse.  He  desires  only 
an  opportunity  of  applying  his  principles.  And  if  a  demand  should 
arise  for  his  interference — ^if  he  should  be  permitted  to  mould  human 
institutions  and  manners,  according  to  that  pattern  which  study  and 
meditation  have  traced  out  to  himself— it  will  be  generally  acknow- 
le^ed  tiiat  from  him  alone  can  the  public  virtue  and  happiness  ema- 
nate, (p.  230.) 

Shoold  a  king  or  ruler  endeavour  to  apply  these  principles,  there  is 
great  probability  that  he  would  fail  and  be  ruined  in  the  attempt.  But 
some  one  or  other,  in  the  lapse  of  ages,  must  at  hist  succeed ;  and  he 
would  not  find  it  impossible,  in  establishing  the  Platonic  regulations,  to 
create  consent  on  the  part  of  the  citizens.^ 

Having  thus  exposed  the  manner  in  which  a  vicious  government  de- 
bases the  current  philosophy,  Plato  next  unfolds,  more  in  detail,  the 
process  of  education  by  which  the  mind  might  be  best  adapted  for  the 
all-important  task  of  guiding  and  governing  mankind.  In  early  youth 
his  chief  attention  would  be  given  to  the  body,  to  render  it  strong  and 
healthy,  to  prepare  it  for  military  fatigue,  and  to  make  it  an  efficient 
minister  of  a-  philosophical  mind.||  The  boys  are  also  to  be  taken 
within  sight  o{  battles  and  danger,  and  their  behaviour  under  these 
circumstances  is  to  be  watched.  After  this,  the  mental  exercises  are 
to  be  presented  to  them ; j  for  Plato  would  not  apply  the  least  severity 
to  enforce  learning,  in  case  of  reluctance  on  the  part  of  the  pupil.  He 
is  of  opinion,  that  no  compulsory  acquisition  ever  impresses  itself 
deeply  on  the  mind ;  that  slavish  machinery  should  not  be  brought  to 
bear  upon  a  freeman;  and  that  the  youthful  genius  may  be  more 
folly  detected  and  appreciated,  if  there  is  no  forcible  interference  with 
its  proceedings,  (pp.  276,  277.)    Arithmetic,  geometry,  and  mathema- 
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.Ucal  a&troiioif^,.w{II  fonn  .tbe  chief  object  cf  th«ir  ptudf.  f'oratt 
mental  .application  ought,  in  Plato^s  opioion,  to  be  suh&ervleat  to  one 
grand  enoA-to  withdraw  .the  mind  from  the  contemplfition  of  pariico- 
lars,  which  are  ever  yadable  and  fluctuating,  and  to  fix  it  upon  those 
.eternal  ideas  of  ^idch  these  particulars  are  tlie  manifestaUons.  Br 
this  method  alone  can  the  knowledge  of  truth  and  eood  be  attained. 
To  unfold  therefore  the  ratiocinatiye  powers ;  to  enable  a  ma^  po  pene- 
trate by  means  of  his  intellect,  extricated  from  the  disturbing  Influence 
of  sensation,  into  the  essence  and  reality  of  thiogs,*  is  the  leading 
.purpose  of  all  instruction.  This  power  of  investigation  and  analysis, 
^iccompanied  with  the  capacity  of  statipg  and  illustrating  its  results  in 
conversation,  is  called  by  Plato  the  dialectic  power,]  Mathematical 
studies  appear  to  him  highly  conducive  to  the  formation  of  this  power; 
Inasmucb  as  the  particular  subjects  of  tbe  reasoning  hardly  arrest  the 
mind  at  all,  but  transmit  it  onward  to  the  general  truths  which  are  the 
object  of  research,  (p.  264.)  Plato  says,  however,  that  this  leading 
purpose  was  not  recognised  in  the  actual  state  of  mathematical  tuition, 
(p.  263.)  Astronomy  also  be  remarks  to  have  been  abused  in  the 
^me  manner,  {p.  268,)  and  also  music  (p.  269.) 

But  though  the  creation  of  this  dialectic  power  be  the  ultimate  de- 
Biga  of  the  Platonic  education,  yet  it  is  no  part  of  our  philosopher's 
system  to  t:ommence  the  teaching  of  it  at  an  early  age.  If  coqamuni- 
cated  thus  prematurely,  it  will,  he  thinks,  be  misemployed,  and  diverted 
to  childish  and  paradoxical  contention :  and  since  it  requires  less  skill 
to  refute  hy  rnean^  of  sophistiy,  tha^  to  ward  off  a  sophistical  attack,  ' 
children  will  make  usfs  of  the  art  indjscriminatelv  against  truth  and 
falsehood : — ^their  means  of  discerning  the  former  irom  the  latter  wiU 
thus  be  impaired,  and  a  sceptical  in4ifferepce  generated  in  their  minds, 
(p.  280.)  For  these  reasops  Plato  proposes  ^  preliminary  education  of 
the  particular  sciences  {wfwi^tttlt^  p.  276.)  From  the  time  of  the  com- 
pletion of  ^heir  bodily  training,  until  twenty  year^  of  age,  (p.  277,) 
they  are  to  oe  employed  in  these  particular  studies,  the  principal  en 
which  seem  to  be  geometripal  and  mathematical.]:  M  that  age,  the 
most  eminent  among  them(f4  rfK^iiivrt^)  wte  to  vary,iQSoine  degree, 
their  mode  of  study.  Their  attention  i^  to  be  brought  more  to  the 
points  of  nn|on  and  contact  among  these  sciences,  and  they  are  to  be 
taught  to  abstract  yfh^i  all  have  in  common,  from  that  which  distin- 
guishes any  one  in  particular.  Tney  are  thus  to  be  gradually  with^ 
drawn  froni  particulars,  and  approximated  to  the  study  of  general 
truth.§  By  this  previous  novitiate  their  aptitude  for  dialectic  exercises 
will  l>e  measured ;  and,  at  thirty  years  of  age,  those  whose  forwardness 
is  the  most  distinguished]!  are  to  be  advanced  to  a  more  honourable 
post,  and  are  considered  at  to  embark  directiy  and  avowedly  in  tl^t 
important  study.  They  are  to  employ  themselves  exclusively  in  this 
exercise  for  five  years. j    At  thirty-five  years  of  age,  the^  yri\\  copi- 
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mencUs  llidr  tkctitife  (fwe'et',  fb^  the  acqufsitibn  orpraictical  expeiieiyce. 
For  ffleeii  years  they  are  to  be  ermployed  in  sobordinate  fiinctions  and 
in  wta",  and  are  tb  be  exposed  to  those  temptations  which  public  life 
presents,  in  order  to  exatnllne  fHiether  their  preTions'  education  ha^ 
taken  firm  rbot  within  their  bosoms.  Those  wbt^pass  through  this  trial 
^^'onbleinished  repntsttion,andwho  distinguish 'themselves  in  action 
as  well  BS  in  study,  ar)s'  considered  as'  qualified^  at  fifty  years  of  age, 
for  t!ie  tadli'of  infetructing  and'gbyeming  their  fenov^-creaturesl  (p.  ^1.) 
'hie  r^t  of  their  lives  will  be  employed  in  improving  themselves  and 
their  commnmity  itito  a  cionformity  with  that  idea  of  good,  which  their 
edacatioii  has  taught  them  to  contemplate.  They  will  effect  this  prin* 
cipailybjdiffiisittg'' philosophy  and  mental  improvement ;  but  when  ne- 
cessary, by  assuming  each  in  his  turn  the  burden  of  political  manage- 
ment and  regulatipri.^  After  taking  peculiar  care  to  leave  behihd  them 
anotlier  set  <oii  good  governors  tb  m^ntain  the  constitution,  by  strictly 
watchii^  the  education  of  their  successors,  they  will  depart  for  the 
islands  ot  the  blest,  aAd  the  city  will  sacrifice  to  them  as  gods.  This 
description  appKes  to  Women  as  well  as  to  meii.   fibid.) 

It  shonld  be  remarked,  that  Plato  supposes  his  ptiilosophlcal  caste  as 
assuming  the  government  with  great  reluctance,  and  requiring^  coifrpul- 
sion  to  force  them  to  th^  task:  Ta  strip  the  magistracy  of  its  ad- 
vantages^  and  to  place  it  in  the  hands  of  unwilfing  occupiers,  is  the 
sole  mode,  in  his  opinion,  of  ensuring  good  government.  For,  if  the 
situatioa  is  valuable  and  attractive,  the  power  of  the  rulers  will  be  con- 
tinualiy  crossed  by  the  warfare  and  obstruction  of  competitors ;  and 
thus  internal  contentions  will  be  unceasing.  A  philosophical  mind 
alone  can  despise  political  consequence  ;  and '  there  can  therefore 
be  no  reluctant  pt^essor  of  the  seat  of  government,  except  a  pliilo- 
sopher.  (p.  255.)T 

4 

*  'Off«»r  «•  kymih  mM^  frm^Myfmrt  ;^M»/BlM«f- ixH^f^  m)  ^iXrt  Ml)  ttd^mt  mi> 

lamgTUH  «9f  wiXutt  tftum.  p.  S81 . 

t  Thi»  doctrioe  of  rendering  tfae  exercise  of  power  undesirable,  in  order  to  ex- 
clude cdmpetition:  for  possessibg  it,  seems  at  first  siglit  sosfiewbat  preposterous. 
Bat  it  is,  in  reality,  a  consistent  inference  from  a  prihcipte  which  Plato  through- 
oat  sappcMM,  and  wfakh  other  writers  sap|>ote  also,  when  it  auiti  their  viewi, 
(hoiigh  they  do  not  pursue  it  with  the  same  consiitencj  and  sincerity  aa  he  does. 
This  is,  the  unfitness  of  the  people  to  judge  correctly  in  matters  of  government. 
The  only  mode  of  excluding  competition  for  power  would  assuredly  be,  what  Plato 
here  proposes,  to  strip  it  of  its  attraetions.  If,  therefore,  competition  be  a  bad  thing, 
this  expedient  for  preventing  it  is  of  course  advantageous.  Now  a  struggle  b^twt  en 
any  two  competitors  always  oecasions  an  appeal,  by  the  wealcer  of  the  two,  to  the 
people.  And  if  the  people  are  really  unfit  for  any  sound  decision  in  mattfen  of 
goTentmeait,  all  interference  on  their  part,  whether  constant  or  occasional,  must 
be  pernicious,  and  therefore  every  thing  which  causes  a  recurrence  to  it  must  also 
be  pemicioiu.  Supposing,  therefore,  that  the  people  are  thus  incapable  of  deciding 
on  national  measan»«*-sappostng  theii^  ja^gmOTts  on  the  subject  to  be  habitually 
wrong  and  only  occasionally  rightp— it  follows  most  demonstrably  thattdl  competi- 
tion for  the  ppttetnoh  of  power  mint  be  'pernicious.  In  other  words^  absolute  power, 
in  the  hands  of  a  single  man^  must  on  that  supposition  be  the  most' beneficial  to 
mankind  of  all  conceivable  establishment*-^^  conclusion  which  the  profound  rea- 
wningft  of  Hobbes  liave  also  deduced  from  the  same  fundaimehtal  principle. 

It  shoal^be'iobMfvifcdithatPIatoVexelti^i6hWlhc'peor>1e  ffdnf  kll  share  in  the 
h«8i«5»of  gtflhreniintiat;  p#o<s6ed»  h«  *dlhtrph  frdift  any  low'eitifaiate  ofthcfr  actual 
capacity^  as  iWtohb  tuiiversitl  -ddctrnnrj^that^nd  iridid  1*tor  exef tn»%  «idre  thai!  ontf 
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Id  the  earlj  part  of  the  coDvenatlon  Plato  bad  canted  Soeratea  to 
remark,  that  there  were  four  species  of  existing  go?eniiiieDtB,  all  de- 
fectiye.  He  now  makes  him,  at  the  request  of  Glaocon,  enmnerate  and 
classify  them — a  timocracy^  an  oligarchy,  and  a  tyranny,  (p.  285.)  He 
illustrates  the  had  qualities  of  these  governments  hy  predicting  the 
gradual  degeneracy  of  the  Platonic  constitution,  and  its  transition  8ik> 
cessiyely  into  the  rour  vicious  systems.  And  as  he  imagines  the  charac- 
ter of  the  citizen  to  be  moulded  by  the  constitation  under  which  he 
Kves,  he  takes  the  same  opportunity  of  tracing  the  alterations  which 
the  deteriorated  government  would  produce  in  individual  conduct  and 
opinion. 

All  changes  in  every  constitution  emanate  from  the  possessors  of 
power,  when  internal  dissentions  take  place  among  them :  if  they  re- 
main in  harmony,  however  small  may  be  their  number,  the  constitu- 
tion cannot  possibly  be  shaken.*  Upon  tliis  principle,  Plato  predicts  the 
decline  of  Ids  system  from  the  gradual  deterioration  in  the  breed  of 
governors.  From  this  failure  and  degeneracy  of  natural  worth,  they 
will  no  longer  continue  to  pursue  with  equal  steadiness  the  plan  of 
education  chalked  out  for  them.  First,  their  musical  studies — next, 
their  gymnastical  exercises,  will  be  neglected.  A  portion  of  the  go- 
vernors having  thus  become  corrupted,  there  will  arise  among  them  a 
diversity  of  objects  and.  desires.  The  degenerate  half  will  aspire  to 
the  possession  of  wealth  and  other  individual  enjoyments  ;  die  re- 
mainder, preserving  their  former  character,  will  still  continue  to  aim 
exclusively  at  the  punctual  execution  of  their  duty.  The  result  will  be 
a  compromise  between  the  two.  ({v  288.)  The  ruling  class  will  retain 
in  some  measure  their  previous  habits  of  living  in  common,  of  public 
gymnastic  exercises,  of  abstinence  from  husbandry  or  any  private  traf- 
fic, (p.  289.)  But  they  will  divide  among  them,  and  appropriate, 
lands  and  houses ;  they  will  enslave,  and  hold  merely  as  neighbours 
and  domestics,  those  whom  they  formerly  watched  as  freemen,  as 
friends,  and  as  purveyors  to  their  wants.f  They  will  be  apprehensiye  of 
the  influence  and  agency  of  genuine  wisdom,  and  will  bestow  all  their 
countenance  upon  bravery  and  talents  for  stratagem ;  they  will  be  con- 
tinually in  a  state  of  dissention ;  their  desire  of  wealth  will  not  mani- 
fest itself  openly,  on  account  of  their  public  and  regelated  mode  of 
living,  but  it  will  be  exhibited  by  many  surreptitious  and  indirect 
methods ;  they  will  treasure  up  money  in  secret  places,  and  will  lavish 
it  upon  their  wives  and  other  friends  (p.  289)  ;  the  laws  which  re- 
strict their  private  lives  will  become  odious  and  insufferable,  and  will 
be  evaded  by  every  practicable  mode. 

The  military  spirit  and  ardour,  stripped  of  that  bridle  which  educa- 
tion had  before  imposed  upon  it,  will  vent  itself  in  private  broils ;  and 
tills  will  foster  among  them  that  spirit  of  rivalry  and  sense  of  (indivi- 

calling^.  It  does  not  therefore,  according  to  him,  beseem  men  of  any  other  trade  to 
take  cognisance  of  the  concemi  of  the  goremment.  Hobbet^a  extrusion  of  the 
pe<^le  is  ibonded  upon  radical  mistrust  of  their  soundness  and  capability. 

*  TSit  ^9  AwXwt  7n  wm^m  ifXtnUt  furmCtiXXti  If  mvT$S  r«v  f;^«yr«f   rmt  J^*$,  Xvwr 

U  mir^  rwrm  rririr  lyyUnrm*  ifUfmShrtt }),  ttAf  wdtv  SXtywt  f,  mivfturw  utminHu.  p.  286. 

f  '£«f  fd^n  mfuXiythtm*  yif  f»k»  Mai  uMttti  »mvtuuftiMf»if¥t  J^mmw^i^m-  cmv  ft  •'f'v 
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doal)  dlgiilty*  wliich  Plato  giyes  m  the  chsDracterifltic  of  tfab  first  period 
of  cormptloii. 

GoDlbrnMible  to  this  perrenlon  of  the  ffOTemment  is  that  of  the  in- 
diridaal  citisen :  the  soand  instmctioa  of  a  rational  father  is  crossed 
and  conDteracted  bj  the  yicioos  incttnations  which  his  mother,  his  do- 
mestiGS,  and  other  society,  implant  in  his  bosom.  From  this  mixture 
of  counsel  a  character  is  formed,  obdurate  and  but  slightly  tinctured 
with  letters  or  elegance ;  a  patient  listener,  but  no  speaker ;  savage  to 
slaves,  and  gentle  towards  freemen ;  obedient  to  his  commanders,  and 
thirsting  much  for  political  and  military  renown ;  verging,  however^ 
towBidB  avarice  in  his  old  age.  (pp.  290—291.) 


ON  ASSES. 

My  Oberon.  what  visions  have  I  seen, 

Methought  I  was  enamoured  of  an  Ass  !  Shaes. 

Proeul  uU  profani !  Avaunt  ye  witlings,  who  with  jibes  and  jeers 
would  tarn  my  honest  conceptions  into  mockery.  I  address  not  ye ;  no, 
nor  the  poor  human  butts  on  whom  ye  break  vour  poorer  jests, 
M  thou|^  by  your  smiling  ye  seem  to  think  so.^^  I  had  no  such  stuff  in 
my  thoughts  as  bipeds,  not  even  those  who  wear  the  head  of  Bottom  ; 
but  as  the  times  are  critical,  and  equivocation  might  undo  us,  it  may  be 
well  also  to  premise  that  thoi^h  my  references  be  altogether  quadru- 
pedal, they  mount  not  to  those  golden  Asses  (not  of  Apuleius,  I  dare 
aver,)  widch  are  placed  upon  royal  tables,  and  whose  panniers  laden 
with  salt  (assuredly  not  Attic)  minister  stimulants  to  the  palates  of 
kings  and  courtiers.  No — ^my  paper  means  what  it  professes :  it  is 
dedicated  to  donkeys,  Jerusalem  poneys,  &c.  but  who  have  no  patro- 
nymic right  to  be  termed  any  thing  but  Asses. 

Every  association  connected  with  this  most  interesting  animal  is  clas- 
sical, venerable,  hallowed.  At  the  feast  of  the  goddess  Vesta,  who 
was  preserved  by  the  braying  of  an  Ass  from  the  attacks  of  the 
Lampsacan  God,  that  animal  was  solemnly  crowned ;  and  in  an  old 
Calendar  still  extant,  the  following  note  is  written  against  the  month 
of  June :  ^^  Festum  Vestae — Asinus  coronatur.'^  As  we  know  that 
many  of  our  customs  are  derived  from  Pagan  institutions,  is  it  not  pro- 
bable that  the  crowning  of  our  Laureates  originated  in  this  superstition  ? 
The  Gnostics  worshipped  this  long-eared  deity.  In  the  precincts  of 
the  Holy  Land,  though  not  invested  with  idolatrous  honours,  the  Ass 
was  held  in  high  respect  and  reverence  ;  and  I  know  not  any  contrast 
of  fate  more  affecting,  any  reverse  of  grandeur,  even  including  that  of 
the  Jewish  nation  itself,  more  absolute  and  wretched,  than  the  present 
doom  of  this  outcast  quadruped  compared  with  its  former  lot  in  Pales- 
tine, where,  as  the  use  of  horses  was  prohibited,  the  Ass  was  the  royal 
beast,  whose  coverii^  was  cloth  of  gold,  whose  housings  were  studded 
with  the  carbuncle  and  the  pearl,  and  whose  provender  was  showered 
dofm  into  royal  mangers.  Deborah,  addressing  her  song  to  the  rulers 
of  Israel,  exclaims — ^^  Speak,  ye  that  ride  on  white  Asses,  ye  that  sit 
in  judgment^^  Jair  of  Gilead,  we  are  told,  had  thirty  sons  who  rode 
upon  as  many  Asses,  and  commanded  in  thirty  cities ;  and  the  holy 
writer  wishing  to  exalt  the  grandeur  of  Abdon,  one  of  the  ju<^s  of 


hrael)  ^iftldinft  that  he  had-  forty  8on»  and  thirty  gfnsndsoiis  Who  ro^ 
upon  seyeotj  Asses.  According  to  a  tradition  of  the  Jewl^  Rahhins, 
one  of  the  ten  privileged  creatares  formed  by  Qod  at  the  end'tif  the  sixth 
day,  was  the  identical  beast  bestrode  by  Balaam,  the  same  that  Abra^ 
ham  loaded  with  wood  for  tiie  sacrifice  of  Isaac,  which  Mbsea  long 
after  employed  to  transport  hib  wife  and  son  across  the  desert,  and 
which^  still  existing  in  the  depths  of  some  unknown  and  impenetn^le 
wilderiiesB,.  will  continue  to  be  miraculously  fed  md  guarded  until  the 
advent  of  their  pretended  Messiah^  when  he  will  mount  upon  its  back 
and  ride  forth  to  conquer  all  the  nations  of  the  earths 

But,  leaving  these  reveries,  must  we  not  admit,  unless  we  join  Maioio- 
nides  and  Gregory  of  Nyssa  in  considering  the  whole  story  a  visloa  or 
allegory,  that  the  animal  whereof  we  write  is  the  same  that  on  the 
flowery  banks  of  the  Euphrates  saw  the  Angel  of  the  Lord  standing 
before  it  with  a  drawn  sword,  turned  aside  thrice  into  the  path  of  the 
vineyard,  and  when  smitten  for  crushing  its  master's  foot  against  a  wall, 
was  miraculously  endued  with  speech  that  it  might  rebuke  its  infatuated 
rider?  When  the  priests  and  elders  looked  forth  from  the  towers  and 
temples  and  walls  of  Hierosolyma  towards  the  valley  beneath,  where 
the  multitude  were  filling  the  air  with  Hosannas,  and  spreading  pafan- 
branches  before  the  Saviour  of  the  world,  who  was  destined  to  over- 
throw the  Sophists  of  Athens  and  the  Pagan  Pontic  of  all-con^ering 
Rome,  they  beheld  him  riding  uponr-4m  Ass^  Reader !  if  thou  hast 
been  more  fortunate  than  he  who  now  addresses  thee,  and  hast  been 
enabled  to  pick  up  a  little  book  of  Heinsius  entitled,  >^  Lotus  Anni^'* 
\  counsel  thee  to  lay  it  next  thy  heart,  for  it  disserts  of  most  longeared 
matter,  and  is  rich  in  asinine  reminiscences.  Doubtless  thou  hast  passed 
the  Pons  Asinomm  of  i\ke  mathematicians — thou  hast  laughed  at  the 
punishment  inflicted  by  Apollo  upon  the  Phrygian  king — ^thou  hast 
feasted  on  the  third  dialogue  of  Lucian,  wherein  he  relates  his  ad- 
ventures alter  being  converted  into  an  Ass  by  a  sorceress — and  liast 
been  enraptured  with  Apuleius's  most  exquisite  and  imaginative  ex* 
pansion  of  this  fiction ;  and  if  thou  canst  still  deny  that  Uie  Ass  who  is 
now  passing  thy  door,  instead  of  being  loaded  with  sand  and  cabbages, 
bears  a  rich  freightage  of  sacred,  classical,  and  scientific  associations 
and  conceits,  I  tell  thee  thou  art  duller  ^^  than  the  fat  weed  that  rots 
itself  at  ease  on  Lethe>  wharf,^'  and  meritest  thyself  that  appellation 
which  limits  all  thy  ideas  of  the  passing  quadruped. 

Poor,  shaggy,  half«starved,  mauled  and  maltreated  beast !  when  I 
behold  thee — 

*^  Fallen,  fallen,  fallen,  fallen, 
Fallen  from  thy  high  estate — " 

and,  alas,  too  often  ^'  weltering  in. thy  blood !''  and  yet  bearing  thine 
insults  and  torments  with  a  resignation,  a  fortitude,  a  heroim,  that 
would  do  honour  to  a  Stoic  philosopher,  I  am  not  content  with  thepoeOs 
exclamation — ^^I  love  the  patient  meekness  of  thy  face,''  but  feel 
tempted  to  transform  the  common  whereon  I  encounter  thee^  into  the 
greensward  of  the  fairies,  that  1  may  say  with  Titaaia — 

^^  Come,  lie  thee  down  upon  this-  flowery  bed, 

While  I  thy  amiable  cheeks  do  coy, 
And  slick  musk-rotes  in  thy  sleek  smooth  head, 

And  kiss  thy  fair  large  ears,  my  gentle  joy." 


Tike  rofid^  wttl  My  that  I  am  lidl  ttf  m j  Bobject;  wd  |ileadiiis 
gaUty  to  the  chaj^e,  I  iconfess  that  I  know  bo  soiind  more  afiectliig;, 
more  pathetic,  than  the  braying  of  an  Asa,  ^  startUi^  tbe  night^s  doM 
ear.^'  It  seems  a  ^  sense  of  iniokjrable  wrong,^^  an  oatpoming  of  long 
accomulnted  grieft,  the  delivery  of  an  agonized  soul,  the  hysteric  of 
eihausted  patience ;  and  while  the  sides  distend  as  if  the  heart  wei% 
banting,  mi  the  deep  closii^  sigh  sends  its  appealing  lN*eath  up  to 
Hearen,  i  Jbave  sometimes  foHowed  it,  and  found  delight  in  imagining 
that  there  might  not  only  be  reason  for  the  poor  Indian^s  hope — 

^  Who  fliiiikB,  admitted  to  yon  equal  sky, 
Hii  faiOifid  do;  riiall  bear  him  company—** 

but  that  these  long-eared  innocents  may  be  rewarded  £br  their  enduis 
ance  in  some  garden  of  paradisaical  thistles — some  Eden  of  perpetud 
pasture,  some  Elysium  of  clover. 

What  a  poor  compound  is  humanity,  and  how  ridiculous,  as  well  as 
ungrateful,  is  its  pride,  when  we  see  beauty  and  nobility  converting  this 
despised  beast  into  a  species  of  parent,  and  receiving  its  milk  into 
tbeir  veins  as  the  sole  means  of  health  or  existence  1  I  have  never  be- 
held this  unconscious  wet-nurse  of  the  wealthy  standing  at  the  doors  of 
our  prood  mansions,  without  sending  my  imagination  not  only  up-stairs 
where  the  pale  sons  and  daughters  of  sickness  were  reclining  upon 
their  lozurioiis  sofas,  but  into  the  sheds  and  penthouses  of  Knights^ 
bridge  or  Petty  France,  where  their  four-footed  foster-brothers  and 
sisters,  compelled,  liliLe  the  hairy  Esau,  to  exchange  their  birthright  for 
a  mess  of  pottage,  were  porrecting  their  long  ears  at  every  sound,  and 
endeavouring  to  snuff  the  return  of  their  teeming  mothers,  in  the  min« 
gled  impatience  of  defrauded  appetite  and  disappointed  affection.  No 
substance  is  so  poor  in  stimulants  for  present  thought,  but  that  it  may 
be  rendered  pregnant  in  its  past  concoction  and  future  decomposition  | 
and  as  I  have  sometimes  gazed  upon  this  foal-purloined  milk,  frothing 
into  a  tumbler,  i  have  traced  it  backwards  to  the  earth  when  it  was 
grass,  and  to  the  skies  when  it  was  rain ;  and  following  it  in  its  forward 
destiny,  I  have  fimcied  it  converted  into  the  bloom  of  beauty's  cheek, 
or  the  sparkle  of  its  eye,  or  by  a  still  more  subtle  sublimation  refecting 
and  inspiring  the  brain  until  it  finally  evaporate  in  dazzling  corusca- 
dons  of  wit  We  are  all  compounds  of  the  same  matter,  and  should 
therefore  learn  to  sympathise  with  all  its  organizations. 

Although  my  subject,  that  I  ndght  be  strictly  asinaiy,  has  led  me  to 
a  grave  and  serious  treatment,  it  is  not  unfertile  in  more  trivial  sugges- 
tions. In  England,  where  cruelty  to  animals  of  all  kinds  has  attained 
its  maximum^  this  Paria  of  the  quadrupeds  endures  so  large  a  share  of 
outrage  that  I  have  sometimes  imagined  there  must  be  a  special  Tophet 
reserved  for  its  drivers ;  and  as  I  once  fell  into  conversation  with  an  in- 
dividual of  that  class,  I  endeavoured  to  exphiin  to  him  the  doctrine  of 
the  metempsychosis,  insisting  on  the  probability  that  he  would  one  day 
be  an  Ass  himself,  and  receive  exactly  such  usage  as  he  bestowed. 
Beli^  assured,  in  answer  to  his  inquiry  whether  there  was  any  thing 
^  about  that  there''  in  the  Bible,  that  there  was  grave  warranty  for  the 
belief^  he  appeared  staggered,  mused  awhile,  and  then  exclaimed, 
M  Veil,  Sir,  there 's  von  thing,  if  it 's  ever  so  true — I  never  hits  mine 
over  the  head ;" — a  circumstance  which  so  reconciled  him  to  the  doctrine 
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of  PythagoraB,  that  he  let  All  a  heavy  blow  upon  his  heast^s  cnipper, 
and  disappeared.  If  the  Ah  be  not  entitled  to  ranlc  aa  an  esqidre^  Cer^ 
yantes  makes  him  at  least  a  8qaire4>earer,  whereas  the  squire  liiroself 
is  only  a  shield-bearer ;  and  oar  loo^-eared  liero  was  formally  dabbed 
a  gentleman  by  King  Charles.  A  Mayor  of  Rochester,  just  at  the 
commencement  of  an  elaborate  address  to  that  Monarch,  was  accompa* 
Bled  by  the  loud  braying  of  an  Ass,  when  his  Majesty  exchdmed,  ^  One 
at  a  time,  Genilemen^  one  at  a  time.'^  A  common  tradition  atdribates 
the  black  line,  or  cross,  upon  the  shouldeis  of  this  animal  to  the  blow 
inflicted  by  Balaam ;  in  allusion  to  which  a  witling,  who  had  been  irre* 
Terently  sneering  at  the  miracles  in  the  presence  of  Dr.  Parr,  said 
triumphantly,  ^  Well,  Doctor,  what  say  you  to  the  story  of  Balaam^s 
Aas,  and  the  cross  upon  its  shoulders  f — ^"Why,  Sir,**  replied  the 
Doctor,  ^^  I  say,  that  if  you  had  a  little  more  of  the  Cross,  and  a  great 
deal  less  of  the  Ass,  it  would  be  much  better  for  you/^  A  singer  once 
complaining  to  Sheridan  that  himself  and  his  brother  (both  of  whom 
were  deemed  simpletons^  had  been  ordered  to  take  Ass^s  milk,  but  that 
on  account  of  its  expensiveness,  he  hardly  knew  what  they  should  do. — 
*'  Do  r*  cried  Sheridan,  "  why  suck  one  another  to  be  sure.'' 

Gentle  reader,  whether  of  that  sex  whose  limbs  hang  together  against 
the  ribs  of  this  forlorn  animal,  from  a  side'«addle,  or  of  that  more 
ponderous  gender  that  doth  bestride  his  narrow  back  like  a  Colossus, 
if  in  thy  summer  jaunts  to  Margate  or  Brighton,  thou  dost  make  him 
minister  to  thy  pleasures,  toiling  through  the  sun  and  dust  to  bear  thee 
to  cake-smelling  bowers,  and  tea-dispensing  shades,  O,  bethink  thee  of 
his  regal  stalls  in  Palestine,  and  gnu^e  him  not  the  thistle  by  the  way» 
side  ;  recall  his  silken  housings,  and  have  pity  on  his  gored  and  ragged 
aides :  remember  his  glorious  burden  in  the  valley  of  Cedron,  and 
respect  his  present  wretchedness  :  muse  upon  the  fate  of  Balaam,  and 
':  away  thy  staff.  H. 


SONNET. 
THK  VISION. 

TaxRX  ig  ablest  voice  in  the  Sabbath  air 

Of  aouli  rejoicing  on  their  Maker^s  day. 

And  my  dark  spirit,  on  her  mortal  way^ 
In  holy  thought  a  moment  hovers  there  ; 
And  well  fOTgets  this  vain  earth^s  gloom  and  glare, 

Her  sh^ws  of  transient  date,  and  gauds,  and  play, 

Beating  her  prison-house  and  bonds  of  clay, 
She  strives  to  mingle  with  the  good  and  fair. 
O  earthless  visions  !  dear  to  my  sad  soul, 

Pour  your  rich  beams  with  more  celestial  fire, 

And  chace  these  shades  of  doabt  and  vain  desire 
That  o^er  my  spirit  thus  their  darkness  roll ; 

And  lead  me,  pure  in  heart,  the  path  to  God— 

And  I  will  drink  the  cup,  and  kiss  the  rod,  H.  T. 

/ 
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larKj  Bke  literature,  has  its  poetij,  theilluBions  of  which  are  equally 
eDchanting  with  the  spells  worked  aroand  the  mind  hj  the  Muses  of 
Pamasaos.  They  ^^  steep  the  senses  in  forgetfulness^^  of  what  is  hase 
and  unworthy,  and  lead  as  into  fairy  retreats  and  charmed  howers. 
The  poetry  of  life  comprises  our  agreeable  sensations,  our  tendernesses, 
onr  magical  associations  of  thought,  our  spirit-stirring  emotions,  and 
our  noblest  enthusiasms.  With  the  fatiguing  realities  of  our  being  it 
has  little  connexion,  but  all  that  is  just  and  generous  belongs  to  it. 
The  indefinable  feelings  of  the  soul,  the  overflowings  of  the  heart| 
the  "thoughts  that  lie  too  deep  fortears,'^  the  hallowed  recollections 
of  by-gooe  events,  the  impressions  made  by  the  beautiful  and  the  sub- 
lime, the  nameless  objects  that  embody  themselves  in  dim  oatlines  on  the 
mind,  but  of  which  we  can  scarcely  discern  the  forms— these  compose  the 
poetry  of  our  existence.  Its  character  is  strictly  ideal :  it  has  little 
connexion  with  business,  or  trade,  or  trafiic,  with  eating  or  drinking  or 
with  any  of  the  common  occupations  which  we  pursue.  It  is  essence, 
not  gross  matter — spirit,  not  substance. 

Its  cliaracter  is  varied,  and  some  temperaments  partake  more  largely 
of  its  impressions  than  others.  The  feelings  experienced  while'^gazing 
upon  a  calm  summer  ocean  at  eve,  on  a  leafless  tree,  or  on  the  ^^  brown 
horrors^  of  an  autumnal  landscape,  the  odour  of  a  flower  sometimes, 
the  thrilling  felt  at  a  tale  of  heroic  deeds,  the  delight  experienced  on 
treading  upon  a  spot  consecrated  in  history,  or  visiting 

'^  Lands  renownM  in  monuments  of  Eld,^* 
the  melancholy  remembrance  of  the  dead,  the  ardour  of  genius,  the 
zeal  of  devotion,  and  similar  sensations,  belong  to  it.  The  young 
love  of  the  innocent  heart,  its  timid  advances,  its  golden  hopes,  and 
its  dreams  of  happiness,  even  the  aims  of  ambition  and  the  thirst  of 
gloiy,  are  equally  its  property.  ^^The  sky-tinctured*'  desires  and 
hopes  with  which  we  build  edifices  of  unsubstantial  bliss  that  melt 
away  as  soon  as  erected,  and  the  schemes  which  we  project  for  the  fu- 
ture without  a  probability  of  their  completion,  are  among  its  cherished 
illnsioiis.  Though  but  the  nuniit  gratinirMa  error  of  our  lives,'it  is, 
perhaps,  the  attribute  of  our  existence  to  which  we  are  most  attached. 
The  mere  business  and  habits  that  every  revolving  day  repeats  are 
doll  prose  which  we  read  as  a  task — like  the  Statutes  at  Large  full  6[ 
endless  tautology  and  sickening  repetition.  The  varied  sensations 
fkaX  constitute  the  poetry  of  life  never  tire :  they  were  framed  to  coun- 
tertnlance  the  irksomeness  of  necessary  duties.  The  pictures  of  ima- 
gination, tinged  with  "  colours  dipped  in  Heaven,''  prevent  our  being 
chilled  to  death  by  the  cold  ceremonious  routine  of  matter-of-fact  ex- 
istence. Thus,  whatever  embellishes,  sweetens,  or  refines  life,  from 
the  vivid  impressions  of  youth  to  the  moumfiil  but  pleasing  reminis- 
cences of  age,  is  a  part  of  life's  poetry. 

i  tlirew  up  my  window  yesterday  to  listen  to  the  resounding  or 
rimbamho  of  the  successive  peals  of  thunder  during  a  storm :  they  fol- 
lowed one  another  like  the  echo  of  cannon  discharged  among  moun- 
tains, with  a  deep  cavernous  protraction  of  sound.  The  pleasure  I 
experienced  at  the  moment  belonged  to  the  class  which  I  have  been 
Vat.  V.  No.  20.— laat  X 
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dcscdbing.  How  different  from  such  enjoyments  as  are  merely  sensoal ! 
The  latter  may  be  designated  as  the  prose  of  oar  existence ;  and  some 
of  it  is,  no  doubt,  pleasant  reading,  but  it  wants  the  spirit,  the  stamp  of 
immateriality,  which  the  ofispring  of  the  mind,  those  ^^  fairy  creatures 
of  the  element,''  always  bear  with  them.  They  seem  not  to  belong  to 
this  world ;  we  get  them  so  by  snatches  and  glimpses ;  they  are  like  the 
nelmkt  seen  in  the  Heayeos  by  astronomers,  which  appear  to  be  little 
openings  into  regions  of  infinite  light  and  splendour.  The  sensations 
which,  viewing  the  subject  in  this  way,  we  may  properly  denominate 
poetical,  give  to  existence  uncloying  delight.  Unembodied  as  they  are, 
they  cannot  one  of  them  be  spared  from  our  scanty  stotk  of  pleasures. 
They  give  us  a  fore-taste  of  what  is  perhaps  the  nature  of  the  enjoy- 
ments of  spiritual  beings ;  for  they  seem  under  the  direction  of  agents 
of  a  superior  nature. 

What  a  reaching  out  of  the  soul,  an  ardent  longing  of  the  mind 
after  something  that  is  above  mortality,  we  sometimes  experience ! 
Who  has  not  felt  emotions  beyond  the  power  of  language  to  describe 
at  a  glorious  sunset,  when  the  sky  is  decked  in  the  richest  colours,  and 
cloud  is  piled  upon  cloud  in  gorgeous  magnificence,  among  which  ima- 
gination pictures 

^Purple  castles  where  red  turrets  frown. 

Or  sea-^irt  reefs,  or  gilded  spires  and  town, 
Or  waving  wreaths  of  snow  spread  o'er  (he  blae, 
Now  streaming  wildly  in  disorder  new, 
And  ever  changing  ? 

Who  does  not  aspire  to  mingle  in  the  scene,  ramble  in  fairy  vales,  or 
climb  mountains  of  ruby  and  chrysolite?  Who,  when  walking  out  at 
night  and  viewing 

The  eternal  lights  that  live  alcmg  the  sky— 
does  not  feel  a  wish  to  fling  himself  from  earth  into  the  abyss  of  space 
that  intervenes,  and  attempt  to  reach  those  unknown  orbs  and  bathe  in 
their  fountains  of  living  brightness?  The  remembrance  of  a  beloved 
friend  or  relative,  long  deceased,  brings  him  often,  without  warning,  to 
the  mind^s  eye,  perfect  in  every  feature,  affecting  us  with  a  pleasing 
melancholy :  this  is  particularly  the  case  when  we  dream — for  dreams 
belong  to  the  poetry  of  life.  The  rush  of  recollection  that  comes 
suddenly  upon  the  mind,*  bringing  up  even  the  feelings  of  boyish  days 
with  astonishing  freshness-^— a  forgotten  song,  re-heard  by  accident, 
certain  strains  of  music,  the  first  coming  of  spring,  the  soUtude  of 
wild  and  sublime  scenery,  dark  with  woods  and  precipices,  where 


-a  thousand  phantasies 


Begin  to  throng  into  the  memory, 

Of  calling  shapes  and  beckoning  shadows  dire. 

And  airy  tongues  that  syllable  inen's  names — 

the  riding  over  a  wild  heath  where  no  human  habitation  appears  and  the 
silence  of  desolation  seems  to  govern  every  thing — all  raise  unutterable 
feelings,  which,  with  many  others  differing  in  character  and  intensity  ac- 
cording to  the  different  degrees  of  our  constitutional  susceptibility  of  such 
Impressions,  may  be  styled  the  romantic  of  life's  poetry,  being  the 
most  lofty  and  spiritual  part  of  it  The  impressions  of  love  and  friend- 
ehip,^  of  Uie  beautiful  and  sublime,  the  relish  for  the  higher  classes  of 
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art,  such  m  flculptore  and  paintitig,  form  another  kind  of  senaations  un- 
der the  same  head ;  among  which  maj  be  ranked  almost  all  the  firtues 
that  do  honour  to  haman  nature,  and  are  distinguished  from  mechanical 
and  coarse  passions  and  worldly  pursuits.  Business,  money-getting, 
calculation,  politics,  nothing  in  short  that  is  mathematical  and  corpo- 
real, that  is,  ^  of  the  earth  earthy,''  can  be  designated  as  the  ^^  Poetry 
of  life." 

The  world  of  life's  poetry  is  golden,  as  well  as  that  of  the  poet  of 
literature;  to  whom  it  fumlBhes  the  magic  by  which,  like  Timotheu8,he 

Swells  the  soul  to  rage,  or  kindles  soft  desire ; 
Butla&goage  is  too  limited  to  describe  it    The  Poetry  of  Life  is  felt, 
not  sylbbled — ^it  is  wild,  solemn,  and  unearthly,  or 

^^  Musical  as  is  Apollo^s  lute,^^ 
or  sublime  from  its  yastness  and  obactirity — ^it  &r 

"  Beyond  dim  earth  exalts  the  swelling  thoagfat.^^ 
Touches  which  recall  its  yivld  impressions  are  frequently  shewn  in  the 
productions  of  gifled  men ;  but  these  are  so  minute  a  portion  of  the 
whole,  and  language  is  so  inadequate  a  medium  to  convey  even  a  frac- 
tional outline  of  their  character,  that  the  filling  up  of  the  parts  must  be 
left  to  the  mind.  The  most  artful  and  sweetest  combinations  of  lan- 
guage are  too  material  for  painting  the  subtle  shadows  and  colourings : 
Uiey  only  serve  as  remembrancers  to  bring  back  sensations  that  are 
past,  in  order  to  delight  us  by  their  revivification. 

But  the  highest  Poetry  of  Life,  or,  what  is  the  same  thing,  the  finer 
impulses  of  our  nature,  the  glowing  fancies,  the  ardent  emotions,  the 
sweet  imaginings  of  the  soul,  are  every  day  becoming  closer  and  more 
retired  inmates  of  our  bosoms.  They  are  less  frequently  imparted — for 
the  mass  of  mankind  are  getting  less  poetical  in  feeling.  This  is  be- 
cause of  their  intangible  nature :  the  world  is  busy  in  hunting  after 
substances,  no  matter  how  base  may  be  their  composition.  The  ^^  airy 
nothings''  of  the  mind,  that  reason  cannot  comprehend,  mathematics 
prove  real,  or  arithmetic  gauge,  are  held  as  of^  little  value.  But  the 
Poetry  of  Life  can  never  be  extinct;  it  is  a  part  of  our  natures;  and  if 
there  be  cold  ascetics  in  the  world  who  scout  every  thing  that  a  line 
cannot  measure  and  a  diagram  demonstrate,  still  there  are  others  left 
who  will  continue  to  revel  in  ^^  fairy  fictions,"  and  forget  at  times 
the  painful  realities  of  existence  in  the  mighty  visions  of  the  imagina- 
tion— ^for  these  can  be  enjoyed  where  the  showy  appliances  of  life  are 
wanting^.  We  are  told,  indeed,  that,  as  the  march  of  reason  advances, 
that  of  ima^ation  will  retrograde  :  as  if  mankind  can  ever  become 
wholly  subject  to  reason's  influence,  and  passion  and  feeling  hold  a 
subordinate  station  in  the  human  breast.  Reason  may,  perhaps,  tem- 
per what  it  cannot  subdue.  But  where  is  the  individual  who  can  re- 
sist grief  by  reasoning  upon  its  inutility,  or  conquer  love  by  reflecting 
on  its  transitory  nature — 

Who  can  hold  a  fire  in  his  hand 

Bj  thinking  on  the  frosty  Caucasus, 
Or  cloy  the  hungry  edge  of  appetite 
By  hare  imaginatioa  of  a  feast  ? 

^WMp  me  under  the  gallows"  the  cold  philosopher  that  would 
banish  the  Muses  from  his  republic ;  but  the  wretch  that  would  wish  the 
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Poetiy  of  life  and  feeling  to  be  extinct,  let  hin  for  ever  dwell  ^h 
ealdo^  e  ^n  gielo^'^^  as  Dante  has  it — 

In  flame,  in  frott,  in  erer-during  n^ht. 

What  eke  is  there  that  is  worth  the  ^^  whips  and  scoms^^  of  life  T  It 
if  painful  to  reflect  that,  in  large  congregations  of  men,  who  mingle 
tc^ether  for  objects  of  business  or  politics,  every  jear  seems  to  wear 
away  more  and  more  of  the  finer  feelings,  and  renders  tiie  mind  more 
unsusceptible  of  the  pleasures  of  imagination ;  but  much  of  this  is  the 
result  of  long  habit  and  of  locality.  The  Poetry  of  Life  can  never  die 
while  we  are  conscious  breathing  animals.  To  those  who  smile  at  it, 
and  are  still  daily  experiencing  more  or  less  of  its  influence — ^whofeel 
only  indifferent  towards  it  because  they  will  not  acknowledge  it  to  be 
the  great  charm  of  our  being,  I  shall  only  address  the  words  of  an  old 
writer  respecting  persons  insensiUe  to  poetry  in  general  ^^  But  if  (fie 
on  such  a  But  I)  you  be  borne  so  neiire  the  dul-maidng  cataract  of  Nilos, 
that  you  cannot  heare  the  planet-like  moiike  of  poetry — ^if  you  baue  so 
earth-creepiog  a  mind  that  it  cannot  lift  itself  vp  to  looke  to  the  akie  of 
poetry,  or  rat&r,  by  a  certain  rusticalldisdaine  will  become  such  a  mome 
as  to  be  a  Memos  of  poetrie — then,  though  I  wil  not  wish  unto  you  the 
asses^  eares  of  Midas,  nor  to  be  driven  bv  a  poet's  verses  as  Bobonax 
was,  to  hang  himself,  nor  to  be  rimed  to  death)  as  is  said  to  be  done  in 
Ireland,  yet  this  much  curse  I  must  send  you  in  the  behalfe  of  all 
poets — ^that,  whHe  you  liue,  you  line  in  loue  and  never  get  fauoor,  for 
lacking  skill  of  a  Sonet,  and  when  you  die,  your  memorie  die  from  the 
earth  for  want  of  an  epitaph.''  V. 
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Jerutalem  destroyed  hy  7%w. 

Sioir,  thine  eje  beheld  and  wept  too  late 

O^er  tower  and  temple  crumbling  in  decant 
The  crashing  column  and  the  falling  gate ; 

And  saw  the  deadly  paleness  of  dismay 

The  faces  of  thy  trembling  priests  array, 
And  high-bom  maids  and  matrons  desolate, 

And  helpless  infiunts  sadly  led  away 
Before  the  haughty  foe  in  mournful  state. 
Above  thy  scatter^  ruins  sadly  seated. 

Devoted  City !  from  thy  woes  in  vain 
Thy  glance  uptumM  to  Heaven  for  rest  intreated. 

Say— didst  thou  then  bethink  thee  of  ttie  stain 
The  guilt  of  which  thy  measured  crimes  completed 

On  him  thy  hands  had  crucified  and  slain  i 
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SB^ — I  reckon  myself  one  of  the  most  aceompliflhed  liars  of  the  day. 
I  tell  a  lie  the  most  readily,  the  most  iogenioosly,  the  most  mihlnshnig- 
ly  of  aoy  of  my  acquaintance.  But  that  is  not  all:  not  only  are  my 
lips  frlse,  hut  i  lie  with  my  eyes,  I  lie  with  my  gestures,  I  lie  with 
my  hafaitaal  carriage :  my  shovel-shaped  bat  is  a  lie,  my  snnffcoloared 
dittoes  and  bob-wig  are  Ues,  the  bright  polish  of  my  Day  and  Martin 
bladdng  is  a  lie ;  in  short  every  thing  about  me,  from  the  deafness  of 
my  ens  to  the  shuffle  in  my  heels,  is  a  mere  imposition  and  a  through 
fidsehood. 

So  completely  indeed  am  I  embned  with  the  spirit  of  deception,  that 
1  do  not  think  I  shoold  now  make  you  this  anonymous  communication 
iff  bad  not  a  sort  of  conviction  that  you  will  not  believe  me.  Lucian 
thooght  himself  excused  for  writing  lies  in  his  true  history,  because 
he  gave  fair  notice ;  and  I  consider  myself  as  derogating  in  nothing 
from  the  unity  and  simplicity  of  my  character,  by  telling  truths  that  wiU 
mislead  more  than  the  Bfiost  ingenious  fictions.  I  have  often  pondered 
most  aerioiBly  but  without  b^ng  able  to  arrive  at  any  satisfactory 
solntioo  of  tlie  difficulty,  upon  the  reasons  which  have  induced  man- 
kind to  resent  so  deeply  the  imputation  of  falsehood,  and  to  consider 
it  as  a  stain  upon  the  reputation,  which  nothing  but  blood  can  wash 
away.  Their  whole  reasonings  on  this  subject  seem  to  me  very  ca- 
pricioos  and  absurd.  For,  admitting  their  own  premises,  and  allowing 
(what  I  am  very  far  from  being  disposed  to  concede)  that  a  lie  has  some- 
thho^  in  its  nature  so  very  dbcreditable,  yet  ^^  all  the  blood  of  all  the 
Howards''  cannot  alter  the  nature  of  things,  and  make  that  true  which 
is  in  itself  false ;  and  i  cannot  conceive  how  a  man  grows  a  bit  the  less 
a  liar,  by  becoming  a  murderer  into  the  bargain.  But,  leaving  this 
point  to  nicer  casuists,  I  must  take  leave  to  remark,  that  the  preliminary 
absurdity  is  not  less  of  being  so  mortally  offended  at  the  imputation 
itself;  seeing  not  only  that  all  mankind,  more  or  less,  indulge  in  this 
figure  of  rhetoric,  but  that  children  and  savages  (those  nearest  to  a 
state  of  nature)  are  the  most  egregious  liars.  Is  there  a  nation  in  the 
civilized  world  that  does  not  pride  itself  most  upon  those  passages  of 
its  early  history,  which  are  the  most  palpably  and  extravagantly  false  ? 
Have  not  the  Greeks  their  Hercules,  and  their  Cadmus,  and  their 
Theseus,  and  above  all,  that  arch  impostor  and  liar,  their  Ulysses  ? 
Have  not  the  Romans  their  Romulus  and  their  Ouintus  Curtius  ?  the 
Peruvians  their  Manco  Capac?  the  Irish  their  Milesius,  and  the  Eng- 
lish their  Trojan  Brute  ?  If  lying  be  so  terrible  an  offence,  why  do 
we  read  with  so  much  pleasure,  Herodotus,  and  Livy,  and  Vertot. 
Utts,  says  the  proverb,  should  have  good  memories : — ^they  require 
also  ingenuity,  invention,  the  prompUtude  of  an  improvisatore,  and 
the  lucid  comprehension  of  intellect  of  a  first-nte  mechanist  Liars 
also  require  great  judgment,  in  order  to  see  clearly  when  a  lie  will 
and  will  not  tell,  and  likewise  to  take  care  that  it  be  not  thrown  away 
on  an  inadequate  subject  This  I  take  to  be  the  moral  of  the  apologue 
of  the  Shepherd's  Boy  and  the  Wolf,  which  figures  in  the  first  book  we 
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put  into  the  hands  of  children.  That  mendacious  guardian  of  tfie  sheep- 
fold  was  in  the  hahit  of  calling  ^^wolf  from  mere  wantonness  and 
sport,  to  langh  at  his  comrades,^-a  most  reprehensiUe  practice  ; 
whereas,  had  he  kept  this  fiction  for  some  great  occasion,  he  would 
not  have  lost  his  lambs. 

Besides  the  qualifications  already  enumerated,  a  liar  requires  great 
self-possession ;  that  modification  of  courage  which  confers  command 
of  countenance ;  and  that  species  of  persc^verance  which  is  falsely  call- 
ed obstinacy,  and  which  enables  the  liar  to  bear  up  against  the  clear- 
est evidence,  and  to  assert  the  most  hardily  when  proof  weighs  the 
heaviest  a^nst  him.  From  all  these  considerations,  I  am  inclined, 
then,  to  tMnk,  that  the  importance  attached  to  giving  the  lie  depends 
upon  its  being  a  slur  upon  the  understanding;  and  that  ^^you  lie^' 
means  nothing  more  than,  ^^  you  are  found  out,^'  ^^  you  want  the  talent 
of  lying  like  truth,"  ^^  you  are  a  bungling  blockhead,  and  use  a  weapon 
without  understanding  its  management :"— the  criminality,  like  that  of 
the  Spartan  pickpocket,  being  placed  altogether  in  the  detection.  The 
same  indeed  is  the  case  with  respect  to  borough  traffic,  cheating  at 
cards,  crtm.  eon.  robbing  ^the  King^s  excbequer,^^  and  many  other 
pleasurable  and  profitable  amusements  of  the  like  nature. 

Having  premised  thus  much  concerning  the  art  of  lyine,"!  shall  pro- 
ceed with  the  immediate  object  of  my  letter — a  sketch  of  my  own  life. 
I  received  from  my  parents  what  is  called  a  liberal  education ;  and, 
after  spending  three  yean  at  college,  was  articled  to  an  attorney,  with 
whom  I  was  initiated  into  the  mysteries  of  the  law.  My  master's  office 
was  a  climate  congenial  to  my  nature.  I  was  particularly  del^hted 
with  those  theoretical  tamperings  with  the  truth,  called  ^fictions  of  the 
law :"  the  process  of  ejectment,  with  all  its  gratuitous  suppositions  of 
actions  that  never  were  done,  and  of  things  that  never  happened,  was 
my  especial  delight ;  but  my  joy  was  without  bounds,  when,  on  enter- 
ing into  the  practice  of  the  law,  i  found  a  field  so  thoroughly  adapted 
to  my  talents  and  dispositions.  My  progress  accordingly  was  rapid.  1 
was  early  admitted  a  partner  in  the  business,  and  I  have  no  doubt  that 
I  should  have  speedily  made  a  g^at  fortune,  but  unluckily  being  en- 
trapped in  giving  evidence  by  a  close  hunks  of  a  counsellor,  and  thus 
compelled  to  speak  the  truth  i^^nst  my  inclination,  I  was  very  abruptly 
struck  off  the  roll,  and  dismissed  to  exercise  my  talents  in  some  oUier 
profession. 

^^  The  world  was  all  before  me,  where  to  choose,"  and  I  choee  to 
become  a  paragraph-collector  for  the  daily  journals.  It  is  astoni^ng 
the  scope  this  employment  affords  to  a  man  of  bright  parts  and  men- 
dacious disposition  !  His  writing  may  be  considered  as  the  chronicles 
of  whatever  is  not:  accidents  that  never  happened,  fires  that  never 
burned,  floods  that  never  quitted  the  bed  of  their  river,  feats  of  horse- 
manship and  of  pedestrian  exertion  that  were  never  performed,  battles 
that  were  never  fought,  treaties  that  were  never  signed,  marriages 
which  were  never  celebrated,  f^tes  that  were  never  given,  ^^  lame 
ducks"  that  never  ^^  waddled,"  ghosts  that  never  appeared,  volcanoes, 
storms,  earthquakes,  duels,  mui^ers,  and  highway-robberies,  all  mere 
entes  rationis^  and  children  bom  with  more  heads  and  members  than 
ever  were  found  in  the  bottles  of  a  show-anatomist.  The  political  in- 
telligence of  such  a  writer  is  like  the  decree  of.  Demostiienes  alluded 
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to  by  facbines.  His  criticisms  have  the*  decided  adTa&tage  of  not 
forestaliing  the  works  they  review,  hot  rather  enhance  the  pleasure  of 
tlie  reader,  by  the  surprise  of  finding  so  wide  a  disagreement  between 
rfeaiity  and  representation.  His  family  anecdotes  are  perfect  additions 
to  national  biography ;  while,  if  he  sometimes  insinuates  an  imaginary 
fault  in  the  character  of  liis  heroes,  he  folly  makes  amends  by  a  cor- 
responding supposition  of  virtues  liberally  conferred  upon  the  objects 
of  his  paid  panegyrics. 

From  this  department  of  my  natural  vocation  I  was  driven,  some- 
thing like  Sir  Francis  Wronghead,  by  saying  ay  when  I  should  have 
said  no :  for,  by  an  unluc^  mistake,  I  sent  a  paragraph  intended  for 
an  Opposition  paper  to  a  Court  journal.  It  was  inserted  without  exa- 
mination, and  the  Minister  was  accused  in  his  own  demi-official  gazette 
of  a  gross  peculation  !  The  hubbub  was  extreme ;  the  editor  was 
rated,  and  lost  half  his  pension ;  the  proprietor  was  (but  that  must 
not  be  told) ;  and  I  was  kicked  out  of  the  office,  and  threatened  with 
an  indictment  for  libel. 

Being  reduced  very  low  in  circumstances  by  this  unfortunate  event, 
my  next  appearance  was  in  the  character  of  a  mute  at  a  funeral.  But 
the  change  in  my  fortunes  rendered  my  rueful  countenance  so  faithful 
an  index  of  the  mind,  and  my  sorrows  were  so  genuinely  unaffected, 
that  I  soon  became  discontented  with  a  station  so  uncongenial  to  my 
talents,  and  embraced  the  ofier  of  a  quack  doctor  to  write  the  state- 
ments of  his  cures,  and  to  give  the  last  touches  of  pathos  to  the 
deplorable  cases  of  incurable  malady,  which  he  had  most  miraculously 
restored  to  health  and  longevity. 

The  next  step  I  took  is  not  difficult  to  foresee.  From  lying  for 
others  I  commenced  liar  on  my  own  account,  by  stepping  into  my  em- 
ployer's shoes,  pirating  his  nostrums,  parodyii^f  his  handbills,  and 
turning  iEscolapius  myself.  I  shall  not  tell  you,  the  names  under  which 
i  practised,  for  I  am  sure  you  would  not  believe  me :  suffice  it  to  say, 
tluit  by  dint  of  impudence,  threats,  flattery,  and  a  female  coterie^  1 
succeeded  as  well  as  the  best  of  the  regulars,  be  he  who  he  may,  and 
soon  wormed  myself  into  a  genteel  livelihood.  Had  I  been  as  prudent 
as  clever,  1  should  soon  have  realized  a  handsome  fortune  ;  but  ee 
qui  viaU  par  laJUUt  t^en  reUmme  par  U  tambour.  I  gave  sumptuous  en- 
tertainments, kept  a  dashing  equipage,  and  played  deep,  in  order  to 
make  my  way  in  genteel  life ;  and  before  I  could  qualify  for  a  vote  at 
the  India  House,  a  newer  and  more  audacious  impostor  obtained  pos- 
session of  public  credulity.  I  was  obliged  to  abandon  my  profession— 
my  patients  having  first  abandoned  me. 

Reduced  to  the  lowest  in  my  hopes,  and  without  a  shilling  I  could 
call  my  own,  I  found  resources  in  my  genius  which  arose  even  from 
my  very  distress.  A  liar,  indeed,  if  any  one,  may  boast  hnque  je  tvU 
hum  ecmprinU^  &c. ;  for  if  necessity  be  the  mother  of  invention,  a  liar 
can  never  be  so  truly  great  as  when  his  necessities  are  the  most  pressing. 
Thus  it  happened  that  at  my  utmost  need,  and  when  absolutely  without 
a  dinner,  I  foun4  my  way  into  the  Rotunda  at  the  Bank,  and  unhesi- 
tatinf^ly.  bought  ten  thousand  Consols  ^  for  the  account.' 

The  profession  of  a  stockjobber  was  certainly  made  for  me,  or  I  for 
the  profession — that,  of  all  other  trades,  is  the  one  in  which  ^^  nothing 
is,  but  thiniung  makes  it  so.''    No  one  ever  was  more  ingenious  in  his 
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fictions,  nor  fadd  thfem  mate  deyerlv  at  the  door  of  a  credhlMe  autho- 
rity, than  I.  No  one  erer  plajed  the  game  of  bmg  with  more  cimfi- 
deoce,  swag^ring  away  a  fierce  boU,  at  the  veiy  moBient  when  specu- 
lating for  a  fiill,  and  midoingby  my  subaltern  agents  what  I  affected  to 
do  myself.  No  one  erer  concealed  mortification  with  a  more  smiling 
exterior :  no  one  was  more  ingenious  in  letting  his  friends  into  a  good 
tidng,  and  taking  equal  advantage  of  their  sceptidsm  and  their  credulity. 
When  really  possessed  of  news,  1  have  told  it  in  a  way  that  every  one 
has  thought  it  a  ^^  taste  of  my  own  quality  ;^^  and  I  have  let  the  world 
into  the  secret  of  fictitious  intelligence,  by  dropping  a  ^  most  confiden- 
tial letter^'  where  it  was  sure  to  be  found.  Regularly  twice  a  week  I 
contrived  to  be  seen  leaving  the  Foreign  Office,  in  Downing-street^ 
upon  no  better  grounds  than  an  acquaintance  with  the  housekeeper ; 
and  I  had  frequent  expresses  from  France,  that  contained  nothing  bat 
an  old  Drapeau  blanc,  or  the  last  new  caricature. 

But,  not  to  betray  all  ^^  the  secrets  of  my  prison-house,^^  it  is  enough 
to  say,  that  with  such  talents  failure  was  difficult,  and  I  soon  became 
rich  enough  to  feel  the  full  force  of  Jonathan  Wild's  axiom,  ^  that  a  lie 
is  too  precious  a  thing  to  be  wasted.''  Accordingly  I  began  to  think  of 
establishing  myself  in  the  world,  and  of  looldng  out  for  a  wife. 

Never,  in  the  long  course  of  my  multifarious  career,  did  1  so  much 
need  the  full  extent  of  my  resources  as  in  my  character  of  a  lover. 
That  is  a  part  in  which  the  honestest  and  the  fairest  dealers  of  us  all  are 
sure  to  dissemble : — what  then  might  not  be  expected  from  my  talents 
and  habits  ?  The  whole  art  and  mystery  of  courtship  consists  in  dis- 
guising vices,  feigning  virtues,  concealing  deficiencies,  and  counter- 
feiting raptures,  in  gross  adulation^  an  affected  oversight  of  female  follies, 
a  &lse  air  of  forbearance  and  indulgence,  a  calm  temper,  and  the  trans* 
version  of  every  defect,  moral  and  physical,  in  the  objects  of  our  pre- 
ference, into  a  beauty  or  a  perfection :  always  bearing  in  mind  that  tliis 
must  be  practised  with  rigour  in  the  exact  proportion  in  which,  aifler 
the  ceremony,  the  lady  is  to  be  treated  with  neglect  and  contempt  Is 
the  party  a  porpoise  ?  nothing  is  so  becoming  ub  en  bon  poi$U.  Is  she  a 
walking  skeleton  ?  nothing  so  elegant  as  a  neltt  nymph-like  figure.  Is 
she  a  fool  ?  what  charming  simplicity !  Is  she  a  shrew  ?  how  pregnant 
her  wit  1  Then  the  smalUpox  gives  an  interesting  variety  to  a  counte- 
nance ;  a  nose  like  a  knocker  confers  expression ;  bad  teeth  prevent  an 
eternal  senseless  g^;gle ;  and  a  foul  breath  is^bsolutely  impercep- 
tible! 

What,  however,  adds  to  tiie  charm  and  the  difficulty  of  these  practices, 
is  the  reciprocity  of  the  contest  We  are  not  only  required  to  carry 
the  war  into  the  enemy's  country,  but  to  protect  our  own  frontiers. 
The  lady  is  often  the  greatest  Uar  of  the  two :  her  interest  in  deception 
is  the  most  urgent,  and  her  education  is  not  unfrequentiy  directed  to 
this  ^  one  thing  needful ;"  so  that  it  is  often,  in  these  cases,  a  fripon, 
friptm  et  demi  ;  and  happy  is  the  man  who  is  only  duped  in  the  arrange- 
ments of  the  settlement 

The  first  lady  with  whom  I  engaged  was  one  of  thif  class ;  and  It  is 
not  saying  a  littie  of  her  to  tell,  that  she  was  as  great  an  adept  in  simu- 
lation and  dissimulation  as  myself.  Her  devoted  tenderness,  her  affect- 
ing sensibility,  her  thousand  nameless  attentions,  so  gratifying  to  vanity, 
and  therefore  so  winning,  had  nearly  united  me  to  the  veriest  she-tiger 
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\hai  evar  nv6  battle ;  bat  the  fortimate  ikll  of  a  looking^laM  so  threw 
the  ladjr  off  her  centre,  as  to  give  me  a  very  intelligible  notice  to  quit; 
which  I  accepted  accordingly :  and  baking  &ut  with  the  best  grace  I 
could  muster,  made  mj  bow,  and  for  that  time  escaped  unhurt 

The  next  lady  I  addressed  was,  in  her  way,  also  a  perfect  living  lie. 
She  was  of  a  certain  age-^-the  most  uncertain,  as  Lord  Byron  justly  ra^ 
marks^  in  female  biography. 

1  never  heard  nor  could  engage 

A  penon  yet  hj  prayers,  or  bribes,  or  tears, 
To  name,  define  by  speech,  or  write  on  pai^y 
llie  period  meant  precisely  by  that  word, 
IVhich  surely  is  exceedingly  absurd. 

She  seldom  appeared  in  open  day  without  a  yeil,  but  sat  at  home  in 
rooms  shaded  with  a  verandah,  and  farther  protected  from  the  intrusion 
of  too  much  light  by  muslin  curtains.  She  remained  much  on  a  sofa, 
and  rarely  ventured  to  cross  an  open  space  without  taking  somebody^s 
arm,  or  at  least  drawing  a  large  square  shawl  over  her  shoulders  to 
conceal  the  stiffness  of  her  movements.  Her  hair  was  black  and  pro* 
fuse,  and  her  teeth  white  and  regukr :  both,  as  Martial  has  it,  were  her 
own ;  for  the  artists  who  sold  them  had  been  duly  paid.  Her  age  was 
eight-and-twenty — an  age  at  which,  for  many  years,  she  had  pertiha* 
doosly  stuck ;  though  latterly,  those  who  best  knew  her  affirmed,  that 
she  began  to  retrograde,  and  become  annually  younger  as  life  advanced. 
This  affirmation,  however,  I  was  the  less  disposed  to  credit,  as  the 
parfy  herself  was  observed  to  allude  to  the  subject  much  less  fre- 
quently than  formerly,  and  therefore  did  not  give  her  friends  such 
opportunities  of  knowing  the  truth  from  the  best  source.  Her  air  was, 
perhaps,  too  girlish  and  flirting  for  the  time  of  life  at  which  she  chose 
to  remain,  but  then  it  betrayed  a  most  winning  innocence.  Her  pas^ 
sion  was  sentiment  and  fine  feeling,  and,  except  in  the  arrangement  of 
her  marriage-articles,  her  notions  were  romantic  and  high-flown.  I 
had  hitherto  been  so  closely  occupied  in  watching  the  progress  of  my 
own  deceits,  in  measuring  every  look,  and  guarding  every  expression 
of  my  own  carriage,  that  I  had  paid  comparatively  but  little  attention 
to  others ;  especially  to  those  of  the  softer  sex,  with  whom  I  had  main^ 
tained  but  little  intercourse.    Like  the  ^^  good  saint,'^  I 

little  knew 

What  the  wily  sex  could  do. 

It  is  not,  therefore,  surprising,  that  with  such  an  antagonist  I  was 
nearly  bitten ;  and  the  ^^  fair  ruin^'  (to  quote  once  more  the  Irish  Ana- 
creon)  had  nearly  brought  matters  to  an  issue^  when  an  issue  wliich 
accident  discovered,  not  ^^  lawfully  begotten,'^  prevented  our  joining 
issue,  and  so  put  an  end  abruptly  to  the  projected  marriage. 

It  is  not  my  present  purpose  to  detail  a  long  series  of  love-advei^ 
tnres :  suflice  it,  that  at  length  I  did  marry ;  when  the  trutli,  most 
involuntarily,  on  both  parts,  soon  came  to  light.  The  lady  had  much 
fewer  charms  and  many  more  debts  than  she  had  pretended,  while  my 
pecuniary  obligations  were  at  least  ten  times  as  many  as  I  had  ever . 
ventured  to  disturb  her  peace  of  mind  by  alluding  to.  She  had  also 
concealed  a  long  episode  in  her  early  life,  not  very  compatible  with 
virgin  innocence ;  and  I  for  my  part  did  not  mention  a  certain  senti* 
mcDtai  friendship  I  maintained  with  a  widow,  who  benevolently  reared 
Vot.  IV.  No.  20.— 1822,  Y 
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a  fiimily  of  lielpless  infants,  and  encouraged  ftem,  in  defiance  d  (he 
law's  inuUigibU  axiom,  to  presume  that  Siey  had  a  father,  and  that  1 
was  the  man. 

Being  thus,  as  Father  Luke  has  it,  ^  settled  for  life,''  I  had  a  spare 
fltock  of  floating  dissimulation  on  hand,  which  I  determined  on  lajring 
out  on  the  canvassing  of  a  borough.  Here,  6ir,  i  could  tell  jou  much 
of  the  false  promises,  falsely  made  and  falsely  received,  in  the  obtain* 
ing  a  seat ;  the  false  interests  represented  by  the  sitting  member ;  the 
fabe  suppositions  admitted  in  the  forms  of  the  house ;  the  fiilse  ter- 
giversations of  raU^  and  the  falser  steadiness  of  more  thorough-going 
partizans ;  the  false  arguments  used  to  carry  a  cause,  and  the  Adse 
statements  made  to  cover  deficiencies ;  but  ^^  lightly  tread,  'tis  hal- 
lowed ground."  There  are  certain  '^  six  acts,"  wttich  must  cut  short 
the  thread  of  my  narrative.  Referring  you,  therefore,  to  Major  Cart- 
wright,  Lord  L ,  and  other  early  friends  of  reform,  I  shall  con- 
tent myself  with  renurking,  that  in  my  own  case  the  votera  were 
worthy  of  the  representative  and  the  representative  of  his  constituents. 
^^  Practices  as  notorious  as  the  sun  at  noon-day,"  gave  me  the  right  of 
selling  what  I  had  bought ;  and  in  (his  part  of  my  life  I  in  no  respect 
derogated  from  the  dramatic  unity  of  all  my  actions. 

liy  next  step  in  mendacity  was  made  in  diplomacy.  But  I  was  so 
far  &lse  to  the  definition  of  an  ambassador,  that  all  my  lies  were  not 
told  for  the  good  of  the  country.  Indeed,  it  would  not  be  easy  to 
say  what  good  was  intended  by  tiie  greater  number  of  them ;  for  few 
of  our  plans  had  any  intelligible  scope.  We  most  frequently  struck 
into  crooked  paths  and  by-ways  for  the  sole  purpose  of  avoiding  the 
high  road  of  honesty  and  fair  dealing :  ^^  Pohiiques  aux  choux  et  omx 
ravef,"  we  were  not  unfrequently  the  dupes  of  our  own  art,  and  were 
oflen  deceived  by  our  eagerness  to  escape  deception. 

Notwithstanding  the  general  belief  that  John  Bull  is  not  good  in 
this  department  of  state,  and  that,  let  him  treat  with  whom  he  will,  he 
generally  ends,  like  a  cully  in  a  bad  house,  by  being  forced  into  a  fight, 
and  compelled  to  pay  for  the  broken  heads  and  glasses,  to  tip  the 
watchman,  and  find  bail  for  his  good  behaviour;  still  I  should  feel 
disposed  to  flatter  myself  with  some  success  in  this  line,  were  I  not  ob- 
liged to  confess,  that  in  the  modem  way  of  doing  business,  more  is 
obtained  by  the  downright  path  of  corruption,  than  by  the  most  com- 
plicated scaffolding  of  ingenious  fib«.  It  has  now,  indeed,  become  an 
axiom,  omnibus  et  lippis  notum  et  tmuorUms^  that  lying  is  only  useful 
when  you  want  to  spin  out  a  negotiation,  but  that  for  bringing  matters 
to  a  conclusion,  there  's  nothing  like  a  Bank-note  or  a  diamond  snuff- 
box. 

About  this  time  I  got  (for  once  in  my  life  against  the  grain)  into 
another  lie,  quite  equal  to  the  rest — I  w&s  engaged  in  a  duel !  The 
affiiir  originated  in  a  lie ;  the  courage  with  which  I  went  out  was  a  lie 
(for  in  reality  it  was  sheer  dread  of  being  called  a  coward,  and  so 
losing  the  emoluments  of  office  and  the  pleasures  of  society,  that  in- 
duced us  to  go  out)';  the  pretence  on  which  we  arranged  an  accommo- 
dation was  a  lie ;  the  profession  of  regard  which  accompanied  our  re- 
conciliation was  a  lie ;  the  narrative  we  printed  in  the  newspapers  of 
the  transaction  was  an  abominable  lie ;  and  nothing  was  sincere  in  the 
whole  business,  but  the  satisfaction  with  which  we  left  Chalk  Farm  in  a 
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wbole  ikio,  and  the  chagrin  of  the  bj-«tanders  that  nothing  worth 
the  telling  had  happened  to  repaj  them  the  trouble  of  looking  on. 

Haring  thus  arrived  at  the  top  of  the  wheel  of  fortune,  by  a  natural 
consequence  1  began  ta  decline.  A  series  of  unforeseen  accidents  hare 
hurled  me  from  prosperity.  My  diplomacy  being  rendered  ineffectual 
by  superior  mendacity,  I  fost  my  place ;  a  more  promising  and  pku^ 
Bible  candidate  threw  roe  out  of  parliament ;  a  lie  on  ^Change,  of  which 
I  was  not  in  the  secret,  made  me  ^^  a  lame  duck,^'  and  the  false  ac* 
counts  of  my  partner  put  me  into  the  Crazette.  The  only  instance  in 
which  the  Genius  of  falsehood  has  proved  true  to  her  disciple  was  in 
the  lie  which  lost  me  my  wife : — ^the  poor  woman  happened  to  2te  in  a 
damp  bed,  and  went  off  in  a  nine-day  fever.  I  am  now  once  more 
where  I  started  in  life,—- a  little,  perhaps,  richer  in  experience,  but 
much  poorer  in  character.  If  you,  Mr.  Editor,  will  get  me  a  few 
articles  to  write  for  the  ■  Review,  well  and  good :  if  not,  I  must 
e^en  take  to  writing  lottery-puffs;  or,  if  that  fails  like  the  rest,  betake 
me  to  the  least  profitable,  and,  therefore  most  persecuted,  of  all  lies — 
common  mendicity.  In  the  mean  time  oblige  me  by  printing  this 
letter ;  and  it  may  meet  the  eye  of  some  one  who  is  willing  to  pay  a 
good  price  for  a  good  commodity,  and  once  more  set  me  a-going  by 
employing  the  talents  of  your  obedient  humble  servant, 

Ferdinand  Mcndgz  Pinto. 

P.  S  if  you  object  to  some  parts  of  this  narration  as  being  common- 
phice,  please  to  observe  that  the  traits  of  falsehood  and  hypocrisy  best 
worth  relating,  in  my  adventurous  life,  could  not  be  told  without  sub- 
jectii^  your  Journal  to  the  suspicion  of  glancing  at  characters  too 
elevated  to  ridicule,  and  too  powerful  to  censure,  i  'd  tell  you  more  if 
I  dared.  M. 


TramUUed  /rem  Pettwrth. 

Quel  vago  impallidSr,  che  H  dolce  rito. 

Thxbx  was  a  toaching  paleness  on  her  face, 

Which  chased  her  smUes,  but  such  sweet  union  made 
Of  pensive  majesty  and  heavenly  grace, 

As  if  a  passing  cloud  had  veiPd  her  with  its  shade : 
Then  knew  I  how  the  blessed  ones  above 

Gmae  on  eadt  other  in  their  perfect  bliss, 
For  never  yet  was  look  of  mortid  love 

So  pure,  so  tender,  so  serene  as  this. 

Tlie  softest  glance  Ibnd  woman  ever  sent 
To  him  she  loved,  would  cold  and  rayless  be 

Compared  to  this,  which  she  dhrinely  bent 
Earthward,  with  angel  sympathy,  on  me. 

That  seemM  with  speechless  tenderness  to  say — 

^^  Who  takes  from  me  my  faithful  friend  away  V* 


\  1«  ) 

tHS  IXMTDOV  'PRSHTICBS. 

Thc  Aathot  of  Waverlej  is  again  upon  Eoglish  ground :  Aold  Reekie 
has  been  abandoned  fof^^  the  faire  and  renowned  citie  of  London — ^the 
blooming  Augusta  of  the  West — ^the  seminary  or  seed-plot  of  martiali 
spirits ;''  and  after  having  had  evoked  by  this  potent  unseen  wizard  the 
spirits  of  malignants,  whigs,  and  covenanters,  of  Scotia's  bold  chieftains, 
and  rapparees,  of  our  own  Kio^  John  and  his  haughty  barons,  we  are  at 
last  presented  with  a  view  of  Sie  brave  'Prentices  of  Fleet-«treet,  such 
as  they  were  in  the  days  of  peaceful  King  Jamie.  It  may,  perhaps,  be 
imagined,  that  the  might  and  importance  of  the  'Prentices  with  their 
clubs  is  exaggerated  in  ^^  The  Fortunes  of  Nigel ;"  but  it  is  to  be  remem- 
bered, that  in  those  days  women,  and  not  men,  served  in  the  mercers' 
and  haberdashers'  shops  (Stowe's  Survey) ;  and  that  the  'Prentices  were 
very  different  persons  from  the  essenced  petiU^naUrei,  who  in  our  times 
value  themselves  not  on  their  play  at  bucklers  or  broad-sword,  but  on 
the  glories  of  ambitious  Dandyism.  So  considerable  a  body  were  thej, 
that  a  tumult  excited  by  them  in  the  year  1517,  occasioned  the  luppy 
holiday  of  Spring  to  bear  the  name  of  ^^  Evil  May-day." 

^^  The  sage  Cardinal,  whom  the  proud  King  of  France  did  not  disdain  to  court, 
and  the  great  Sir  Thomas  More,  who  once  bore  the  title  of  under-sheriiT  of  Lon- 
don, were  both  made  anxious  bj  this  affray :  and  the  Duke  of  Noriblk,  ^  the 
scourge  of  the  Scots,*  as  King  Henrj  called  him,  with  1300  men,  entered  the  city 
to  subdue  the  rioters  !  On  the  morrow,  to  the  number  of  400,  some  men,  some 
lads  hut  thirteen  or  fourteen  years  of  age,  they  were  led  to  Westminster  Hall, 
when  with  halters  round  their  necks  they  awaited  the  King^s  grace  ;  and  three 
queens,  says  the  old  Chronicler,  Queen  Katharine,  his  maJesty^s  consort,  Mary, 
tile  French  queen,  and  Marraret  of  Scotland,  his  majesty^s  sisters,  loi^  time  upon 
their  knees  implored  the  King  to  pardon  the  delinquents :  which  he  did  tSttr  a 
severe  monition/^ 

As  daring  the  French  Revolation  Paris  was  emphatically  France, 
and  concentrated  within  itself  the  energies  of  the  empire,  so  did  Lon- 
don and  her  population  once  hold  in  oar  own  island  a  pre-eminence 
and  importance,  of  which  the  progress  of  population,  the  growth  oi 
the  wealth  of  the  country,  and  the  advancement  of  civilization,  have 
now  bereft  her.  Ere  this  change  took  place,  her  stoat  yoong  trades- 
men formed  in  the  mass  a  body  of  no  inconsiderable  physical  force, 
ready,  moreover,  and  immediately  applicable  upon  an  emei^gency. 
We  find  accordingly  that  in  all  times  of  commotion  the  Apprentices 
were  active  and  forward.  Daring  the  Civil  Wars,  and  the  straggle  with 
pren^tive  wliich  preceded  them,  ^  the  resolved,''  or  ^^  wen«afiected 
Apprentices,"  as  they  styled  themselves,  drew  ap  many  petitions  and 
protestations  and  declarations.  In  the  afiair  of  the  Bishops  they  were 
very  active.  Clarendon  has  inserted  a  petition  which  they  on  this  oc- 
casion subscribed ;  and  there  is  extant* 

^^  A  true  Relation  of  ^e  most  wise  and  worthy  Speech  made  by  Captain 
Ven,  one  of  the  burgesses  of  the  Parliament,  to  the  Apprentices  of  LondoiL, 
who  rose  in  Cheapside  upon  the  combustion  at  Westminster,  on  Wednesday 
last  at  night,  Dec.  the  19th,  1641,  as  also  the  randeyowes  they  had  that 
night  at  the  Counter  in  Wood-street  *  •  •  The  apprentices  waiting  at  the 
Parliament-House   three  days  without  giving  affront  or  ill-language  to  any, 

•Printed  for  R.  H.  Lond.  1641. 
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ttiey  did  only  wifli  a  full  oonient  cry  dowm 
coming  Immbc  bj  ilender  compupi^  were  m\ 
did  cut  manj,  and  miiiued  most  with  base 
bat  men  of  good  rank  and  quality  (calling 
great  disparaging  and  disheartening  of  them  in 
many  apprentices  being  committed,  and  the  oth^ 
to  swell  in  blood  to  adventure  the  lotse  of  theii 
mmber  of  9000  on  Wednesday  last  with  clubs^y 
were  retolTed  to  go  to  the  White  Lion ;  and  others  1 
but  by  the  proWdence  of  God^  and  the  grave  wii 
were  prevented  by  the  grave  speech  that  foUoweth  *  ^ 

We  spare  oar  readers  this  oration.    After  its  go 
proceeds  :  ^  So  they  all  cried  '  home,  home,'  wit] 
some  woold  not  be  satisfied,  bnt  went  down  to  the 
street^     The  affair  ended  in  the  sacking  of  that 
liTerance  of  the  tnibnlent  Apprentices  there  confineJI 

The  English  have  been  in  all  times  distinguished  by  ( 
and  honest  pride  which  manifests  itself  in  conforming  to  the  < 
of  Ule,  whatever  it  may  be,  into  which  the  individaal  may  be  throws*: 
the  national  temperameot  is  strongly  opposed  to  the  petty  vanity  of 
arrogating  an  equality  with  any  class  in  society,  to  be  nmked  with 
which  they  do  not  possess  solid  and  indefeasible  claims.  The  English 
yeoman  glories  in  his  trim  jacket,  clean  smock-frock  and  clocked  hose ; 
and  is  far  above  any  attempt,  ridiculous  and  abortive  as  it  must  prove, 
to  ape  tlie  dress  or  manners  of  his  superiors ;  but  at  the  same  time  that 
he  thus  feels  all  the  proprietiu  of  subordination,  such  is  the  admirable 
effect  of  our  institutions  and  free  polity,  that  he  has  the  fullest  and 
most  lively  sense  of  the  equality  of  all  in  the  eye  of  the  law.  The 
sturdy  Englishman  will  not  abate  a  jot  of  the  important  privileges  be- 
longing to  him  as  a  freeman ;  but  neither  will  he  depart  from  what  be- 
fits his  station.  Notwithstanding  this  is  all  true,  and,  though  we  have 
choaen  oor  illustration  from  a  dimrent  order,  it  is  as  certainly  true  of  our 
traders  as  any  order  in  the  whole  community,  yet  it  does  seem  that  va- 
nity of  a  cerUdn  sort  did  at  one  period  excite  some  emotions  among  the 
people  of  the  city ;  that  all  were  not  of  honest  Sir  Yen's  sentiment^  (see 
^Fortones  of  Nigel,"  vol.  1.)  and  that  Tunstall  was  not  without  sym- 
pathy io  his  lamentations  upon  the  ignobility  of  the  mechanic  arts. 
There  is  a  curious  pamphlet  entitled  ^  The  Citie's  Advocate  in  this 
Case,  or  Question  of  Honour  and  Arms,  whether  Apprenticeship  ex- 
tingidsheth  Gentry.*"  It  appears  to  have  been  written  in  consequence 
of  the  anxiety  entertained  by  a  certain  gentle  Apprentice,  of  a  tempera- 
ment such  as  Tunstall%  who,  in  a  letter  to  his  father,  prefixed  to  the 
dissertation  on  this  notable  question,  explains  with  great  naUvete  the 
origin  of  his  sorrows.  ^  By  reading  certain  books,"  he  says — ^we 
quote  tlie  passage  in  order  to  warn  folk  against  the  practices  which 
may,  it  seems,  tend  to  unsettle  their  mincte" — ^  and  conferring  with 
some  who  take  upon  them  to  be  well-skiUed  in  heraldry,  I  am  troubled 
with  apprehensions  that  by  becoming  an  Apprentice  I  lose  my  birth-right, 
which  is  to  be  a  gentleman,  and  that  I  had  rather  die  than  endure." — 
Whereupon  the  worthy  old  sire,  with  very  proper  spirit,  declares,  that 


*  Printed  ior  Wm.  Lee,  at  the  lign  of  the  Turke's  Head,  next  ye  Miter  and 
Phoenix  in  Fleet-street,  1629. 
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/6  the  boj  Wfdn^^  and  sajs  thut  the  lOlmd  Sua  of  fifse 

ik  shall  not  be  withheld  if  needfiil.    It,  we  should  opine, 

n  such  a  compliment  fts  the  very  Garter  principal  King  of 

Thc  Aa^       would  have,  in  those  days,  been  mightlljr  mored  by : 

lias  beeiv  the  moving  consideration,  as  the  lawyers^  phrase  is,  to 

bloomifater  of  this  argument  in  farour  of  the  Apprentices,  must  remain  a 

spiriMon  for  more  subtle  antiquaries  and  commentators  than  we  pre- 

spirii  to  be.    But  he  does  certainly  with  ardent  zeal  set  about  refuting 

AQp^  That  pestilent  error  grounded  upon  the  learned  folly  of  Erasmus  and  tiiie 
l^circumspection  of  Sir  T.  Smith,*  a  wandering  conceit  hatched  among  treet 
'  and  tiUage,  whtraby  the  odiona  note  of  bondage  and  ttie  bariiaroaf  pienalty 

«f  lopse  ^  gsntrte  is  laid  npon  the  hfHpeful  and  honest  estate  of  apprentice* 

•hip." 

The  writer  takes  notice  of  the  connexion  between  the  City  and  the 
Blood  Royal  of  Eng^d.  He  next  introduces  Ti:d»l,  the  first  amith, 
and  the  £mperor  Rodulphus.  The  dignity  of  the  Corporation  is  next 
shewn.  The  charters  of  John  are  appealed  to,  and  Matthew  Paris 
cited — ^^  Londonienses  quos  propter  civitatis  dignitatem  et  civiura  antt- 
quitatem  Barones  consueyimus  appellare«'^  We  have  then  an  enumera* 
tion  of  the  great  personages  members  of  Uie  twelve  principal  compa- 
nies or  monopolies,  ^^  the  zodiack  of  the  city^  in  whose  ecUptick  line 
The  Lord  Mayor  must  ever  run  his  year's  course.''  And  lest  we  might 
form  disparaging  notions  of  the  duties  and  offices  appertaining  to  an 
Apprentice,  we  are  presented  with  an  enumeration  of  them : 

^^He  goes  barelieaded,  stands  bareheaded,  waytes  hareheaded  befbra  bis 
master  and  mistresse,  and  while  yet  he  is  the  yoimgest  apprentice  he  dotk 
£>r  discipline-sake  make  overnight  old  leather  shine  for  the  morning,  or  per- 
chance brusheth  a  garment,  runs  of  errands,  keeps  silence  till  he  has  leave 
to  speak,  followes  his  master  or  ushereth  his  mistresse,  and  sometimes,  my 
young  mistresses  their  daughters  (among  whom  some  one  not  rarely  tarns  out 
the  apprentice's  wife,)  walkes  not  far  but  with  permission  ;  and  now  and  then, 
«B  offences  happen,  he  may  chance  to  be  terribly  chidden  or  menaced,  but  all 
in  ordine  and  in  the  way  to  mastership  or  the  eitate  of  a  citken.^' 

Mark,  gentle  reader,  for  ^  discipline  sake'^  is  all  this  humUeness,  but 
all  ^^  in  ordine."  The  Apprentites  of  old  were,  however,  hewers  of 
wood  and  drawers  of  water.  It  was  the  general  use  and  custom  (says 
Stowet)  of  all,  except  merchants'  Apprentices,  to  cany  tlie  water  tan- 
kard, to  serve  their  masters,  from  the  Thames  and  common  conduits 
of  London. 

'  The  name  Apprentice  is  derivedirom  the  French  apmrmdre^  to  learn, 
and  strictly  dgnifies  a  learner ;  in  which  sense  it  was  formerly  used  to 
designate  law-practitioners  under  the  degree  of  Serjeant  {nrviefu  ad 
lerem) :  the  old  style  was  aDprenticku  ad  hgem^  or  apprentidiu  ad  barrw. 
The  eariiest  occurrence  or  the  term  appears  to  be  in  a  ciiarter  of  the 
12th  of  Edward  III.  A.  D.  1172,  «'Confirmavi  Wilttelmo  fratri  meo 
apud  London."  &c.  &c.  Henry  de  Knighton,  A.  D.  1381,  mentions  it, 
and  Walsingham,  Ric.  II.  p.  301.  See  Selden^s  Fortescoe,  p.  2,  and 
Kennett^s  Parochial  Antiquities,  p.  449. 

The  citizens  have  been  charged  with  entertainio^  a  most  especial 
solicitude  for  the  ample  sustentation  of  their  bodies ;  but  a  care  where- 

*  See  his  book  de  Repablic&  Anglomm,  p.  169. 
t  Stowe^s  Surrey,  p.  1040. 
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witb  tbey  were  clothed  w»  equally  present  to  their  mliidfl.  The  vari- 
ous  alternations  of  yiolet,  scarlet,  hlaok,  and  taffetj,  in  their  robes  were 
most  scrapuloQsljr  arranged  4)y  order  of  the  full  court  of  Common 
Cooncil,*  even  to  the  very  trimmings  and  forrings  of  their  worships' 
robes.  The  exact  costume  for  each  feast  and  holiday  is  prescribed : 
and  the  same  goodly  aldermen  condescended  to  denne,  with  equal 
precision  the  apparel  of  the  'Prentices.  Their  gowns  were  ^^  hlew,'^ 
their  bands  narrow  and  falling,  their  hose  close,  and  made  of  cloth, 
their  hair  closely  cut,  their  caps  flat  and  round.  This  head  gear  was 
also  worn  by  the  journeymen,  and  it  was  from  it  that  the  appellation 
Roundheads  originated.  That  appellation  the  Cavaliers  deemed  one 
of  contumely ;  but  the  Citie's  Advocate  represents  that  ^  in  itself,  con- 
sidered as  a  geometrical  figure,  the  circle  is  more  worthy  than  the 
square,  according  to  that  ground  in  the  mathematicks-— ^  figurarum 
sphsrica  est  optima,'  and  in  hieroglyphicks  is  a  symbol  of  etemitie 
and  perfection,  and  an  image  of  the  world's  rotundide !" 

The  Lord  Mayor  and  Aldermen,  on  one  occasion  issued  Instructions 
for  the  Apprentices,  which  shew  how  wide  Was  the  extension  of  the 
religioos  enthusiasm  of  the  time.  They  actually  recommended  par- 
ticidar  chapters  and  texts  of  Scripture  for  the  meditation  and  perusal 
of  the  young  men  ;  they  urged  them  also  to  be  punctual  and  constant 
in  private  devotion,  to  read  diligently  the  articles  of  their  indentures 
and  to  obeerre  them,  particularizii:^  with  true  business-like  sagacity  a 
speedy  deitpntch  of  errands  uid  an  immediate  return  to  duty,  and  withal 
gentienesB  and  lowliness  of  speech.  Another  curious  feature  of  the 
times  appears  in  the  multiplicity  of  quotations,  Greek,  Latin  and  Eng- 
lish, with  which  is  filled  the  ^  Just  and  Modest  Vindication  of  tiie  many 
thouaaad  loyd  Apprentices  that  presented  an  humble  Address  to  the 
Lord  Mayor.'^  The  gemmen  quote  largely  from  Plautus,  Euripides, 
Aureliua  Antonius,  &c.,  and  they  evince  their  acquaintance  with  clas- 
sical pursuits  by  bandying  the  term  Zoilus  Rex. 

The  ^*  Citie's  Advocate"  is  not,  however,  the  only  assertor  of  the  dig* 
nity  of  Apprenticeship:  it  has  atoo  a  bard  whose  theme  is  ^^  the  honour 
of  London  Apprentices  in  times  forepast,  present,  and  modem."  There 
19  a  short  prose  prolegomenon,  setting  forth  the  unanimous  correspon- 
dency of  that  innumerable  company  the  London  'Prentices,  and  how 
worthy  it  is  of  observation  that  whereas  from  all  shireS  and  countries  of 
the  kingdom  of  England  and  dominion  of  Wales,  the  sons  of  knights, 
esquires,  gentiemen,  and  yeomen,  come  up  to  a  trade,  occupation,  roys- 
teiy,  or  profession,  and  that,  however  diverse  in  nativity  or  degree, 
there  is  among  them  such  a  supernatural  sympathy,  that  if  any  real  or 
supposed  wrong  or  violence  be  offered  one  of  them,  they  all  engage 
in  the  rescye,  and  most  commonly  without  enquiring  the  justice  or 
came  of  the  quarrill,  crying  out  ^^  Knock  him  down — he  wrongs  a 
'Prentice."  We  fear  the  following  lines  will  not  raise  the  ^«  Smithfield 
Muses'^  in  the  estimation  of  our  readers: 

"  Wherever  London  'Prentices  in  force  combined, 
The  adverse  party  must  go  down  the  wind  : 


*  Vide  Order  of  mj  Lord  Mayor  for  the  meeting  of  the  Common  Counci],  and 
(beir  wearing  their  apparel  throughout  the  whole  year. 
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AX  home,  abroiui ;  in  Europe,  Aaia,  and 

Hot  Africa,  America ;  bj  land, 

Or  sea ;  no  action  worth  regard 

Was  done,  but  London  ^Prentices  in  it  shared.'* 

.  A  great  deal  has  been  said  of  the  yiciousness  of  modem  cocknej 
taste,  bat  it  must  be  admitted,  that  the  ^'  City  Swans'^  hare  somewhat 
improred  in  their  notes.    We  most  make  another  extract — 

^^  The  rayse  of  London  ^Prentices  did  shine 
Among  the  infidels  in  Palestine : 
The  London  'Prentices  proyed  men  of  men ; 
And  in  particular  fifteen  of  them. 
Before  the  walls  of  old  Jerusalem, 
Slew  and  took  prisoners  eight-and-forty  Turkes, 
Boldly  adventuring  into  their  workes. 
Two  of  these  Infidels  were  great  Bashawes, 
Who  came  to  overtop  the  Christian  lawes. 
These  fifteen  London  'Prentices,  stout  blades. 
Named  in  the  margent  with  their  several  trades. 
Were  knighted  in  the  field,  and  their  bright  fame 
Shown  on  faire  London  city  whence  they  came."" 

In  the  margent  (margin)  these  doughty  heroes  are  enumerated ;  among 
them  appears  a  namesake  of  Sir  Ven^s,  Wm.  Vincent,  fishmonger,  in 
lack  of  a  better  we  may  write  him  down  the  great  progenitor  of  pretty 
Mistresse  Margaret^s  lover.  Tlus  achievement  of  the  fifteen  is  narrated 
at  length  by  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  in  his  history  of  the  World,  and  is, 
no  doubt,  entitled  to  as  much  credence  as  the  recitals  in  his  account  of 
Ids  first  voyage  to  Guiana,  of  the  riches  of  the  city  of  £1  Dorado  or 
Manao,  two  days^  journey  in  length,  and  shining  with  gold  and  silver ! 
We  cannot  omit  the  following  account  of  the  institution  of  the  honour- 
able company  mentioned  in  it : 

'^  John  Hall,  a  taylor  near  to  Leaden  Hall, 
Apprentice  of  a  mind  heroicall ! 
Having  an  itching  humoor  for  the  wars. 
He  from  his  master  ran  to  follow  Mars ; 
And  at  the  field  of  Crecy  he  did  slay 
With  his  own  hand  and  sword  eighteen  that  day, 
And  prisoner  took  Count  Saysous,  for  which  thing 
He  instantly  was  knighted  by  the  King. 
King  Edward,  for  Hsdi's  sake  and  exaltation. 
Did  make  the  Taylors  first  a  corporation : 
Then  let  malicious  fooles  this  story  scan, 
And  blush  to  say  a  Taylor  is  no  man. 
The  author  of  these  lines  himself  is  free 
Of  the  Merchant  Taylors'  company !" 

We  fear  these  '^  specimens  of  British  poetry^^  may  not  prove  as 
agreeable  to  our  readers,  as  they  no  doubt  were  to  the  literati  of  the 
City  when  they  were  written :  they  do  indeed  evince  a  very  despicable 
taste ;  and  afford  good  ground  of  congratulation  upon  the  improvenient 
in  quality,  as  well  as  the  increase  in  quantity  of  books  and  literature  : 
vast  as  the  latter  is,  it  does  not  nevertheless  exceed  the  former.  The 
titles  of  the  pamphlets  which  issued  from  the  press  in  the  days  of  the 
great  civil  convulsion  are  not  less  curious  or  characteristic  of  the 
national  taste  than  the  matter  of  them : — ^^  A  pair  of  Spectacles  for  the 
City." — ^'^A  Case  for. the  City  Spectacles.'' — ^''A  Looking-glass  for 
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the  Well  Affected.^— »  A  Candle  for  the  htfad  CMseM  to  see  bj.^'— * 
^  An  Ejre^ve  for  the  Citizen  of  London.^^— ^^  A  C\ij  dog  in  a  Saint's 
doubled  Soch  are  the  singular  names  of  some  few  of  the  pablica- 
tions  which  have  come  down  to  us. 

The  abolition  of  the  Romish  holidays  and  festivals  was  severely  felt 
by  the  working  classes,  in  depriving  them  of  tlie  usual  stated  returns 
of  rest  and  amusement;  and  (11  June  1647)  the  apprentices  addressed 
a  petition  to  the  parliament,  praying  that  the  riots  and  impieties  of 
former  times  mi^t  not  deprive  tliem  of  that  part  of  their  liberties, 
lawful  recreations,  for  the  needful  refreshment  of  their  spirits,  (without 
which,  as  they  gravely  concluded,  ^^  Life  itself  is  not  pleasant,  but  an 
intolerable  burthen,'^)  and  humbly  desiring  ^^that,  with  shops  shut 
and  all  work  forborne,  they  might  be  indulged  with  a  cessation  of 
labour,  which  must  doubtless  in  the  fruition  double  .the  diligence  and 
fidefity  of  the  youth."  The  chosen  favourite  of  the  Nine,  the  *'  AtUc 
Warbler,"  from  whom  we  have  already  extracted,  we  fear  too  largely, 
announces  the  result  of  this  application  in  the  following  meloSous 
strains: 

^^  And  London  prentices  thall  hononred  be 
With  what  belongs  to  them  in  each  degree  ; 
1*  th^  interim,  as  an  earnest  that  with  love 
The  parliament  doth  of  their  sseal  approve, 
Once  in  a  month  for  honest  recreation 
A  day's  allowed — ^thus  service  is  rewarded." 

This  concession  was  made  by  the  direction  of  a  committee  of  twelve 
of  the  first  statesmen  and  great  functionaries  of  the  day.    The  second 
Tuesday  In  every  month  was  the  time  fixed.    Among  the  circumstances 
which  evince  the  superior  importance  of  the  City  at  this  period  of  our 
history  we  ought  not  to  fail  to  notice,  that  it  was  in  the  Grocers^  Hall, 
the  Merchant  Taylors^  Hall,  &c.  that  Committees  of  the  House  were 
used  to  sit.     But  now  <|pr  senators  know  their  way  to  no  part  of  the 
City  except  Thrcadnee<!le  Street    The  Governors  and  Directors  of 
the  Bank  are  more  regarded-  than  the  Lord  Maybr  himself  and  the 
whole  court  of  aldermen ;  and  we  will  be  bound  to  say,  that  the  lords 
of  the  treasury  make  more  account  of  the  denizens  of  Change  Alley 
and  tiie  Jewish  fraternity  of  stock-brokers,  than  of  the  whole  honour* 
able  company  of  apprentices :  and  we  are  quite  happy  that  it  is  so. 
The  virtues  of  a  barbarian  age,  and  the  fine  qualities  that  display  them- 
selves in  times  of  violence  and  disorder,  make  excellent  tnateriel  for 
romances  and  holiday  reading ;  but  it  is,  after  all,  jpleasant  to  be  able  to 
walk  along  the  streets  without  any  apprehension  oi  the  apprentices  and 
their  clubs.    There  is  perhaps  nothing  in  the  Fortunes  of  Nigel  better 
done  than  the  description  of  the  solicitation  of  passengers  by  the  ap- 
prentices and  shopmen :  the  cleverness  and  liveliness  of  Jin  Vin^s  ad- 
dresses presents  a  strong  contrast  to  the  tame,  subdued,  ^^  Do  you  want 
any  thing,  Sir  V^  with  which  individuals  are  still  occasionally  greeted  in 
passings  through  certain  alleys  of  the  metropolis.    After  reading  this 
part  of  the  work  we  resolved  to  see  the  thing  itself;  and  under  the 
guidance  of  an  experienced  friend  adventured  a  passage  through  a 
narrow  alley  which  leads  out  of  Druiy  Lane,  and  is  well  known  to 
notable  housewives  as  a  choice  mart.    As  we  went  along,  we  beheld  on 
each  side  great  store  of  cabinets,  tables,  chairs,  &c.  {  but  except  a  low 
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murmar  from  one  woman,  who  did  not  raise  her  eyes,  as  she  uttered  it, 
from  some  needle-work  on  which  she  was  employed,  and  certainly  a 
most  benignant  and  encoaraging  smile,  with  ^^  Some  excellent  furni- 
ture, Sir,'^  from  another  vender,  we  did  not  receive  any  notice,  or  re- 
cognize any  type  of  the  good  old  usage.  It  is,  we  think,  after  all,  in 
the  unexampled  skill  and  address  with  which  the  author  of  Waverley 
embodus  the  manners  of  Auld  lang  Syne — it  is  in  Ids  antiquarian  lore, 
and  the  magic .  with  which  he  creates  personages,  acting,  thinking, 
moving,  and  apparelled  as  of  yore — that,  the  true  secret  of  his  fasci- 
nation Ues.  S.  M.  T. 


NAPOLEON  IN   EXILE.* 

There  is  but  one  opinion,  we  believe,  about  this  publication,  namely, 
that  it  is  a  very  interesting  one.  Placed,  as  the  author  was,  so  near 
Bonaparte,  in  so  many  trying  and  secluded  moments  of  his  existence, 
when  even  the  proudest  of  human  spirits  was  likely  to  unbend  itself  to 
confidence  and  familiarity  with  one  on  whose  kindness  he  was,  in  some 
degree,  dependant,  in  such  circumstances  and  with  such  a  subject  it 
was  hardly  possible  for  a  man  of  ordinary  capacity  to  compose  an  unin- 
teresting diary.  Among  the  sources  therefore  which  the  future  histo- 
rian will  consult  for  the  means  of  fully  and  minutely  developing  Napo- 
leon^s  character,  it  is  not  conceivable  that  the  present  work  will  be 
overlooked.  There  is  no  doubt  that  Mr.  O'Meara  writes  with  a  palpa- 
ble and  strong  attachment  to  the  fallen  hero,  and  we  will  not  assume 
that  he  is  utterly  free  from  either  prejudices  or  inaccuracies.  But 
where  shall  the  materials  that  are  to  serve  for  a  life  of  Napoleon  be 
found  that  shall  be  wholly  beyond  the  suspicion  of  passion  or  partia- 
lity ?  Mr.  O'Meara  is  the  willing  and  sympathetic  reporter  of  Napo- 
leon's bitterest  complaints  against  those  whom  he  considered  as  the 
imposers  of  unnecessary  and  vexatious  additions  to  the  sufferings  of  his 
exile.  Of  these  Sir  Hudson  Lowe  is  particularly  impeached.  Utter 
strangers  as  we  are  to  that  officer's  personal  character,  except  through 
this  channel,  and  abhorring,  as  we  do,  the  idea  of  condemniAg  any 
accused  individual  without  a  full  and  patient  hearing  of  all  that  can  be 
said  in  his  behalf,  we  abstain  from  rashly  deciding  on  the  governor's 
conduct.  We  cannot  help  acknowledging  that  Mr.  O'Meara  records 
restrictions  on  Napoleon  which,  to  our  humble  apprehension,  appear  to 
have  been  unnecessary ; — such  as  debarring  him  from  the  perusal  of 
certain  newspapers,  and  some  other  traits  of  his  treatment :  but  in  a 
general  view  of  Sir  Hudson's  conduct,  we  hold  it  but  common  charity 
to  keep  in  view  that  his  responsibility  was  awfully  anxious,  and  that  the 
British  Cabinet  enjoined  him  a  most  rigorous  and  severe  system  of  re- 
straint upon  his  prisoner.  The  charge  of  inhumanity,  if  it  be  applica- 
ble, we  apprehend  must  go  much  higher  than  Sir  Hudson  Lowe. 

Viewing  the  whole  circumstances  in  wl)ich  Mr.  O'Meara  writes,  we 
thus  receive  his  statement  as  an  ex  parte  statement ;  yet,  as  well-wishers 
to  the  investigation  of  truth,  we  receive  it  with  deep  and  earnest  cmio- 

*  Napoleon  in  Exile  ;  or,  a  Voice  from  St  Helena.  The  Opiniont  and  ReflectioiDs 
of  Napoleon  on  the  most  important  Events  of  his  Life  and  Oovemment,  in  his  own 
Words.    Bj  Bany  E.  O'Meara,  Esq.  his  late  Surgeon.    2  vols.  8vo.    1822. 
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aity.  It  Is  light  that  the  British  PY4>lic  should  know  whttever  can  he 
learnt  aboat  a  personage,  in  whose  ultimate  treatment  their  national 
honour  was  concerned. 

In  the  real  and  credible  picture  of  human  affairs,  there  is  no  theme 
more  calculated  to  excite  reflection  than  the  life  and  destiny  of  Napo- 
leon :  a  man  who  for  nineteen  years  chained  the  history  of  Europe  to 
his  biography.  It  is  true  that  there  have  been  men  absurd  enough  to 
doubt  even  of  his  abilities ;  but  the  world  has  never  yet  agreed,  without 
some  exception,  in  confessing  the  talents  of  great  and  formidable  per- 
sonifies. The  pious  anthor  of  the  ^^  Night  Thoughts^'  forgot  to  render 
even  the  Devil  his  due,  when,  at  the  end  of  one  of  his  cantos,  be  deno- 
minated him  a  dunce.  Generally  speaking,  however.  Napoleon's  trans- 
cendant  genius  has  been  unquestioned.  There  has  been  more  dispute 
about  his  moral  intentions  and  personal  worth.  Whilst  some  have 
befieved  that  it  was  possible  for  England  at  least  to  have  kept  at  peace 
vrithhim;  to  have  checked,  without  extirpating,  his  power ;  and  to 
have  allowed  him  to  wield  it  as  an  useful  counterpoise  to  the  tyrannical 
governments  of  the  Continent :  others  have  regarded  him  as  a  malig- 
nant spirit,  bom  only  for  the  unhappincss  of  mankind,  and  therefore 
condemned  to  die  on  the  rock  of  his  imprisonment  as  justly  as  any  of 
the  Genii  in  the  Arabian  Nights  was  plunged  in  a  sealed-up  jar  to  the 
bottom  of  the  ocean.  In  tryLig  to  judge  between  such  conflicting  opi- 
nions, the  impartial  mind  naturally  watches  with  anxiety  for  every 
glimpse  of  his  character  that  can  be  more  or  less  authenticated — ^from 
his  deportment  in  adversity,  from  the  explanations  of  his  past  actions 
and  intentions  detailed  in  conversation,  and  from  the  expression  of 
speculative  opinions  that  indicate  the  gpreatness  or  the  prejudices  of  his 
mind.  As  to  his  personal  character,  no  hatred  that  we  have  ever  che- 
rished against  his  ambition,  and  no  dislike  to  be  ranked  among  his 
blind  and  bigoted  admirers,  shall  deter  us  from  acknowledging  the 
impression  produced  by  Mr.  O'Meara's  anecdotes  to  be  decidedly  in 
his  favour.  They  attest  the  sobriety  of  his  habits,  the  manly  fortitude 
of  his  mind  in  setting  about  literary  pursuits,  under  circumstances  that 
would  have  crushed  an  ordinary  spirit  to  despair,  and  the  dignified 
tranquillity  and  cheerfulness,  and  even  the  occasional  playfulness  of  his 
manner,  as  when  he  induced  Mr.  Bulcombe's  children  in  joining 
their  game  at  blind-man's  buff.  Let  it  be  said  that  he  grew  sullen, 
truculent,  and  even  abusive  to  the  governor ;  but  let  it  also  be  recol- 
lected that  he  was  suffering  what  he  at  least  regarded  as  a  breach  'of 
homan  hospitality,  under  a  burning  climate,  and  when  his  mortal 
a^fbnies  were  making  their  approach. 

Every  thing  relative  to  the  domestic  details  of  his  life  at  St.  Helena 
must  he  interesting  to  the  curiosity ;  but  there  are  many  amusing 
sketches  of  this  kind  in  the  book  before  us  which  our  limits  prevent  us 
from  giving  even  in  abridgment,  and  we  shall  not  consume  their  scanty 
space  in  apologies.    His  habits  at  Long^ood  are  thus  described : 

^  Napoleon^  bonra  of  rising  were  uncertain,  much  depending  npon  the  quan- 
tom  of  rest  he  had  e^foyed  during  the  night.  He  was  in  general  a  bad 
sleeper,  and  frequently  got  up  at  tltfiee  or  four  o'clock,  in  which  case  he  read 
or  wrote  until  six  or  leven ;  at  which  time,  when  the  weather  was  fine,  he 
sometimes  went  out  to  ride,  attended  by  some  of  his  generaif,  or  laid  down 
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again  to  Ml  for  H  couple  of  hotirs.    When  ho  TCtired  to  bed,  he  conld  noit 

•leep  unleu  the  most  perfect  itate  of  darkness  was  obtained,  hj  the  closure  of 
every  crannj  through  which  a  ray  of  light  might  pass,  althongh  I  have  some- 
times seen  him  fall  asleep  on  the  sofa,  and  remain  so  for  a  few  minates  in 
broad  daylight.  "When  ill,  Marchand  occasionally  read  to  him  nntil  he  fell  asleep. 
At  times  he  rote  at  eeren,  and  wrote  or  dictated  until  brei^ast  time,  or,  if  ttie 
morning  was  very  fine,  he  went  out  to  ride.  When  he  breakfasted  in  his  own 
room,  it  was  f^enerally  served  on  a  little  round  table,  at  between  nine  and  ten ; 
when  along  with  the  rest  of  his  suite,  at  eleven :  in  either  case  «  la  fnurehetie. 
After  breakfast,  he  generally  dictated  to  some  of  his  suite  for  a  few  hours,  said  at 
two  or  three  o^clock  received  such  visitors,  as,  by  previous  appointment,  had  been 
^directed  to  present  themselves.  Between  four  and  &ve^  when  the  weather  per- 
mitted, he  rode  out  on  horseback  or  in  the  carriage,  accompanied  by  all  hk  MUte, 
for  an  hour  or  two ;  then  returned  and  dictated  or  read  until  eight,  or  occasionally 
played  a  game  at  chess,  at  which  time  dinner  was  announced,  which  nurely 
exceeded  twenty  minutes  or  half  an  hour  in  duration.  He  ate  heartily  and  fast, 
and  did  not  appear  to  be  partial  to  high-seasoned  or  rich  food.  One  of  hts  most  fa- 
vourite dishes  was  a  roasted  leg  of  mutton,  of  which  I  have  seen  him  sometimes  pair 
the  outside  brown  part  off :  he  was  also  partial  to  matton  chops.  He  rarely  drank 
as  much  as  a  pint  of  claret  at  his  dinner,  which  was  generally  much  diluted  with 
water.  After  dinner,  when  the  servants  had  wlththrawn,  and  when  there  were 
no  visitors,  he  sometimes  played  at  chess  or  at  whist,  but  more  frequently  >ent  for  a 
volume  of  Comeille,  or  of  some  other  esteemed  author,  and  read  aloud  for  an  boor, 
or  chatted  with  the  ladies  and  the  rest  of  his  suite.  He  usually  retired  to  his 
bed-room  at  ten  or  eleven,  and  to  rest,  immediately  afterwards.  When  he  break- 
fasted or  dined  in  his  own  apartment  (dans  Vini^rieur^)  he  sometimes  sent  for  one 
of  his  suite  to  converse  with  him  during  the  repast.  He  never  ate  more  than  two 
meals  a  day,  nor,  since  I  knew  him,  had  he  ever  taken  more  than  a  very  small 
cup  of  coffee  after  each  repast,  and  at  no  other  time.  I  have  also  been  informed 
by  those  who  have  been  in  his  service  for  fifteen  years,  that  he  bad  never  occeed- 
ed  that  quantity  since  tiiey  first  knew  him. 

We  have,  shortly  after,  a  minute  account  of  his  bed-room  at  Lox^- 
wood: 

Napoleon  sent  Marchand  for  me  at  about  nine  o^clock.  Was  introduced  by 
the  back-door  into  his  bed-room,  a  description  of  which  I  shall  endeavour  to  give 
as  minutely  and  correctly  as  possible.  It  was  about  fourteen  feet  by  twelve,  and 
ten  or  eleven  feet  in  height.  The  walls  were  lined  with  brown  nankeen,  bor- 
dered and  edged  with  common  green  bordering  paper,  and  destitute  of  surbace. 
Two  small  windows,  without  pullies,  looking  towards  the  camp  of  the  53d  regi- 
ment, one  of  which  was  thrown  up  and  fastened  by  a  piece  of  notched  wo(^. 
Window-curtains  of  while  long  cloth,  a  small  fire-place,  a  shabby  grate,  and  fire- 
irons  to  match,  with  a  paltry  mantel-piece  of  wood,  painted  white,  npon  which 
stood  a  small  marble  bust  of  his  son.  Above  the  mantel-piece  hung  the  portrait 
of  Marie  L<ouise,  and  four  or  five  of  young  Napoleon,  one  of  which  was  embroid- 
ered by  the  hands  of  the  mother.  A  little  more  to  the  right  hung  ^so,  a  minia- 
ture picture  of  the  Empress  Josephine,  and  to  the  left  was  suspended  the  alarm 
chamber-watch  of  Frederic  the  Great,  obtained  by  Napoleon  at  Potsdam  ;  while 
on  the  right,  the  consular  watch,  engraved  with  the  cypher  B,  hung  by  a  chain  of 
the  plaited  hair  of  Marie  Louise,  from  a  pin  stuck  in  the  nankeen  lining.  The 
floor  was  covered  with  a  second-hand  carpet,  which  had  once  decorated  the 
dining-room  of  a  lieutenant  of  the  St.  Helena  artillery.  In  the  right-hand  comer 
was  placed  the  little  plain  iron  camp  bedstead  with  green  silk  curtains,  upon 
which  its  master  had  reposed  on  the  fields  of  Marengo  and  Austerlitz.  Between 
the  windows  there  was  a  paltry  second-hand  chest  of  drawers;  and  an  old 
4>ook*case  with  green  blinds  stood  on  the  left  of  the  door  leading  to  ^e  next 
apartment.  Four  or  five  can&-bottiHned  chairs  painted  green,  were  standing  here 
and  there  about  the  room.  Before  the  back-door,  there  was  a  screen  covered 
with  nankeen,  and  between  that  and  the  fire-place,  an  old-fashioned  sofa  corered 
with  white  long  cloth,  upoii  which  reclined  Napoleon,  clothed  in  his  white  mom- 
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lag  gowB)  wiute  k>Ofe  tvowiert  and  •tockingi  all  in  one.  A  cheoqnered  red 
madrai  on  Kit  bead.,  and  his  shirt  collar  open  wifiioat  a  cravat.  His  air  was  melaa* 
chotj  and  troubled.  Before  him  stood  a  little  round  table,  with  some  books,  at 
the  ioot  of  which  lay,  in  confusion  upon  the  carpet,  a  heap  of  those  which  he  had 
already  penued,  and  at  the  foot  of  ttie  sola  facing  him,  was  suspended  a  portrait 
of  the  EoLptesi  Marie  Louise,  with  her  son  in  her  anus.  In  front  of  the  fire»placa^ 
stood  Lms  Cases,  with  his  aims  folded  over  his  breast,  and  some  papers  in  one  of 
his  hands.  Of  all  the  former  magnificence  of  the  once  mighty  emperor  of  Fraacei 
nothing  was  present  except  a  superb  wash-hand  stand,  containing  a  silver  basin, 
and  water-ji^  of  the  same  metal,  in  the  left  hand  comer. 

About  Mb  own  character  Mr.  O^Meara  describes  Napoleon  speaking 
thus: 

^^  What  sort  of  a  man  did  yon  take  me  to  be,  before  you  became  my  surgeon  ?** 
laid  he  :  ^  What  did  you  think  of  my  character,  and  what  I  was  capable  of  f 
Give  me  your  real  opinion  frankly.^*  I  replied,  ^^  I  thought  you  to  be  a  man, 
whose  stupendous  talents  were  only  to  be  equalled  by  your  measureless  ambitiou. 
and  although  I  did  net  give  eredlt  to  one  tenth  part  of  the  libels  which  I  had  reaa 
against  you,  still  I  believed,  that  you  would  not  hesitate  to  commit  a  crime, 
when  you  found  it  to  be  necessary,  or  thought  it  might  be  useful  to  you.^*  ^^  This 
ii  just  the  answer  that  I  expected,'^  replied  Napoleon,  *^  and  is  perhaps  the  opin* 
ion  of  Lord  Holland,  and  even  of  numbers  of  the  French.  I  have  risen  to  too 
peat  a  pitch  of  human  glory  and  elevation  not  to  have  excited  the  envy  and 
jealousy  of  mankind.  They  will  say,  ^  it  is  true  that  he  has  raised  himself  to  the 
highest  pinnacle  of  glory,  nutis  pour  y  arriver^  il  commit  beaueoup  dt  crimet^  (but 
to  attain  It,  he  has  committed  many  crimes.^)  Now  the  fact  is,  that  I  not  only 
never  committed  any  crimes,  but  I  never  even  thought  of  doing  so.  J'at  toujoun 
marcki  wftt  Poptmon  de  grandeg  mattt*  tt  Us  ithument^  (I  have  always  gone 
with  Qie  opinion  of  great  masses,  and  with  events.)  I  have  always  made  peu 
de  ea»  o(  the  opinion  of  individuals,  of  that  of  the  public  a  great  deal ;  of 
what  use,  then,  would  crime  have  been  to  me  ?  I  am  too  much  a  fatalist,  and 
have  always  despised  mankind  too  much,  to  have  had  recourse  to  crime  to  frus- 
trate their  attempts.  J^aimarthi  toujoun  avec  Vopinum  de  cmq  on  sir  fmlHom 
d'fcsmwej,  (t  have  always  marched  with  the  opinion  of  five  or  six  mQlions  of 
men)  ;  of  what  use,  then,  would  crime  have  been  to  me  ? 

^^  In  spite  of  all  the  libels,^'  continued  he,  ^^  I  have  no  fear  whatever  about  my 
fame.  Posterity  will  do  me  justice.  The  truth  will  be  known,  and  the  good 
which  I  have  done,  with  the  faults  which  I  have  committed,  will  be  compared. 
I  am  not  uneasy  for  the  result.*  Had  I  succeeded,  I  should  have  died  with  the 
reputation  of  the  greatest  man  that  ever  existed.  As  it  is,  although  I  have  failed, 
I  shall  be  considered  as  an  extraordinary  man :  my  elevation  was  unparalleled, 
beanut  unaccompanied  by  crime.  I  have  fought  fifty  pitched  battles,  almost  all 
of  whidi  I  have  gained.  I  have  framed  and  carried  into  effect  a  code  of  laws, 
ttat  will  bear  my  name  to  the  most  distant  posterity.  From  nothing  I  raised  my- 
self to  be  the  most  powerful  monarch  in  the  world.  Europe  was  at  my  feet.  Bf y 
ambition  was  great,  I  admit,  but  it  was  of  a  cold  nature  (d*une  nature  ftoidt^ 
and  caused,  par  Us  Mnemem  (by  events,)  and  the  opinion  of  great  bodies.  I  have 
always  been  of  opinion,  that  the  sovereign^  lay  in  the  people.  In  lact,  the  imperial 
govemment  was  a  kind  of  republic.  Called  to  the  head  of  it  by  the  voice  of  the 
nation,  my  maxim  was  la  earriirt  ouvtrte  aux  iaUnt  (the  career  open  to  talents,) 
without  distinction  of  birth  or  fortune ;  and  this  system  of  equality  is  the  reason 
that  your  oligarchy  hate  me  so  much.'*  ^ 

Napoleon  was  great,  and  did  much  good  in  his  time,  whatever  pro- 
portion it  might  bear  to  the  evil :  witness  his  code,  and  cootinental 
monuments.  Dui  when  he  congratulates  hknself  on  having  never  com- 
mitted a  crime,  we  are  forced  to  recollect  Toossaiot  having  died  in  a 
prison,  quite  as  uncongenial  to  his  constitution  as  St.  Helena  was  to 
Napoleon's,  and  he  reminds  us  of  Rousseau  exclaiming  to  the  Deity  in 
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hid  dying  moments,  that  he  gave  his  soul  hack  to  its  Mdcer  as  pure  as 
it  had  come  from  his  hands.  Let  us  hear,  however,  what  Napoleon 
has  to  say  of  his  own  actions  in  detail.  The  poisoning  of  tlie  sick  at 
Jaffa  he  totally  denies,  and  we  believe  this  charge  is  now  generally 
thought  to  have  been  falsely  fixed  upon  his  memory.  In  answer  to  that 
of  having  shot  three  or  four  thousand  Turks  some  days  after  the  cap- 
ture of  Jaffa, 

Napoleon  answered,  ^Mt  is  not  true  that  there  were  so  many.*  I  ordered 
about  a  thousand  or  twelve  hundred  to  be  shot,  which  was  done.  The  reason 
was,  that  amongst  the  garrison  of  Jaffa,  a  numher  of  Turkish  troops  were  discov- 
ered, whom  I  had  taken  a  short  time  hefore  at  El-Arish,  and  sent  to  Bagdat  opoa 
their  parole  not  to  serve  again  or  to  be  found  in  arms  against  me  for  a  year.  I 
had  caused  them  to  be  escorted  twelve  leagues  on  their  waj  to  Bagdat,  bj  a  di- 
vision of  my  army.  But  those  Turks,  instead  of  proceeding  to  &gdat,  threw 
themselves  into  Jaffa,  defended  it  to  the  last,  and  cost  me  a  number  of  brare  men 
to  take  it,  whose  lives  would  have  been  spared,  if  the  others  had  not  reinforced 
the  garrison  of  Jaffa.  Moreover,  before  I  attacked  the  town,  I  sent  them  a  flag  of 
truce.  Immediately  afterwards  we  saw  the  head  of  the  bearer  elevated  oo  a  pole 
over  the  wall.  Now  if  I  had  spared  them  again,  and  sent  them  away  upon  their 
parole,  they  would  directly  have  gone  to  St.  Jean  d^Acre,  where  they  would  have 
played  over  again  the  same  scene  that  they  had  done  at  Jaffa.  In  justice  to  the 
lives  of  my  soldiers,  as  every  general  ought  to  consider  himself  as  their  father, 
and  them  as  his  children,  I  could  not  allow  this.  To  leave  as  a  guard  a  portion 
of  my  army,  already  small  and  reduced  in  number,  in  consequence  of  the  breach 
of  faith  of  those  wretches,  was  impossible.  Indeed,  to  have  acted  otherwise  than 
as  1  did,  would  probably  have  caused  .the  destruction  of  my  whole  army.  I 
therefore,  availing  myself  of  the  rights  of  war,  which  authorise  the  putting  to 
death  prisoners  taken  under  such  circumstances ;  independent  of  the  right  given 
to  me  by  having  taken  the  city  by  assault,  and  that  of  retaliation  on  the  Turks, 
ordered  that  the  prisoners  taken  at  Q-Arish,  who,  in  defiance  of  their  capitula- 
tion, had  been  found  bearing  arms  against  me,  should  be  selected  out  and  shot 
The  rest,  amounting  to  a  considerable  number,  were  spared.  I  would,^*  con- 
tinued he,  ^^  do  the  same  thing  again  to-morrow,  and  so  would  Wellingtoo,  or 
any  general  commanding  an  army  under  similar  circumstances.^' 

About  the  libels  on  his  own  character  he  thus  expressed  himself: 

'^  As  yet,'*  said  he,  ^^  you  have  not  procured  me  one  that  is  worthy  of  an 
answer.  Would  you  have  me  sit  down  and  reply  to  (Goldsmith,  Pichon,  or  the 
Quarterly  Review  ?  They  are  so  contemptible  and  so  absurdly  false,  that  they 
do  not  merit  any  other  notice  than  to  write /aur,/aiiff,  in  every  page.  The  only 
truth  I  have  seen  in  them  is,  that  one  day  I  met  an  oflScer,  Rapp,  I  believe,  in 
the  field  of  battle,  with  his  face  covered  with  blood,  and  that  I  cried,  o^  eowmne 
il  est  beau  /  This  is  true  enough ;  and  of  it  they  have  made  a  crime.  My  admi- 
ration of  the  gallantry  of  a  brave  soldier  is  construed  into  a  crime,  and  a  proof  of 
my  delighting  in  blood.  But  posterity  will  do  me  that  justice  which  is  denied  to 
me  now.  If  I  were  that  tyrant,  that  monster,  would  the  people  and  the  army 
have  flown  to  Join  me  with  the  enthusiasm  they  shewed  when  1  landed  from  Elba 
with  a  handful  of  men  ?  Could  I  have  marched  to  Paris,  and  have  seated  myself 
upon  the  throne  without  a  musquet  having  been  fired  ?  Ask  the  French  nation ! 
Ask  the  Italian ! 

"  I  have,^*  continued  he,  *^  been  twice  married.  Political  motives  induced 
me  to  divorce  my  first  wife,  whom  1  tenderly  loved.  She,  poor  woman,  for- 
tunately for  herself,  died  in  time  to  prevent  her  witnessing  the  last  of  my  mis- 
fortunes. Let  Marie  Louise  be  asked  with  what  tenderness  and  affection 
I  always  treated  her.  After  her  forcible  separation  from  me,  she  avowed  in 
the  most  feeling  terms  to  *  *  *  her  ardent  desire  to  join  me,  extolled  with  many 
tears  both  myself  and  my  conduct  to  her,  and  bitterly  lamented  her  cruel  sepa- 
ration, avowing  her  ardent  desire  to  join  me  in  my  exile.  Is  this  the  result  of 
the  conduct  of  a  merciless,  unfeeling  tyrant  f    A  man  is  known  by  his  conduct  to 
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his  vife,  tobis  iamflj,  and  to  tliow  undflr  him.  I  hare  douMlen  erred  more  or 
lest  in  politics,  but  a  crime  I  have  noTer  committed.  The  doctor  in  hii  book 
makes  me  ny  that  I  never  committed  an  nieleai  crime,  which  is  equivalent  to 
lajrjni^  that  I  have  not  scrupled  to  commit  one  when  I  bad  any  object  in  view, 
which  I  deny  altocether.  I  have  never  wished  but  the  glory  and  the  good  of 
FnuMx.  All  my  lacnlties  were  consecrated  to  that  object,  but  I  never  em- 
ployed crime  or  assassination  to  forward  it. 

^  The  Duke  d^Engfaien,  who  was  engaged  upon  the  frontiers  of  my  territories 
in  a  plot  to  assassinate  me,  I  caused  to  be  seized  and  given  up  to  justice,  which 
oondemned  him.  He  had  a  fair  trial.  Let  your  ministers  and  the  Bourbons  do 
their  utmost  to  calumniate  me,  the  truth  will  be  discovered.  Le  ment^nge  paut^ 
Im  vtriti  resit.  Let  them  employ  all  dishonourable  means  like  Lord  C  *  *  *  *, 
who,  not  content  with  sending  me  here,  has  had  the  baseness  to  make  me  speak 
and  to  put  such  words  into  my  mouth  as  he  thinks  will  best  answer  his  views. 
(Put  «m  komau  ign^bU.  Perhaps  they  wish  me  to  live  ibr  a  short  time  and  do 
not  put  me  to  death,  in  order  to  make  me  say  whatever  will  suit  their  purposes. 
The  ruin  of  England  was  never  my  intention.  We  were  enemies,  and  I  did  my 
utmost  to  gain  the  upper  hand.  England  did  the  same.  After  the  treaty  of 
AmJens,  I  would  always  have  made  a  peace,  placii^  the  two  countries  upon  equal 
terms  as  to  commercial  relationsJ^ 

One  of  the  most  striking  accounts  of  his  gigantic  projects,  is  that  of 
having  invaded  India,  in  conjunction  with  the  Russians : 

*^  If  Paul  had  lived,  you  would  have  lost  India  before  now.  An  agreement 
was  made  between  Paul  and  myself  to  invade  it.  I  furnished  the  plan.  I  was 
to  have  sent  thirty  thousand  good  troops.  He  was  to  send  a  similar  number  of 
the  best  Russian  soldiers,  and  forty  thousand  Cossacs.  I  was  to  subscribe  ten 
millions,  in  order  to  purchase  camels  and  the  other  requisites  to  cross  the  desert. 
Hie  King  of  Prussia  was  to  have  been  applied  to  by  both  of  us  to  grant  a  passage 
far  my  troops  through  his  dominions,  which  would  have  been  immediately  granted. 
1  had  at  the  same  time  made  a  demand  to  the  King  of  Persia  for  a  passage  through 
his  country,  which  also  would  have  been  granted,  though  the  negotiations  were  not 
entirely  ccmcluded,  but  would  have  succeeded,  as  the  Persians  were  desirous  of  pro- 
fiting by  it  themselves.  My  troops  were  to  have  gone  to  Warsaw,  to  be  joined  by 
the  Russians  and  Cossacs,  and  to  have  marched  from  thence  to  the  Caspian  Sea, 
where  they  would  have  either  embarked,  or  have  proceeded  by  land,  according 
to  circumstances.  I  was  beforehand  with  you,  in  sending  an  ambassador  on  to 
Persia  to  make  interest  there.  Since  that  time,  your  ministers  have  been  tm6^ 
diet  enough  to  allow  the  Russians  to  get  four  provinces,  which  increase  their 
territories  beyond  the  mountains.  The  first  year  of  war  that  you  will  have  with 
the  Russians,  they  will  take  India  from  you.^' 

I  asked,  then,  if  it  were  true  that  Alexander  had  intended  to  have  seized  upon 
Turkey  ?  Napoleon  answered,  ^^  All  his  thoughts  are  directed  to  the  conquest  of 
Torkey.  We  have  had  many  discussions  together  about  it ;  at  first  I  was  pleas- 
ed witti  his  proposals,  because  I  thought  it  would  enlighten  the  world  to  drive 
flioee  brutes,  the  Turks,  out  of  Europe.  But  when  I  ^ected  upon  the  conse* 
quences,  and  saw  what  a*  tremendous  weight  of  power  it  would  give  to  Russia,  in 
consequence  of  the  numbers  of  Greeks  in  the  Turkish  dominions,  who  would  nat- 
urally join  the  Russians,  I  refused  to  consent  to  it,  especially  as  Alexander  want- 
ed to  get  Constantinople,  which  I  would  not  allow,  as  it  would  have  destroyed  the 
equilibrium  of  power  in  £urope.  I  reflected  that  France  would  gain  Egypt,  Syria, 
and  the  islands,  which  would  have  been  nothing  in  comparison  with  what  Russia 
would  have  obtained.  Iconsidered  that  the  barba^ans  of  the  north  were  already  too 
powerful,  and  probably  in  the  course  of  time  would  overwhelm  all  Europe,  as  I  now 
think  they  will.  Austria  already  trembles ;  Russia  and  Prussia  united,  Austria 
falls,  and  England  cannot  prevent  it.  France  under  the  present  family  is  noth- 
ii^,  and  the  Austrians  ar^  so  Idehes^  that  they  will  be  easily  overpowered.  Una 
nostenc  a  eolpo  di  boitome.^    They  will  offer  little  resistance  to  the  Russians, 

*  Means,  a  nation  that  may  be  ruled  by  blows. 
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who  «ra  bntre  and  patient.  Rusaia  is  the  more  ftrmidable,  becaiue  die  can  aer^ 
er  disium.  In  Russia,  once  a  8<ddier,  always  a  soldier.  Barbaxians^  wfao^  one 
may  say,  hare  no  country,  and  to  whom  CTery  comtry  is  better  than  the  one 
which  g^re  them  birth.  When  the  Cossacs  entered  France,  it  waa  indifferent  to 
ihem  what  women  they  violated,  old  or  young  were  aliice  to  them,  as  any  were 
preferable  to  those  they  had  left  behind.  Moreover  the  Russians  are  poor,  and 
it  is  necessary  for  them  to  conquer.  When  I  am  dead  andgesie,  my  memory  will 
be  esteemed,  and  I  shall  be  revered  in  consequence  of  baring  foreseen,  and  en- 
deavoured to  put  a  stop  to,  that  iHiich  will  yet  take  place.  It  will  be  revered 
when  the  batbarians  of  the  north  will  posseu  £arope,  which  would  not  have 
happened  had  it  not  been  for  you,  ngnora  Jn^eti,^^ 

Yet  he  denied  hayiDg  aimed  at  universal  dominion. 

I  ventured  to  ask  if  he  had  aimed  at  universal  dominion.  ^^  No,^'  replied  Na* 
poleon  ;  ^^  my  intention  was  to  make  France  greater  than  any  other  nation ;  but 
universal  dominion  I  did  not  aim  at.  For  example,  it  waa  not  my  intention  to 
have  passed  the  Alps.  I  purposed,  when  I  had  a  second  son,  which  1  had  reason 
to  hope  for,  to  have  made  him  king  of  Italy,  with  Rome  for  his  capital,  uniting 
all  Italy,  Naples,  and  Sicily  into  one  kingdom,  and  putting  Murat  out  of  Naplet.^^ 
I  asked  if  he  would  have  given  another  kingdom  to  Murat.  "  Oh,"  replied  he, 
^^  that  would  have  been  easily  settled." 

Since  the  fall  of  Napoleon,  the  cessation  of  evils  that  were  felt,  or 
apprehended,  from  his  power,  has  naturally  occasioned  among  all,  but 
the  scum  of  writers,  a  moderation  of  tone  with  respect  to  him,  which 
was  not  in  vogue  whilst  men^s  passions  were  excited  by  the  fluctoatin? 
events  of  the  war.  Even  commiseration  for  his  having  expired  cut  off 
from  the  wife,  child,  and  relatives,  that  would  have  willingly  shared  liia 
captivity,  is,  perhaps,  the  predominant  feeling  of  the  British  public  at 
this  moment  Time,  as  it  presents  new  objects  of  public  alarm  or 
aversion,  is  not  likely  to  weaken  this  compassionate  sentiment  towards 
a  g^at  and  fallen  enemy.  Unhappily,  also,  whilst  his  place  is  so  im- 
moveable and  his  niche  so  high  in  the  temple  of  £une,  the  progress  of 
events  is  making  it  every  day  more  and  more  apocryphal  whether  he 
was  the  sole  and  worst  foe  to  the  general  interests  and  liberties  of  Eu- 
rope among  the  crowned  heads  of  his  age.  When  the  Holy  Alliance,  in 
the  express  words  of  their  decree,  put  him  out  of  the  pale  of  civil 
society,  they  had  but  one  means  of  practically  justifying  their  sentence 
of  excommunication,  and  that  was  to  have  acted  on  principles  diame- 
trically opposite  to  the  ambition,  inhumanity,  and  perfidy  with  which 
they  charged  him.  But  how  have  the  Continental  Powers  shewn  their 
title  to  pronounce  Napoleon  the  exclusive  enemy  of  human  rights,  and 
deserving,  at  their  hands,  to  be  put  out  of  the  pale  of  civil  society  ? — 
potentates  who  have  themselves  trampled  on  the  independence  of 
smaller  states — who  have  committed  the  most  flagrant  injustice  on 
Saxony  and  Genoa — who  have  conspired  against  the  freedom  of  the 
European  press — who  have  interpreted  legitimate  governments  to  meaa 
the  atrocious  edicts  of  a  Turkish  divan — who  have  proclaimed  princi- 
ples that,  if  admitted,  would  have  forbidden  Lord  Exmoath  to  attack 
Algiers — who  have  refused  constitutions  promised  to  their  people — 
who  have  massacred  men,  in  Italy,  for  attempting  to  frame  a  free  gov- 
ernment— and  who  have  looked  with  criminal  passiveness  on  the  tor- 
tures and  extermination  of  Christians  in  Greece,  whom  they  could 
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have  ttved  by  a  word  of  their  breath.  To  Napoleon^s  memory  we 
can  do  nothing  worse  than  to  compare  his  most  arbitrary  acts  and  in- 
tentions with  theirs ;  but  to  institute  any  comparison  between  their  in- 
tellects and  liis,  would  be  a  mean  and  absurd  insult  to  his  ashes. 
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-  ^'  Make  banket,  and  good  cheer. 


And  everilk  man  put  on  his  nuptial  gown.*^ 

iiuod  R.  M.  ofLedington  Knychf. 

Wrmm  the  recollection  of  the  oldest  inhabitants  of  a  small  town  in 
llpperary,  a  woman  of  prepossessing  deportment,  with  a  beautiful  in- 
fant at  her  bosom,  was  discovered  on  a  cold  autumnal  morning  crouch- 
ing in  the  belfry  of  the  deserted  and  ruinous  parish-church.  She  was 
p^e,  silent,  and  totally  abstracted  from  every  earthly  object  but  th^ 
sleeping  little  beauty  hi  her  arms.  The  hospitable  inhabitants  of  the 
town  brought  her  food  and  raiment,  and  warmly  tendered  her  a  shel- 
ter from  the  rude  inclemency  of  the  time  beneath  their  homely  roofs. 
She  preferred,  however,  abiding  in  the  solitude  of  the  old  belfry,  and 
her  woes  were  for  ever,  buried  in  her  own  heart.  At  midnight  she 
was  often  heard  singing  some  strange  melody  in  a  low  plaintive  tone, 
as  she  walked  with  hurried  steps  across^the  mouldering  parapet  of  the 
Dttie  tower. 

The  child  grew  up  and  prospered,  and  at  the  age  of  sixteen  was  said 
to  be  a  wonder  of  beauty  by  those  who  had  accidentally  seen  her  when 
gazing  on  the  passengers,  who  daily  forded  the  river  that  laved  one 
side  of  the  grey  and  dilapidated  church.  Her  rigid,  but  loving 
mother,  never  suffered  her  to  descend  the  winding  steps  which  led  to 
the  grass-covered  chancel.  She  deemed  her  too  fair  to  be  exposed  to 
the  rude  gaze  of  the  daring  young  men  who  dwelt  in  the  environs,  and 
the  maid  passed  her  childhood  and  youth  without  once  straying  from 
the  brink  of  the  old  belfry.  Young  Mary's  beauty  was  her  bane.  She 
bemoaned  her  fate,  and  earnestly  implored  her  careful  mother  to  bless 
her  with  a  single  hour's  liberty,  to  wander  among  the  fair  fields 
and  green  woods  that  smiled  around  her  desolate  habitation.  But  the 
solitary  woman  was  inexorable.  She  wept  while  she  denied  the 
prayers  of  her  child,  and  spoke  of  the  world's  crimes,  from  which  she 
said  they  were  happily  set  ipart,  until  her  heart  overflowed  with  the 
remembrance  of  her  past  griefi,  and  Mary  forgot  her  own  desires  in 
assuaging  the  mental  anguish  of  her  beloved  mother. 

At  length  a  young  man,  who  was  the  pride  of  the  flourishing  family 
of  the  Strahans,  saw  young  Maiy  at  the  little  casement  of  the  belfry, 
and  was  so  charmed  with  the  beauty  of  her  countenance,  that  in  the 
warmth  of  liis  hcfllrt  he  vowed  to  win  her  love,  and  woo  her  from  her 
dismal  abode,  in  spite  of  every  impediment  By  dint  of  continual  and 
most  acute  watching  he  at  length  attracted  her  wandering  gaze,  and  the 
interest  he  seemed  to  feci  for  the  innocent  and  kind-hearted  maiden 
produced  a  strange  but  delightful  sensation  in  her  heart.  They  soon 
understood  the  fhll  extent  of  each  other's  hopes  and  fears,  and  mutually 
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endevTinmd  to  Invent  loine  plan  whereby  they  might  obtain  n  paxley. 
The  wary  mother  observed  an  aheratioQ  in  yoang  Mary^s  manner,  and 
watched  her  more  narrowly,  and  confined  her  more  doeely,  if  it  were 
possible,  than  before.  Bnt  the  mo«t  simple  woman  in  love  is  an  over- 
match for  the  wisest  and  most  craAy  of  parents.  Maiy  contrived  to 
elude  thb  suspicious  eye  of  her  mother,  and  by  the  aid  of  a  stout  rope 
which  she  fixed  to  the  stone  bars  of  the  casement,  Strahan  ascended 
nightlv  to  its  verge.  Their  young  hearts  were  soon  linked  to  each 
other  by  the  strongest  ties  of  pure,  unjaded,  youthful  love.  The  maid 
thought  of  nothing  but  Strahan  during  the  day,  and  he  lingered  about 
the  weeds  and  brambles  that  waved  over  the  tombs  of  the  old  ailes, 
happy  to  be  near  his  love,  and  listening  in  anxious  expectation  for  tbe 
usual  melodious  signal  which  summoned  him  to  the  base  of  the  tower. 
-  The  affair  could  not  long  remain  in  this  state.  One  night  the  mother 
detected  Strahan  in  the  act  of  ascending  to  the  belfry  by  his  nsnal  con- 
trivance, and  to  his  infinite  alarm  thrust  out  a  rusty  sword-blade  above 
bis  head  when  he  was  within  a  few  yards  of  the  window,  and  at  an  im- 
mense distance  from  the  ground.  She  interrogated  him  as  to  his  mo- 
tives and  desires,  and  insisted,  as  he  valued  his  life,  on  a  full  and  mi- 
equivocal  reply.  The  young  man  honestly  confessed  his  name  and  in- 
tentions, and  moreover  avowed  that  he  had  communed  with  the  maiden 
at  the  casement  for  many  preceding  nights.  The  mother^a  blood  flow- 
ed rapidly  to  her  heart  as  he  spoke.  She  feared  the  worst,  and  fiercely 
brandbhing  the  sword-blade  above  the  youth's  grasp,  threatened  in  a 
tone  of  stern  resolution  to  cut  the  cord  asunder  unless  he  solenmly 
swore  bv  the  most  holy  vow,  and  upon  the  cross  in  his  bosom,  to  marry 
her  child  at  day-break.  The  youth  jojfuUy  assented:  and  at  his 
pressing  request,  the  weeping  and  tenified  Mary  approached  the 
Casement,  and  there  contracted  herself  to  him  by  the  most  sacred 
ceremony  of  breaking  bread  and  parting  diver  together. 

The  next  day  a  priest  pronounced  the  nuptial  benediction  upon  them, 
and  the  old  woman  soon  after  died  in  the  belfry,  without  imparting  a 
tingle  particular  of  her  history  even  to  her  chila.  Various  were  the 
surmises  in  which  the  curious  neighbours  indulged ;  but  whatever  they 
thought  of  the  mother,  Mary  was  idolized  by  all.  She  was  waning  in 
years,  iind  the  parent  of  seven  beautiful  girls  when  I  first  beheld  her. 
She  then  resembled  a  noble  ruin ;  beauty  still  lingered  about  some 
p^rts  of  her  fine  form  in  spite  of  the  finger  of  time,  h^r  heart  was  joyous 
and  blithe  as  ever,  and  none  of  the  young  maidens  around  her  entered 
into  the  festal  customs  of  Ireland  with  more  zeal  and  delight,  than  the 
fine  spirited  dame  who  had  lingered  out  her  childhood  in  the  moulder- 
ing turret  of  St.  James's  church.  She  was  an  object  of  curiosity  and 
wonder  to  the  neighbouring  peasants :  and  so  much  had  been  talked  of 
her  strange  history  in  my  hearing,  that  I  gladfy  accepted  a  warm  in- 
vitation to  join  with  a  party  of  my  boisterous  rustic  acquaintances  in 
the  revelries  of  her'youngest  daughtei^s  wedding,  which  was  celebrated 
with  all  the  ancient  rural  pastimes  and  ceremonies  at  the  house  of  the 
bride's  hospitable  father,  the  far-famed  and  venerable  O'Donnel  Strahan. 

He  dwelt  in  the  centre  of  a  rich  vale  that  basked  in  the  vivifying 
beams  of  the  noontide  sun,  a  little  on  the  left  of  a  great  highway.  A 
strong  rivulet  flowed  through  tlie  corn-fields  around  liis  abode,  widch 
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seemed  aireac^  xlpe  for  the'  dickle,  and  beat  beneath  the  weakest 
breese  that  wandered  over  their  yellow  surface.  Agrlcultqral  toil  was 
sospended  throoghoot  the  farm,  the  emancipated  beasts  were  reclining 
beneath  tlie  shamng  hedge-rows,  or  hovering  about  the  banks  of  the 
ponds,  longing  to  quaff  the  cool  liquid  they  enclosed,  but  fearful  of 
the  tormenting  insects  that  bnzzed  oyer  the  weedi,  stnd  shot  swifUy 
along  the  top  of  the  waters.  The  birds  salt  mnte  beneath  the  broad 
learet  of  the  neighbooriiuf  wood,  not  a  sonnd  emanated  from  ito 
shades,  Imt  the  occasicmal  bfeat  of  the  wandering  kid,  and  the  hparse 
response  of  the  mother^oat,  as  she  songht  out  ttke  young  ones  in  the 
craggy  wilderness.  A  loud  burst  of  merriment  at  length  broke  upon 
our  ears  as  we  tuned  the  summit  of  the  last  hill,  and  far  below  at  the 
entrance  <rf'  the  valley  we  discerned  the  jolly  host  and  his  boon  com- 
panions welcoming  a  group  of  young  damsels  in  the  joyous  language 
of  the  old  carol : 

«*  Welcome  mil  of  ye! 

Welcome  heartily ! 

Welcome  eramachree ! 

Welcome  Joy!" 

We  heard  them  singing  for  many  minutes  as  they  meandered  along  the 
banks  of  the  rivulet  towards  the  brown  oaken  portal  of  Straban,  where 
the  wliole  assemblage  of  feasters  hailed  the  fair  reinforcement  with 
one  protracted  and  indiscriminate  shout  of  delight. 

The  holy  bridal  ceremony  had  been  performed  at  an  early  hour  of 
the  day.  The  meats  had  been  removed,  and  the  merry  guests  were 
luxuriating  in  liquid  good  cheer  when  we  arrived.  A  Sae  looking 
young  priest  was  seated  between  the  bridegroom  and  his  love,  at  the 
centre  of  the  board,  rapidly  distributing  the  rich  bride-cake  among  the 
young  men  and  maidens  around  him.  The  polished  pewters  which 
bore  the  spicy  luxury  to  the  several  guests,  were  invariably  returned 
with  a  trifling  pecuniary  gift.  Neither  man  nor  woman  failed  to  drop 
^  the  priest^s  fee''  into  the  plate  with  one  hand,  as  the  bride-cake  was 
eagerly  taken  out  by  its  fellow;  and  the  aggregate  donations  soon 
swelled  over  the  brim  of  the  general  receiving  goblet  in  the  lap  of  the 
bride.  As  soon  as  the  cake  and  its  accompaniments  were  disposed  ot^ 
the  girls  and  sage  matrons  present  were  indulged  by  the  good  wife's 
bloe^yed  daughters  with  white  peggens  ofpraupeen^  whereon  they  re- 
galed as  heartily  as  their  boisterous  companions  did  on  the  intoxicating 
potheen^,  to  which  the  underground  still  in  the  neighbouring  mountain 
had  roost  probably  given  birth.  Praupeen  is  made  of  the  ripening 
barley,  plucked  before  the  general  harvest  It  is  dried  upon  the  grid- 
dle over  the  turf-fire,  that  burns  nightly  on  the  stone  hearth  of  the 
commoQ  kitchen,  and  afler  being  coarsely  ground  and  well  sifted, 
blended  with  fine  milk ;  and  this  simple  preparation,  although  sweet, 
clammy,  and  somewhat  disgusting  to  the  palate  of  a  stranger,  is  es- 
teemed by  the  peasants  of  Ireland  as  one  of  the  greatest  dainties  the 
earth  can  afford. 

A  motley  group  of  mendicants,  as  usual,  encircled  the  immense 
and  weil-stored  chimney.    A  stout  buchojugh  was  there — 

^*  With  his  horn  by  his  side,  likewise  his  skewer  and  can. 
His  staff  and  long  pike  to  fight  all  the  rogues  in  the  land." 

The  lean  piper,  with  his  brown  polished  drones  and  greasy  teathem 
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bag,  occapied  the  log-seat  on  the  left;  and  immediateljr  oppodfte  to 
him  sat  a  poor  scholar  with  his  frieze  cap  and  wallet  at  Ills  feet,  and  a 
weil-patclysd  satchel  slung  around  his  shoulder  by  a  raw  sheepskin  belt 
A  lubberly  vacant-looking  goisoan  basked  at  full  length  upon  the  flags, 
stirrinff  about  the  embers  of  the  fire  without  any  apparent  motive,  and 
humnung  the  gentle  air  of  ^^  The  Moreen^'  to  the  manifest  delight  of  a 
pale  young  woman,  crowned  with  wheat-ears  and  wild-flowers,  the 
emblem  of  quiet  innocuous  derangement,  who  gased  upon  him  over 
the  shoulder  of  the  kind  and  pitying  buchaugh.  An  old  woman  wiUi 
an  infant  swung  in  a  coarse  red  cloak  at  her  back,  and  a  black  doiakim 
between  her  thin  shrivelled  lips,  the  fire  of  which  she  had  suffered  to 
die  away,  while  gazing  with  tears  in  her  rayless  eyes  upon  the  happy 
youths  ai^  lai^hing  maidens  at  the  board,  stood  a  few  paces  apart 
from  the  rest.  An  old  mutilated,  rough-visi^d  ballad-maker,  in  a 
cocked  hat  and  ragged  bradeen  (a  coarse  frieze  coat,)  held  the  post  of 
honour  in  the  corner  of  the  leather-backed  settle  nearest  the  hearth. 
The  patched  remains  of  a  regimental  coat  might  be  detected  throqgh 
the  gaps  of  his  bradeen,  and  he  flourished  a  burning  faggot  in  bellicose 
style  over  his  bead,  as  he  detailed  in  passionate  terms  some  exploit  of 
h&  youth  in  distant  climes,  to  a  neatly*arrayed  blind  woman,  who 
alternately  counted  the  beads  on  her  bosom,  and  plied  the  shining 
needles  through  the  grey-sheep^s  wool,  whereof  she  was  diligently 
fabricating  a  pair  of  hose  for  the  holiday  use  of  her  g^y-headed  host 
The  old  woman  who  bore  the  child  at  her  back,  eagerly  seized  the 
opportunity  of  a  momentary  silence  (for  which  the  guests  looked  in 
each  others  faces  as  if  at  a  loss  to  account,)  and  approaching  the  young 
couple,  laid  a  brown  bony  shiivelled  hand  upon  each,  and  pronounced 
a  rustic  benison  upon  them.  ^  Bless  you,  my  dear  children,^'  said  she, 
**  may  luck  and  grace  attend  you  both !  May  you  never  look  ap<»i  a 
black  lamb  the  first  of  the  yeaning  time,  nor  a  foal's  back  before  you 
have  seen  his  innocent  face.  May  you  never  hear  the  blithe  cuckoo 
when  fasting,  nor  the  ominous  corncrake  screeching  on  your  led  side. 
May  the  blue-pinioned  raven  never  croak  at  your  lattice,  nor  the  old 
crow  alight  before  you  in  the  beaten  track  of  man.  May  nothing  that 
bodes  evil  to  either  of  you  appear  in  the  dim  light  of  the  evening! 
May  your  hearths  never  want  the  bright-glowing  logs,  your  homestead 
the  stalled  ox,  your  eaves  the  nest  of  the  lucky  swallow,  your  thatch 
the  green  roof-weed  that  blossoms  but  once  in  the  life  of  a  man,  and 
augurs  prosperity  and  joy  to  those  who  dwell  beneath  its  blessed  and 
fast-clinging  roots.''  The  old  woman  retired  at  the  conclusion  pf  this 
recapitulation  of  good  and  evil  omens,  evidently  pleased  with  what  she 
had  done,  and  after  replenishing  her  doothien,  crouched  by  the  side  of 
the  old  buchaugh.  She  was  on  her  road  to  the  far-famed  Foundling, 
whither  she  had  engaged  to  travel  from  the  heart  of  a  distant  county, 
for  the  usual  fee  of  a  guinea,  to  deposit  the  babe  of  some  ruined  lass 
in  the  blessed  cradle  of  chari^.  She  begged  her  way  from  village  to 
village,  every  door  was  open  to  her  throughout  the  land ;  for  although 
the  virtue-loving  Milesians  abhor  the  individual  who  stains  the  modest 
repute  of  the  great  congregation  of  Erin's  maidens,  yet  the  innocent 
fruit  of  her  guilt,  with  its  ancient  and  devoted  protectress,  is  received 
with  open  arms  at  the  wicker^te  of  every  cabin  in  the  isle.  Hospi- 
tality with  the  Irish  is  not  a  mere  unmeaning  word.    The  poorest 
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peMamt  among  tiiem  will  jojfuHy  share  bis  meal  with  the  bachaugb, 
the  piper,  the  poor  scholar,  the  wandering  ideot,  or  the  friendless 
stranger.  Thej  deem  it  one  of  the  great  duties  of  man,  to  feed  and 
shelter  his  brother  when  in  want ;  and  take  no  glory  to  themselves  in 
fofegotng  comforts,  so  that  they  may  be  enabled  to  confer  necessaries 
on  the  poor  and  desolate.  ^^  Come  and  eat,^  is  the  nOTer-feiling  cfecn* 
lation  that  salntes  the  ear  of  the  weary  at  an  Irish  portal.  What  Uiey 
hare  Hiey  give  cheerAilly.  There  is  no  reluctant  backwardness,  no 
cold  repelling  tenders  of  food  and  lodging,  companioned  with  hints  atr 
the  tncoDTeniences  which  will  arise  through  a  stranger's  tarrying  among 
them.  They  toss  the  contents  of  the  iron  crock  within  the  boundary- 
hoop  on  the  clean  white  board ;  the  little  wooden  tubs  are  filled  with 
milk ;  a  tmss  of  new  straw  is  spread  upon  the  floor  for  his  repose,  and 
he  is  almost  forced  to  partake  of  their  homely  cheer.* 

The  barefooted,  black»haired  scholar  next  approached  the  comely 
bride.  He  had  a  small  keen  hazel  eye,  the  hereditary  short  nose  and 
open  yehement  mouth  of  the  unadulterated  Irish.  His  cheek  was 
pale,  and  his  curling  black  locks  streamed  negligently  over  his  high 
and  expanded  brow.  After  saluting  the  priest  in  tolerable  Latin,  and 
uttering  a  hearty  *^  God  save  you''  to  the  good  nran  of  the  house  and 
Ids  noble-looking  dame,  he  burst  forth  into  the  first  notes  of  an  old 
noptial  ditty  in  ^e  pure  unaUoyed  language  of  Erin.  The  piper  and 
baUad-maker  no  sooner  heard  the  mel^y  dearest  to  their  hearts,  than 
suddenly  starting  from  their  seats  they  fell  into  the  tune  at  the  same 
instant,  and  with  voice  and  instrument  enthusiastically  accompanied 
the  animated  stripling.  The  whole  assemblage  gpradually  joined  in 
trowling  the  merry  notes,  and  the  younger  guests,  preceded  by  the  mu- 
sical triumvirate,  led  the  bride  and  bridegroom  to  the  inviting  spot  of 
smooth  turf  that  lay  a  few  yards  distant  from  the  threshold,  to  witness 
the  ceremony  of  the  ^^  pillow  dance,"  and  all  the  quaint  customs  ob- 
served at  a  rustic  bridal,  which  the  poor  scholar  loudly  recapitulated 
in  his  joyous  rhymes. 

I  remained  a  short  time  with  the  elders  at  the  board,  but  one  of 
Straiian's  dau^ters  was  soon  deputed  to  invite  us  forth  to  the  carousal 
on  tlie  bawn.  We  immediately  followed  her  to  the  green  plat  before 
the  porch,  which  we  found  closely  shaven  in  the  centre,  encircled^ith 
turfseals,  and  daintily  bestrewed  with  barukem  lakar  or  green  rushes, 
on  the  which  the  guests  were  seated  in  groups,  some  quaffing  their 
brown  thebttn  and  golden-tinted  whiskey,  and  others  evidently-  in 
anxious  expectation  of  the  signal  for  dancing  from  the  piper's  hoarse- 
voiced  drone.  Dick  Veogh  of  Kilcash,  one  of  the  most  roaring  blades 
between  Strongbow's  tower  and  the  heart  of  the  province,  appeared  at 
one  side  of  the  bawn  as  we  entered  at  the  other,  bearing  the  bride's 
pillow,  elevated  above  his  head,  and  loudly  proclaiming  his  intention  of 
calling  forth  the  tallest  and  most  comely  woman  on  the  bawn,  to  join  with 
him  ta  all  the  glories  of  the  great  pillow-dance.  A  shout  of  admira- 
tioQ  greeted  the  entry  of  the  youth,  who  took  his  station  in  the  heart 

*  At  this  moment,  alai !  many  of  them  haye  nought  to  give,  and  Ireland  is  in- 
debted to  the  glorious  liberality  of  Enelishmen  for  the  lives  of  many  of  her  sons. 
The  hearty  benison  of  every  Irishman  is  upon  them ;  and  may  they  liye  to  see  the 
sister-coontry  in  happier  days,  and  some  of  them  be  then  tempted  to  wander  about 
her  greea  hills  and  valleyt,  where  they  may  persoiudly  experience  the  warmth 
and  geaerouty  of  a  true  Irishman's  heart. 
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of  the  aflsemblj,  and  by  a  tligfat  motioa  of  hia  head  loUwpmUi  to  tii« 
bride^s  father  that  he  reqidied  immediate  silence  and  attention.  The 
old  man  immediately  rose  on  the  tarf>bank,  and  throwing  his  liand 
oyer  the  white  wary  locks  that  shadowed  his  face,  soon  quelled  the 
general  uproar  of  the  roystera,  whose  eyes  were  bent  with  an  expres* 
don  of  anxious  cariosity  on  the  Veogh.  He  was  a  handsome,  well* 
made  yoath,  jnst  verging  on  the  brink  of  manhood,  with  an  eloquent 
hazelneye,  a  sparkling  brow,  a  wreathed  cheek,  and  a  heart  thai  did 
honour  to  the  bosom  it  wanned.  Methought  some  of  the  girb  turned 
upon  him  with  an  imploring  look,  dashed  with  a  spark  of  wi^igish 
merriment,  as  he  sought  out  his  jewel  in  the  rich  group  of  youth, 
health,  and  womanly  beauty  which  encircled  him.  In  a  few  momenta 
his  eyes  were  rivetted  on  a  noble-looking  fair^kinoed  young  woman, 
who  sat  at  the  right  hand  of  the  bride,  and  appeared  to  be  wholly  ab* 
sorbed  in  unravelling  the  leaves  and  laying  bare  the  blusUng  heart  of 
a  rosebud  which  adorned  her  dawning  bosom.  By  her  apparel  I  knew 
her  to  be  one  of  the  celebrated  girls  of  the  Barony  of  Iveric.  She  was 
arrayed  in  a  Mherkeen  of  blue  frieze,  laced  and  braided  in  front  with 
broad  blue  ribbons,  and  a  petticoat  of  the  same  materials,  gathered 
in  folds  at  the  back  of  her  waist,  and  decorated  with  a  single  ribbon  of 
a  similar  colour  and  width  to  that  which  adorned  the  accurately-fitting 
jacket  or  sheikeen.  She  wore  a  pair  of  plain  silver  clasps  in  her  shoes, 
her  blue  stockings  were  delicately  braided  up  the  ancles,  and  a  crucifix 
suspended  by  a  string  of  polished  brown  beads  moved  with  the  riae 
and  fall  of  her  young  bosom.  Its  motion  was  considerably  accelerated 
OS  she  felt  the  eye  of  the  Kiicash  youth  revelling  on  her  cheek,  and  he 
seemed  to  enjoy  by  anticipaticn  the  rapture  of  pressing  her  lip  at  the 
conclusion  of  the  dance.  He  immediately  proclaimed  her  to  be  the 
lass  of  his  heart,  and  the  fairest  of  the  bridemaids ;  and  the  blue-eyed 
Iverkian  tripped  gracefully  to  the  centre  of  the  sward.  She  received 
the  white  down  pillow  from  the  admirer's  hands,  and  in  a  few  moments 
began  to  dance  with  a  fine  buoyant  air  round  the  bawn,  to  the  apt  and 
beautiful  cadence  of  one  of  the  native  tunes  of  her  Barony,  which  she 
warbled  out  with  a  grace  and  expression  peculiar  to  the  gifted  Iverkians. 
After  two  or  three  circuits,  she  gradually  veered  towanls  the  spot  from 
whence  she  had  started,  and  as  the  last  notes  of  the  melody  were 
gushing  from  her  lips,  dropped  on  her  knees  upon  the  pillow,  which 
she  had  just  thrown  upon  the  green.  The  happy  Veogh  instantly 
bounded  from  his  seat,  and  kneeUng  by  her  side,  warmly  saluted  the 
deep-rosy  lips  of  the  maiden.  He  received  the  customary  kiss  on  the 
cheek  in  return,  and,  amid  the  cheers  of  the  assembly,  led  the  fair 
Iverkian  to  her  seat  on  the  right  hand  of  the  bride.  The  pipes  now 
pealed  forth  a  heart-gladdening  air — ^the  boys  a^fid  girls  (that  is  to  say, 
all  present,  whether  old  or  young,  who  were  unmarried)  proceeded  to 
the  choice  of  partners  and  companions,  and  in  a  short  time  the  bawn 
exhibited  the  regular  complicated  movements,  and  well-known  but  ap- 
parently mazy  labyrinths  of  the  national  reel  and  mecry  jig. 

After  the  lapse  of  an  hour  the  mptic  nuptial  rites  were;  commenced. 
The  bridegroom's  nuts  were  thrown,  and  scrambled  for  by  the  clamo- 
rous youngsters ;  small  pieces  of  the  hoarded  cake  were  passed  through 
the  wedding-ring  for  the  bride's  most  intimate  and  best-beloved  com- 
panions, and  the  enamoured  young  men  ^^  seized  the  fair  occasion"  of 
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declaring  their  lore  by  dropping  the  white  unsullied  glove  which  the 
yoQDg  wife  wore  in  the  hut  hour  of  her  maidenhood  at  the  feet  of 
their  sweethearts  in  the  romping  game  of  ^^  the  marriage  mom/'  After 
fatiguing  themselves  at  these  and  similar  sports,  the j  gradually  subside 
ed  Into  calmer  amusements.  A  goblet  of  fountain  water  was  brought 
cot,  and  a  quantity  of  new  eggs  placed  upon  the  turf.  The  girls,  after 
exhibiting  a  little  becoming  reluctance,  tripped  one  by  one  to  the 
q>arkling  goblet,  wherein  they  hoped  to  discover  the  occupation  of 
their  future  lords.  The  white  of  an  egg  was  thrown  into  the  vessel, 
and  the  station  of  the  youth  with  whom  the  ministering  lass  was  des* 
tSned  to  wed  deduced  from  the  strange  figure  it  assumed  in  the  curd- 
ling liquid.  While  this  ceremony  Twhich  produced  peals  of  laughter 
from  the  joyous  bystanders)  was  going  on,  some  of  the  more  cunning 
lasses  were  diligently  plucking  the  pins  from  the  bride's  garments, 
which  it  is  necessary  to  obtain  by  stealth,  otherwise  the  charm  where** 
in  they  are  used  would  be  inevitably  abortive.  They  are  thrust  into 
a  piece  of  the  bride-loaf  which  has  passed  through  the  holy  ring,  and 
placed  by  the  haj^py  possessor  beneath  her  pillow  for  the  purpose  of 
charming  her  into  a  dream  about  the  present  or  future  lad  of  her 
heart 

Numberless  other  ancient  customs  were  performed  with  the  most 
rigid  adherence  to  every  particular  which  had  been  transmitted  from 
bridal  to  bridal  as  necessary  to  render  the  several  charms  infallible. 
Old  tales,  humorous  and  pathetic  traditions,  the  feats  of  elves  and  gob^ 
fins,  songs,  and  rustic  jokes,  filled  up  the  short  intervals  that  occasional- 
ly happened  between  the  rites,  until  the  full  harvest-moon  rose  from  a 
grey  cloud  above  the  adjacent  hills.  A  pilgrimage  to  the  Claugh  was 
then  devised,  and  all  acceded  to  the  welcome  but  unexpected  proposal 
with  the  most  tuibulent  indications  of  joy.  No  time  was  lost  in  need- 
less preparation  ;  men,  women,  and  children,  tarried  but  a  moment  to 
gather  a  stone  each,  and  then,  preceded  by  the  tottering  but  enthusi- 
astic musician,  danced  hand-in-hand  down  the  green  lane  that  led  to 
holy  Claugh.  We  soon  arrived  at  an  open  space  from  which  four 
pathways  branched  in  different  directions.  In  the  heart  of  a  hillock  of 
stones,  surmounted  by  a  small  green  coronal  of  turf,  a  venerable  thorn 
reared  its  moss-clothed  boughs  :  this  was  the  Claugh,  and  he  who 
failed  to  throw  a  stone  upon  the  heap  as  he  passed  was  deemed  an  un- 
repenting  sinner,  and  held  in  utter  detestation  and  contempt  for  ei^er 
after.  All  the  stones  in  the  vicinity  of  the  old  thorn  (as  is  usually  the 
case)  had  long  before  disappeared,  and  pebbles  were  gathered  by  the 
proridcnt  a  mile  or  more  before  they  reached  the  junction  of  the  paths, 
if  this  precaution  were  omitted,  the  luckless  wight  retraced  his  steps 
until  chance  threw  a  pebble  in  his  way  ;  and  none  but  the  gfraceless 
and  depraved  ever  passed  the  ancient  thorn  without  paying  the  cus- 
tomary tribute  to  its  base,  and  imploring  a  blessing  on  the  heads  of 
those  who  were  '^  nearest  and  dearest  to  Us  heart."  There  are  many 
CiauglM  about  the  country,  and  the  loving  mother  often  buries  a  lock 
of  her  infants*  hair  beneath  four  difierent  thorn-crowned  heaps  to  en<^ 
sure  its  earthly  happiness,  and  young  men  and  maidens  plight  them- 
sehes  to  each  other  by  the  breaking  of  bread  and  partition  of  com  be- 
neath the  wide-spreading  boughs  of  the  revered  Claugh-trce. 
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The  Fairies'  Moat  laj  in  the  field  that  hordered  the  lane,  and  we 
turned  towards  it  on  our  way  back,  fox  the  purpose  of  pluckiiig  the 
weed /atry-/ax,  which  grew  plentifully  around  it.  The  children  trust- 
ed, while  they  retained  a  single  leaf  of  this  powerful  weed  about  their 
persons,  that  no  mischievous  elfin,  fearful  ghost,  or  wicked  hag,  could 
waylay  and  harm  them  in  their  moonlight  rambles.  The  moat  was  a 
green  knoll  in  the  centre  of  the  field,  surrounded  by  a  sentinel  trench, 
beneath  which,  the  old  dames  asserted  in  suppressed  and  quivering 
tones,  there  was  a  gorgeous  palace  of  jewels  and  gold,  wherein  the 
great  ones  of  Fairy-land  abided,  and  from  whence  the  sounds  of  reveliy 
oftentimes  emanated  at  those  particular  times  when  the  meny  crew 
were  forbidden  to  carouse  upon  the  face  of  the  earth.* 

On  our  return  to  the  house  we  found  the  children  had  arrived  there 
before  us,  for  the  purpose  of  coming  suddenly  upon  the  keroget^  or 
witches  auxiliaries,  which,  taking  advantage  of  our  temporary  absence, 
had  sallied  out  in  swarms  to  commit  their  usual  devastations.  Tlieir 
enemies,  the  inveterate  youngsters,  disturbed  the  spoilers  when  each 
was  laden  with  a  choice  grain  of  old  wheat,  which  it  was  believed  was 
intended  for  the  granary  of  the  queen-witch  their  protectress,  who 
dwelt  on  the  skirts  of  the  neighbouring  wood,  and  whose  body  had 
been  so  often  pinched  and  tormented  by  the  green  hazel  twigs  which 
were  wound  about  the  ineffectual  chums,  to  rid  them  of  her  potent 
spells,  inflicted  in  revenge  for  the  goodwife's  accidentally  omitting  to 
send  her  the  customary,  but  much-grudged  tribute  of  butter  and  cream. 

After  supper,  such  of  the  bride^s  elder  sisters  as  were  still  unmarried 
submitted  to  run  the  gauntlet,  and  endured  all  the  other  penalties  of 
their  awkward  situations  with  a  tolerable  grace.  A  little  before  mid- 
night, the  lasses  were  summoned  to  the  bridal  chamber,  to  conclude  the 
ceremonies  and  pastimes  of  the  day  by  throwing  the  stocking ;  but  the 
young  bridegroom  and  his  father-in-law,  armed  with  a  single  straw  each, 
guarded  the  door  and  denied  ingress  to  any  but  unmarried  females.  The 
stocking,  however,  was  thrown  as  usual  by  the  wife  from  her  soft  pulpy 
bed,  and  the  fair  maid  of  Iverk  proclaimed  as  the  next  who  wouM 
kneel  to  the  nuptial  benediction.  Within  an  hour  afterwards,  the  watch- 
dog was  lying  across  the  old  porch  floor^  the  buchaugh  and  poor  scholar 
were  nestling  together  among  the  crackling  straw-heaps  in  the  bam, 
the  blind  knitter  and  the  old  woman  with  the  child  were  snugly  repos- 
*  ing  in  a  clean  bed  in  the  loft,  the  piper  had  departed  to  cheer  the  guests 
on  their  way  home  with  his  crazy  pipe,  the  ballad-maker  was  dream- 
ing of  war  and  bloodshed  in  the  settle,  the  gossoon  lay  stretched  on 
his  old  place  among  the  dying  embers,  and  the  pale  lunatic  sat  awake 
upon  the  log  listenkig  attentively  to  the  merry  chirrup  of  the  minstrel 
cricket  on  the  hearth.  A. 

*  Children  are  often  supposed  to  be  fairjr-ctruck,  or  affected  with  the  deadly 
eliin  blight.  The  only  core  for  this  dreaded  maladj  is  said  to  be  a  draught  of 
blessed  water  in  which  nine  leaves  of  the  hedge-row  plant  faughorom  have  been 
steeped. 
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illuitrate  the  state  of  the  country  which 
gave  him  birth. 

The  most  interesting  new  matter 
which  is  introauced  into  these  Letters, 
or  rather  which  is  given  in  sepairate  let- 
ters, in  addition  to  those  already  print- 
ed, consists  in  a  sketch  of  the  Court  of 
Madrid  in  the  reign  of  Charles  the  IVth, 
and  of  the  intrigues  connected  with  the 
influence  of  the  Prince  of  Peace. 

Letter  XI,  which  gires  a  picture  of 
priTate  life  at  Madrid,  of  the  Pretendi- 
entes,  and  of  the  literary  characters,  is 
exceedingly  amusing. 

The  Twelfth  contains  anecdotes  con- 
nected with  the  beginning  of  the  French 
invasion,  which  are  new  in  the  history 
of  that  interesting  period,  and  which 
will  probably  furnish  materials  to  iti 
future  historians.  Equally  valuable  is 
the  Thirteenth  Letter,  on  the  state  of 
Spain  at  the  time  of  ttie  general  rising 
against  the  French. 

A  letter  from  Lord  Holland,  contain- 
ing an  account  of  the  suppression  of  the 
Jesuits  in  Spain,  gives  peculiar  interest 
to  the  Appendix. 

Lights  and  Shadows  of  Scottish 
Life ;  a  Selection  from  the  Papers 
of  the  late  Arthur  Austin. 

There  is  something  in  the  very  title 
of  this  work  which  most  happily  ex- 
presses one,  out  of  the  many  beauties 
that  will  be  found  in  the  twenty-four 
stories  of  which  it  consists  $  brief  and 
rapid  in  style,  sweetly  varied  in  inci- 
dents, pure,  soft,  and  holy  in  sentiment, 
they  do,  indeed,  awaken  in  the  reader 
a  train  of  feeling  similar  to  that  which 
1^  lover  of  nature  experiences  when, 
wandering  over  hill  and  dale,  he  seems « 
to  follow  the  alternate  lights  and  sha- 
dows flying  before  his  feet,  as  they  are 
cast  from  the  clouds  above  his  head. 
These  stories  are  likewise  peculiarly 
connected  with  rural  and  natural  ima« 


Letters  from  Spain.     By  Don 
Leucadio  Doblado. 

Some  of  these  Letters  have  been  print- 
ed in  flie  New  Monthly  Magazine,  so 
that  our  praise  ai  them  may  be  suspect- 
ed to  be  partial.    We  shall  therefore 
nuke  no  other  appeal  in  behalf  of  their 
merit  than  to  ask  the  readers  of  that 
portion  of  flie  present  work  which  has 
sppeared  in  our  Journal,  if  it  has  not 
aftrded  them  a  vivid  impression   of 
Spanish  manners  and  character.    We 
can  assure  the  public  that  the  picture 
ii  from  the  hand  of  a  native  Spaniard, 
sad  of  a  scholar  and  patriot  whose  wri- 
tings havu  created  a  strong  and  salutary 
ifBsation  in  behalf  of  liberal  opinions 
Ikrougfaoat  the  Peninsula.    Judges  of 
the  Spanish  language,  who  have  seen 
this  anthor^s  writings  in  his  own  lan- 
guage, will  certainly  miss  many  graces 
of  his  vernacular  eloquence  in  his  Eng- 
lish style :  yet,  as  English  compositions 
written  by  a  foreigner  who  had  attained 
the  prime  of  life  before  he  learnt  Eng- 
lish, these  Letters,  we  are  pretty  confi- 
dent, have  few  parallels  as  literary  cu- 
riosities.   The  slight  mixture  of  fiction 
wUdi  the  Letters  contain  might  raise  a 
doubt  whether  the  sketches  of  Spanish 
Banners,    customs,    and  opinions,  by 
means  of  which  the  author  has  endea- 
Tonred  io  pourtray  the  moral  state  of 
his  oountiy,  may  not  be  exaggerated  by 
fancy  and  coloured  with  a  view  to  mere 
eflect.     The  author,  in  his  preface,  has 
assured  the  public,  and  the  Editor  of 
this  Journal  pledges  himself  to  authen- 
ticate the  fact,  that  the  Letters  were 
written  by  a  real  Spanish  clergyman. 
The  Editor  of  this  Journal  has  also  the 
fullest  assurance  and  belief  that  the 
Letters  are  the  faithful  memoirs  of  the 
individual  who  so  much  honoured  him 
by  his  oommunications,  as  far  as  his 
chararter  and  the  events  of  his  life  can 
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gery  by  smother  link :  they  are  chiefly 
concerning  the  poor,  that  large  portion 
of  our  fellow-creaturea  of  whom  the 
rich  think  so  little,  and  Heaven  thinki 
so  much  ;  and  of  tiie  cottage-poor  like- 
wise, among  whom  poverty  generally 
wean  its  most  patient  and  least  repul- 
siye  form.  Each  of  these  tales  is  a 
tale  of  suffering,  but  of  suflering  sa 
sweetly  borne,  and  often  so  delight- 
fully consoled,  so  unexpectedly  oon* 
yerted  in^  Joy,  that  the  heart  is  pain- 
ed only  ai  far  as  is  good  for  it,  and 
is  pleased  in  that  still  higher  degree 
of  sympathy  which  binds  man  to  man, 
in  all  that  essentially  concerns  hit  mor* 
tal  being,  whatever  may  be  the  acci- 
dental dUlfecence  in  outward  circum- 
stances. Every  way  creditable,  indeed, 
to  the  feelings  of  the  author  it  this  vol- 
ume (  he  has  studied  the  human  heart, 
and  the  face  of  nature  with  equal  at<» 
tention,  as  being  each  the  work  of  the 
same  Almighty  hand.  When  he  de-^ 
scribes  sorrow,  we  feel  purified  by  the 
contemplation  of  it :  when  he  is  com- 
pelled to  delineate  crime,  it  is  as  an  an« 
gel  would  weep  over  it ;  when  he  brings 
Joy  and  love  before  our  eyes,  we  rejoice 
that  life  contains  so  much  of  happiness, 
and  of  happiness,  too,  that  is  utterly 
independent  of  wealth  or  rank.  We 
should  envy  Scottish  manners^  and  Scot<* 
tish  scenery,  that  can  produce  such 
pictures  ci  the  subllmest  virtues  under 
the  humblest  garbs,  of  the  most  delight- 
ful pursuits  and  associations  under  the 
form  of  duties,  did  we  not  feel  that  good« 
ness  and  the  favour  of  Heaven  are  con- 
fined to  no  one  particular  spot,  and  that 
England  also  may  boast  of  her  ^^  Gilbert 
Ainslies,^'  her  "Fanny Raebums,^^ and 
her  families  united  in  parental,  filial, 
and  fraternal  love,  like  "  Abel  Ali» 
son's,'^  at  his  "  Family  Tryst.''  It  is 
difficult  to  particularize  the  best  where 
all  are  good ;  but,  perhaps,  we  may  be 
allowed  to  remark,  that  "  Moss  Bide,'* 
^  BImd  Allen,"  "  Simon  Gray,"  and 
•*  The  Rainbow,"  have  been  perused 
by  us  with  no  little  admiration;  the 
^  Shealing"  is  also  exquisitely  charac» 
leristic  ;  but  we  trust  our  readers  will 
judge  for  themselves,  as  there  is  not  a 
story  in  the  whole  collection  which  does 
not  tend  to  edify  as  well  as  to  delights 
The  rich  may  read  them  to  learn  to  love 
their  poorer  brethren ;  the  poor,  to  re- 
flect on  and  be  thankAil  for  the  many 
sources  oi  happiness,  and  means  of  mo- 
ral improvement,  which  lie  open  to  all 
tUke, 


Halidon  Hill,  a  Dramatic  Sketch 
from  Scottish  History.  By  Sir 
Walter  Scott^  Bart. 

Every  lover  of  poetry  will  hail  the  re- 
turn of  Sir  Walter  Scott  to  the  poetical 
field  of  our  literature  with  enthusiastic 
recollections  and  expectations.  Far 
and  justly  famed  as  die  prose  fictions 
ascribed  to  him  may  be,  many  of  hit 
cicatious  in  verse  mint  hold  an  undying 
reputation  in  our  language.  But  hit 
pepularity  is  such,  that  if  we  were  caa- 
petent  to  describe  the  genius  which  de- 
serves it,  tte  dcseriptiofi  w^owd  be  un- 
necessary. If  the  magiiitade  of  public 
expectation  can  be  perilous  to  the  new 
work  of  a  well-known  writer^  the  pre- 
sent poem  comes  out  in  the  fullest  ex- 
posure to  that  peril.  PeAapft,  alsoii  sn 
additionally  trying  hiterest  is  excited  by 
the  title  of  thil  work  being  a  Dramatic 
Sketch,  since  it  may  seem  to  amiomee 
flie  versatile  genius  of  Scott  to  be  fry- 
hig  its  powers  in  a  new  path  ef  poetry. 
the  author,  however,  though  he  has 
given  both  the  title  and  external  shape 
ef  a  drama  to  ^  Halidon  Hill,"  has  evi- 
dently made  no  serious  attempt  to  m^ 
hue  it  with  the  strict  spirit  ef  the  drama. 
K  is,  in  fact,  essentiaUy  less  dramatic 
than  many  of  his  narrative  works.  It 
is  probably  known,  also^  to  many,  that 
this  poem  is  rather  a  fortuitous  dfert  of 
his  pen,  than  one  in  which  he  had  pro- 
posed to  come  forward  with  new  elains 
to  poetical  celebrity.  The  piece  is  short 
in  comparison  with  those  fonner  works 
on  which  his  fisme  as  a  poet  mainly 
rests.  It  has  novelty  of  blank  verse ; 
its  plan  is  simple  and  lucid :  it  is  stamp- 
ed with  his  accustomed  pictureflNg[uene88 ; 
but  it  has  neiflier  the  spirit-stirring  fer- 
vour nor  surprisiiiff  situations  and  inci- 
dents that  electrified  us  in  the  higher 
passages  of  his  former  poetry ;  fliere  is 
no  variety  of  scene  but  a  transitioB  fWmi 
the  Scottish  to  the  English  army ;  and 
our  interest  is  limited  to  sympathy  with 
flie  gallant  young  Gordon^  who,  on  the 
eve  of  battle,  meets  the  brave  oM  Alan 
Swinton.  the  enemy  of  the  Gerdan  dan, 
forgives  him  from  a  generous  impulse  of 
teid  in  the  common  cause  of  Sootlasd, 
and  an  admiration  of  the  veleran^s  cha- 
racter. They  both  fall  in  an  enterprise 
of  forlorn  hope,  which  they  make  to 
save  the  Scottish  army. 

Any  splendid  or  highly  touching  pas- 
sage we  confess  ourselves  unable  to 
<tu6te,  but  the  ChnrdonH  descriptioii  of 
his  mistress  is  pleasingly  gaUaat. 
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^^  O  (kM  4uilt  tee  ito  fsirast  gnu» 
aadhoiioitr 
bi  mf  BUiabtth  f  ftad  if  nnuac  touch 


AiMmi.  It  did  tefoM  diiMton  hU 
ttrtnaed  mt, 

Satt  Iradi  eacb  tad  re»cmbimii«e  to 

oUition, 
Ovarii  tk<m  towKkgentleneMof  ftel* 

That  gncr  siiall  bare  ite  iwMtneti, 

Wh«  but  the 
Xaowt  tlie  wild  karpmgt  of  Mr  uatiTe 


^Vhetber  the^  ioU  the  shepherd  on  hit 

hill, 
Ot  wake  the  kuight  to  battte^Hroute  to 


Or  atoCbe  to  tadaea— the  can  touch 

each  mood. 
^tkkctM  uid  ttatetmen,  chieft  teaowa'd 


And  paj^jMUrM  baidt,  coutead  which 

thaU  thefint 
Aad  dMMoett  homage  reader  to  the  ca- 

cfaaalreti. 

Swm^  Ton  tpeak  her  talent  brayeljr. 

Oer.  Though  you  tuiile, 

Idoaot^eakithalf.    Her  gift  aeatire 

New  meaiittet  addt  to  everjr  air  th^ 

waket, 
Varyhkg  and  giftdng   it  with  liquid 

tweetneti 
Like  the  wild  modulation  of  the  lark. 
Now  leaying^now  returning  to  the  ttrain. 
To  listen  to  her  is  to  seem  to  wander 
IntoaM  cadianted  labyrinth  of  romance, 
IVhcnce  nothing  but  the  lovely  Cairy^s 

^      ^^ 

Who  woTe  the  ipell  can  extricate  the 

wanderer. 
Melhinkt  I  hear  her  now. 

Swin,  Blest  privilep 

Of  youth !  Tliete  ^t  scarce  three  minutes 

to  decide 
Twixt  death  and  life,  Hwixt  triumph 

and  defeat ; 
Tet  all  hit  thou^^tt  are  in  bit  lady^s 

bower, 
listfTBing  her  harpii^g.^^^— - 

Clkft.  BjJ.6.Feree?al,Charles. 
ton.  United  States. 

When  we  take  up  our  pen  to  notice  a 
work  fiton  the  other  side  of  the  Atlan<> 
tic,  we  feel  none  oi  that  splenetic  ill- 
homour  which  seizes  on  some  writers  in 
this  country  at  the  very  name  of  Ame- 
rica. Fortunately  their  diatribes  are 
not  esteemed  oracular  among  a  people 
that  now,  more  than  at  any  formet  pe- 


riod, tlank  and  judge  fcr  themielvet ; 
and  the  impression  they  make  is  ia 
consequence  of  very  little  moment.  The 
principal  evil,  however,  it  that  they  low- 
er the  character  of  our  literature  in  the 
eyet  of  Ibreignert,  and  let  aU  the  world 
see-»what  ini|^t  as  well  have  been  kept 
in  the  back-ground— that  falsehood  and 
narrow-mindednett  are  too  rile  among 
as.  For  our  own  parts,  we  can  lo<^ 
forward  and  conceive  that  English  lite- 
rature may  receive  important  additions 
to  itt  glory  when  America  is  mature  in 
years  and  population,  and  her  citizens 
can  divert  their  attention  from  the  arts 
necessary  to  life  towards  those  which 
contribute  to  its  embellishment.  This 
time  will  by  and  by  come,  and  with  the 
advantage  of  a  literature  ready  formed 
to  their  hands,  we  are  Justified  in  ex- 
pecting much  that  is  excellent  from 
them.    Foreigners  of  a  different  lan- 

Sage  will  seldom  ask  whether  an  Eng- 
b  book  is  written  by  a  native  of  one 
country  or  the  other ;  for  good  writers 
belong  more  to  the  language  than  to  the 
nation,  and  an  addition  to  the  glory  of 
American  literature  will  be  an  addition 
to  our  own.  The  literary  labours  of 
tiie  two  nations  will  be  rarely  separate 
ed  but  by  themselves.  To  the  immor- 
tal lahouri  of  BHtish  genius  America  ia 
heir,  and  she  will  no  doubt  set  a  due 
value  on  her  mighty  inheritance.  Ill, 
therelbre,  does  it  become  men  of  let- 
ters, British  or  American,  to  slander 
and  defame  their  respective  couatriet. 
The  present  work,  which  we  have 
too  long  delayed  noticing,  is  the  first  of 
a  series  which  are  contemplated  to  suc- 
ceed it  at  intervals,  -  as  the  materials 
sufficiently  accumulate.^'  It  is  a  poet- 
ical miscellany,  and  contains  much 
verse  which  affords  a  pleasing  testimo- 
ny of  the  author's  genius.  We  could 
wish,  however,  that  his  imitations  of 
the  style  and  manner  of  our  own  writ- 
ers hsul  been  fewer.  The  excellencies 
of  the  British  writers,  not  their  manner, 
are  the  proper  models  for  American 
writers  to  study ;  in  other  respects  let 
them  try  for  originality,  following  the 
impulses  of  their  own  thoughts,  and 
aiming  at  novelty  of  subject  and  con- 
centration of  thought.  In  the  present 
Number  we  have  mutations  of  Byron, 
Scott,  Campbell,  and  others,  so  close 
and  obvious  as  to  destroy  our.  interest 
in  reading,  them.  It  would  be  well 
worth  the  consideration  of  Mr.  Perce- 
val ,  whether,  mingling  the  polish  of  his 
style  and  the  fire  which  he  has  caught 
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firom  kit  modelif  be  ooold  not  itrike 
«at  some  rich  and  original  effonon  of 
fancy  which  might  give  him  a  name 
among  m ;  lor  many  of  the  choicest 
'gifts  of  a  poet  he  certainly  possesses : — 
let  him  ^.  There  are  sereral  Tery 
spirited  pieces,  which  breathe  a  manly 
independence,  in  this  Nomber,  and 
much  that  is  tender  and  pathetic.  The 
Ode  to  Athens,  the  nayal  ode,  and 
others,  are  well  conceiTed,  bnt  their 
being  imitations  deprrres  us  of  pleas- 
ure in  their  perusal.  The  lines  to  the 
HoiMfonia  CenilM  are  very  sweet ;  and 
the  picture  of  Catskill  makes  us  wish 
to  hare  a  peep  at  it.  The  followmg 
description  of  Consumption  u  a  speci- 
men of  the  author^s  manner  in  one  of 
his  most  interesting  pieces : — 

^^  O !  there  is  a  sweetness  in  beauty^s 
close. 
Like  the  perfume  scenting  the  witherM 

rose; 
For  a  nameless  charm  around  her  plays, 
And  her  eyes  are  kindled  with  hallowed 

rajrs, 
And  a  veil  of  spotless  punty 
Has  mantled  her  cheek  with  its  heav- 
enly dye. 
Like  a  cloud  whereon  the  Queen  of 

Night 
Has  ponr'd  her  softest  tint  of  li§^t  \ 
And  there  is  a  blending  of  white  and 

'  blue, 
Where  the    purple  blood   is  melting 

through 
The  snow  of  her  pale  and  tender  cheek ; 
And  there  are  tones,  that  sweetly  speak 
Of  a  spirit  that  longs  for  a  purer  day. 
And  is  ready  to  wing  her  flight  away.*' 
The  Remains  of  Henry  Kirke 
White.    Vol.  m. 

The  afleT'thaughii  of  editors  are  sel- 
dom happy  ones :  they  begin  by  giving 
the  public  the  best  of  their  subjects' 
productions,  and  end  by  giving  them 
the  worst,  lliis  volume  does  its  pom- 
bU  to  undo  the  &vourable  impression 
which  the  tender  melancholy,  the  af- 
fecting imagery,  and  the  contemplative 
depth  of  Henry  Kirke  White's  poetry 
have  made  upon  his  numerous  readers. 
We  have  in  the  preface  a  common- 
place sort  of  account  of  Henry^s  con- 
version, or  regeneration,  or,  to  use  a 
common  phrase  that  will  be  more  gen- 
erally understood,  turning  evangelical. 
The  few  letters  that  are  given  from  his 
pen,  are  written  in  the  style  of  com- 
placent self-abasement  and  unconscious 
egotism,  mixed  with  a  due  portion  of 


gloomy  and  contracted  yiewt  of  the 
goodness  of  God,  and  flie  destiny  of 
man,  which  pecoliarly  belong  to  the 
sect  so  designating  themselves;  and 
the  Poetry  and  Essays  are  a  ^  lot  of 
sundries,"  to  use  the  auctioneen' 
phrase,  consisting  of  beginnings  which 
the  author  evidently  did  not  think  it 
worth  while  to  end,  and  of  middles  to 
which  he  had  never  had  resolution  to 
put  a  beginning.  Nor  let  it  be  thought, 
lor  a  moment,  that  in  speaking  thus  of 
the  present  volume,  we  under-rate  the 
heaven-bom  genius,  the  modest  worth, 
the  unassuming  lowliness  of  its  author, 
whom,  had  he  never  written  any  thing 
beyond  his  ^^  Lines  on  an  early  Prim- 
rose," so  characteristic  of  himself,  we 
should  esteem  and  venerate :  no ;  we 
only  blame  the  ill-«dvised  aeal,  or  the 
still  more  reprehensible  principle  of 
book-making  in  its  editor,  iHio  can  thus 
present  us  with  all  the  dregs  of  a  mind 
like  Henry  Kirke  White's,  disturbed  as 
it  was,  in  its  purity  and  tranquillity,  by 
the  gloomy  doctrines  which  were  fcrced 
on  his  morbid  sensibility,  and  that,  §x 
a  time,  obscured  the  brightness  of  the 
intellect,  which,  had  he  survived  the 
eflects  of  his  overstrained  ezertioos  in 
study,  would  doubtless  have  dispelled 
of  itself  the  clouds  thus  cast  over  it 

Europe  and  America  in  1821; 
with  an  Elxamioation  of  the  Plan 
laid  before  the  Cortes  of  Spain 
for  the  Recognition  of  the  Inde- 
pendence .  of  Soutli  America. — 
Translated  from  the  French  of 
the  AbM:  de  Pradt,  bj  J.  D.  Wil- 
liams. 

The  political  interests  and  relations 
of  the  whole  civilized  world  are  dis- 
cussed in  these  volumes.  The  subjects 
are,  therefore,  as  mij^t  be  expected, 
too  numerous  to  be  drawn  into  any 
thing  like  a  comprehensive  conspectus, 
and  we  can  only  attempt  to  give  a 
specimen  of  the  writer's  opinions  with- 
out entering  on  the  chain  of  inductions 
by  which  they  are  maintained.  He 
contemplates  ihe  result  of  the  great 
struggle  which  has  overthrown  the 
power  of  France,  as  having  only  shift- 
ed the  balance  of  power  to  a  quarter 
(namely,  the  Eastern  part  of  the  Con- 
tinent) from  which  European  indepen- 
dence and  liberty  must  still  continue  to 
be  threatened.  The  seat  of  power  once 
extended  from  the  Ocean  to  the  Elbe 
and  the  Saiga ;  it  is  now  in  the   East 
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of  Europe,  and  extendi  fram  the  Elbe 
to  SSberiMLWad  Turkey.  There,  thiee 
great  powers  matnaUy  fapportia;  each 
other,  4UM1  alwaji  reedy  with  1,500,000 
ba jenete  te  engage  in  a  Ke  IomT,  have 
thrown  over  Eon^  a  net  of  iron,  and 
oppooed  to  it  a  mau  ai  inaooesiihie  as 
immoveajUe.  In  the  elementi  of  the 
power  of  tfaete  ttalea  we  diicoTer  prin- 
ciples of  strength  and  dorability  far  sn« 
perior  to  those  of  Napoleon :  Uieir  ter- 
ritories contain  within  themselTes  ma- 
terials ibr  war  &r  exceeding  those  to  be 
foond  in  more  •oothem  countries :  iron, 
wood,  cattle,  horses,  lo  scarce  and  es- 
pensiTe  in  the  west  and  ■outhem  parte 
of  Eorope,  abound  in  the  north  and 
cast  Of  hones,  one  of  the  principal 
sinews  of  war,  ttie  soath  of  Europe  is 
deprived.  Napoleon  left  his  cavalry  in 
Russia,  and  he  could  not  easily  replace 
it.  This  all-powerful  coalition  has  im- 
posed upon  Europe  a  dictatorship ;  not, 
indeed,  one  idiidi  dethrones  and  disin- 
berite  like  Napoleon^  but  one  which 
ndes  with  a  iar  more  powerful  suprem- 
acy. To  see  this  it  is  only  necessary 
te  dbserre  flie  parte  played  by  all  other 
states. — ^What  can  they  do  ?— E^land 
is,  indiTidually,  nothiiu^  on  the  Conti- 
nent, and  is  (tiyested  of  all  direct  con- 
tinental influence— excluded  from  it  by 
her  own  allies  as  effectually  as  Napo- 
leon could  haTO  wished.  France  is  iso- 
lated from  the  rest  of  the  Continent  by 
a  chain  of  fortifications  extending  from 
Ostend  te  Basle,  which  will  render 
aa  egress  from  her  own  stetes  difficult 
But  eren  amidst  the  ttiree  powers,  Rus- 
m,  Austria,  and  Prussia,  to  whom  the 
balance  of  European  power  has  been 
transfeired,  the  Abbe  insiste  that  there 
remains  but  one  power  alone  which  can 
be  called  a  truly  independent  stete, 
master  of  ite  own  actions,  fearless  for 
what  it  possesses  or  what  it  does,  Tiri- 
fyinr  the  other  states  by  ite  support,  in- 
timidatiiy  them  by  ite  defection,  and 
atrei^^ened  by  ite  distance,  climate, 
and  isolation.  Europe  has  every  thing 
to  dreatd  from  the  civilization  of  fifty 
milljons  of  hardy  and  submissive  sulh- 
jecti,  and  from  their  initiation  into  all 
the  European  sciences.  Such  is  the 
Colossus  which  an  age  of  systematic 
labours  and  aggrandisement  has  form- 
ed in  the  Nortti — such  is  the  result  of 
the  Russian  campaign,  and  of  the  in- 
considerate haste  with  which  the  Con- 
tinent threw  itself  into  the  arms  of  this 
Ibnaidable  arenger.    The  rejoicings  of 


Europe  at  the  fall  of  N^leon  resemble 
those  of  the  Grecian  cities  when  Rome 
delivered  them  from  the  yoke  of  Philip. 
One  of  the  best  of  our  author's  chapters 
is  on  the  constitutional  spirit  obviously 
pervading  Europe  in  18S1. 
.  ^^  The  public  mind  of  Europe  is  now 
tvidently  turned  towards  the  discus- 
sioB  of  constitutional  systems,  as  it  was 
in  the  sixteenth  century  to  religious 
questions.  In  the  present  day  it  is  not 
more  possible  to  divert  it,  than  it  was 
then  to  make  the  human  mind  lose 
sight  of  the  pointe  of  religious  contro- 
versy that  had  arisen.  There  is  a  sea- 
son for  all  things :  to  oppose  this  spirit 
when  it  declares  itself  is  fruitless,  be- 
cause it  is  thwarting  the  course  of  Na- 
ture, a  thing  always  vUimately  as  im- 
possible, as  to  stop  the  course  of  the 
seasons  or  the  sap  which  Nature  sete  in 
motion  to  produce  her  fruite  and  flow- 
ers. What  is  the  principle  of  this 
spirit,  and  fhe  exciter  of  ite  progress  ? 
It  is  civilisation.  With  respect  to  this 
civilization,  we  are  witoesses  of  a  great 
and  fatal  error  on  the  part  of  govern; 
mente.  They  array  one  part  of  their 
powers  against  the  resulte  of  this  civili- 
zation, which,  with  the  other  part,  and 
with  the  most  praiseworthy  seal,  they 
endeavour  to  propagate.  Private  indi- 
viduals do  the  same.  Both  one  and 
the  other  are  seen  filling  the  temple  of 
the  arte  with  their  offerinn,  in  ord^r  to 
obtain  from  their  presidmg  Deity  the 
object  of  their  fondest  wishes— civiliza- 
tion. But  when  ite  bounties  have  dif- 
fused intelligence,  and  begotten  a  na- 
tural desire  m  the  general  mind  to  be 
associated  with  the  ruling  power,  and 
to  partake  in  the  management  of  their 
own  affairs,  then  ttie  scene  is  changed : 
then  come  procrastination,  avowed  op- 
position to  the  righte  whidi  men's  eyes 
have  been  opened  to  see  belonging  to 
them ;  and  accusations  against  civiliza- 
tion itself  are  accompanied  with  the 
names  Rebellion,  Jacobinism,  Liberal- 
ism, and  others  of  the  same  manufac- 
ture, which  are  coarsely  and  ignoraat- 
ly  applied  to  a  movement  of  the  human 
mind  affecting  the  best  intereste  of  the 
world." 

Switzerland.  By  L.  Simond- 
2  vols.  8yo. 

These  volumes  are  full  of  solid  in- 
formation, communicated  in  an  agreea- 
ble though  unadorned  style.  The  au- 
thor is,  we  believe,  an  American,  and 
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HMMtee  ■Mftm  or  ftd,  mtlwr  tiAa 
flvwen  of  fiuicf,  wo  to  be  looked  ibr  m 
]iJ9peget«  Hiioccoiiiitoff^eUeiiborg*t 
School  of  Iwtuftnr  et  Hofwjl,  luid  of 
Hie  systOBU  of  Pestalooi  and  Pere  Oo* 
nurd,  are  ipeclmefts  of  his  importialityi| 
at  it  kis  character  of  Madame  de  Stael, 
agreeing  ai  it  exactly  doee  in  eoentiale 
with  that  delineated  of  her  by  Madamo 
de  Sanirare,  her  ooasin,  of  his  diaoem* 
Ment.    The  fint  Tolnme  of  lui  work 


co^ay■^»>■aecb^liftofhi•to^^lhw^^h 
and  roMdence  in  Swilielland,  dmiog 
Ike  xean  1819,  161A,  1819;  aahiHw 
kaliketdh,  ae  ke  aodeitly  tenat  it,  of 
the  aianaeiB  and  caatenM  of  anant 
and  modetn  Helretia,  in  wkiek  tiie 
drjneee  of  political  traneactlont  ii 
jaeatingly  and  iMefnlljr  Taried  h|r  verf 
jndioiont  reflections  on  tke  caasetaa4 
efftcti  of  tke  oTOirti  nattated. 
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Ths  Hermit  in  the  Country  is  about 
to  publish  a  Fourth  Volume  of  his  amus- 
mg  Sketches. 

*^  Pe^eril  of  the  Peak^  is  announced 
as  iorUicoming  from  the  Author  of  Wa- 
verley.  Sir  Walter  Scott,  it  is  said. 
passed  pome  time  in  Derbyshire  last 
year,  collectiag  materials. 

A  new  Poem  is  shortly  expected  irom 
the  pen  of  Lord  Br  no  v. 

Mr.  Jonn  Hvm  will  shortly  publish 
**  The  Vision  of  Judgment,"  by  QucTe- 
do  Redi^ivus ;  siucgested  by  the  com- 
position of  Mr.  iouthey,  so  entitled. 
We  understand  this  production  is  Irom 
thepen  of  Lord  Btrov. 

Tlie  Remains  of  the  late  XjsExAnmB. 
LuthRoss,  a.  M.  of  Aberdeen.  With 
n  Memoir  of  his  Life,  is  nearly  ready 
for  publication.  This  Tolume  will  con- 
tain the  Literary  Remains  of  a  young 
man,  distinguished  for  talents,  piety, 
and  extensive  attainments  in  geneial 
knowledge,  especially  in  Oriental  Lite- 
rature. 

An  EncyclopiBdia  of  Agriculture  is 
preparing  for  publication,  on  the  plan 
of  Mr.  Loudon^s  ^^  Encgrclopcdia  of 
Gardening.*' 

Caftaiv  Mavbt,  author  of  ^^ThO 
Means  of  saving  Persons  from  Ship- 
wreck^** kas  nearly  ready  fer  publica- 
tion, A  Journal  of  a  Voyage  to  Green* 
land,  in  the  year  1821,  with  Graphic 
Illustrations.    In  1  vol.  4to. 

A  new  NoTel,  entitled  Osmond,  by 
Ike  Author  of  ^^  The  Favourite  of  Na- 
ture,*' will  shortly  be  published. 

Mr.  WiLSOV,  teacher  of  Dancing  and 
author  of  several  Works  on  Dancing, 


tias  now  m  the  press«  The  Danciad,  or 
Dancer*s  Monitor ;  being  a  descripti?e 
Sketch,  hi  Verse,  of  the  diflerent  Stylet 
and  Methods  oi  Dancing  QnadriUet, 
Waltxes.  Country  Dances,  Reels,  kc, 
&c.  as  frequently  practised  at  varioos 
Public  Balls  and  Assemblies ;  alio  on 
the  pretensions  of  certain  Profesion 
and  Teachers  of  Dancing  to  that  title ; 
also  on  the  mode  of  Admission  to,  aod 
the  method  of  conducting,  certain 
Rooms,  called  Academies  lor  Dancing, 
kc,  &c. 

Mr.  Waltkr  WiLftov  has  in  Qie 
press,  The  Life  and  Times  of  Daniel 
Delbe,  with  an  Account  of  his  Writingi, 
and  Anecdotes  of  several  of  his  Cmi- 
iemporaries. 

Mr.  Tboxas  NiMTALf.  will  soon  pub- 
lish, Travels  into  the  Arkansa  Territo- 
ry, with  Observations  on  the  Mannen 
of  the  Aborigines ;  illustrated  by  a  Map 
and  other  Engravings. 

The  Rev.  H.  C.  0*Dovxoobvs  is 
printing,  in  an  8vo  volume,  Academic 
Lectures  on  Subjects  connected  with 
the  History  of  Modem  Europe, 

The  Rev.  JovAxaur  Waltov,  rec- 
tor of  Birdbrook,  has  two  vols,  of  Ser- 
mons in  the  press. 

The  History  and  Antiquities  of  Lewes, 
by  the  Rev.  T.  Horsfieui  and  J.  W. 
WooLLOAR,  with  the  Natural  History 
of  the  District,  by  G.  Mavtsll.  will 
soon  appear  in  a  4to  volume,  wito  nu- 
merous lithographic  prints. 

The  Rev.  Jajibs  Jovcft  will  won 
publish,  m  an  8vo  volume,  A  Treatise 
on  Love  to  God,  considered  as  the  per- 
fection of  Christian  Morals. 
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CUMMINGS  &  BILLIARD  have  just  published  tlio 

last  volume  of  a  course  of  Mathematics,  designed  for  the  use  of  ibo 
students  of  the  University  at  Cambridge,  N.  E.  The  several  part*  of 
this  course  are  as  follows,  viz.: — 

Lacroix's  Arithmetic,  translated,  with  such  alterations 
and  additions  as  are  found  necessary,  in  order  to  adapt  it  to  the  use  <  i 
the  American  student. 

Euler's  Algebra,  select  parts,  comprehending  Simple  ai.i! 
Quadratic  Equations,  together  with  a  copious  collection  of  Quest! or> 
These  two  parts  constitute  the  preparatory  studies  requisite  for  ad- 
mission to  the  University. 

Lacroix's  Algebra,  translated,  with  a  few  alterations  aiul 
additions. 

Legendre^s  Geometry,  translated,  with  an  Introductl«»r. 
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Analytic  Geometry,  or  a  Treatise  on  Plane  and  Spheric  J 
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The  several  parts  of  the  ahove  course  of  Mathematics  are  sold  soj«,. 
rately.  It  is  complete  without  the  selection  from  Euler^s  Algc^r 
These  are  enjoined  upon  the  candidates  for  admission  to  the  Universiit 
on  account  of  the  many  instructive  examples  they  contain. 

There  will  shortly  he  added  to  the  above  course  an  Introduction  \ 
the  Differential  and  Integral  Calculus,  or  ihe  Doctrine  of  Fluxion 
designed  for  an  extra  class  in  the  University. 

CuMMmcs  &  HoxiARD  propose  soon  to  commence  publi^f 
ing  a  Treatise  upon  Natural  Philosophy  and  Astronomy,  prepared  >» 
the  editor  of  the  above,  and  adapted  to  the  same  class  of  student's. 

They  have  also  just  published  a  second  and  much  iv 
proved  edition  of  CIeavelan<rs  Mineralogy,  and  Geology,  in  two  \  • 
umes,  with  Plates  and  a  Geological  Map,  five  dollars  and  fifty  cet. 
Also  a  new  edition  of  Walker's  Rhetorical  Grammar,  and  of  \N  i 
cester'fl  Elements  of  Ancient  and  Modern  Geography,  which  is  mu- 
improved  as  will  be  seen  by  the  Preface. 

They  have  nearly  ready  few  publication,  a  new  edition   « 
Worcester's  Universal  Gazetteer,  very  much  improved,  including  v 
late  census,  adapted  to  the  present  state  of  the  political  and  geo^rtt  | 
cal  world,  two  volumes.     Locke's  Essay  Abridged  for  Schools,    .« 
Academies,  in  Press.     A  Greek  and  English  Lexicon  on  the  bsi«2^  . 
the  well  known  Lexicon  of  Schrevelius  ;  to  be  printed  at  the  Unit  * 
sity  Press  in  Cambridge,  upon  a  new  type  and  good  paper,  and  put  ' 
subscribers  neatly  bound  at  four  dollars  seventy-five  cents. 
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THE  GAXXERT   OF  AP£LLES.* 

C(»aABus  rote  early,  and  after  the  first  salatation  to  his  host,  passed 
the  momiiig  divided  between  reflections  on  his  dream  and  his  anticipa- 
tions of  seeing  Stratonice.  The  appointed  hour  at  length  came,  and  he 
foand  himself  with  Erasistratns  in  the  royal  garden.  It  was,  in 
troth,  not  so  laxarions  as  that  of  the  roluptuary  prince  of  Corcyra. 
The  spri)^  and  autamn  did  not  meet  there  to  minister  at  once  to  every 
sense,  by  presenting  the  olive  and  the  vine  in  every  stage,  from 
fragniBt  blossoming  to  luscious  maturity.  But  still  art  and  nature 
were  liberal  of  embellishment  to  the  garden  of  Seleucus:  the  former 
adorned  it  with  images  of  gods  and  goddesses,  and  heroes,  muses, 
graces,  oreads,  and  dryads,  sculptured  in  living  marble,  by  the  masters 
of  the  Grecian  chisel :  and  nature  enriched  it  not  only  with  every 
variety  of  shrub  and  flower,  but  with  the  most  perfect  emanation  of 
her  mysterious  skill — the  fair  Stratonice.  Combabus  at  any  other  time 
iroald  have  loitered  with  delight  among  the  objects  by  which  he  was 
sorrouided ;  but  his  whole  soul  was  rapt  in  the  vision  of  loveliness 
now  realized  before  him.  Stratonice  and  her  suite  were  still  at  some 
distance.  Combabus  felt  exalted  and  inspired,  rather  than  agitated,  as 
she  approached.  She  was  conversing  with  those  about  her  in  so  low 
a  voice  that  her  words  did  not  distinctly  reach  him.  But  be  caught 
the  tones  of  that  voice,  so  soft  and  bland,  and  light  and  musical,  that 
they  still  vibrated  on  the  ear  after  she  had  ceased  to  speak.  Comba- 
bus recognized,  as  she  drew  nearer,  the  liqvM  lustre  of  her  eyes,  the 
ciinsoned  efflorescence  that  delicately  tinged  her  cheeks,!  the  smiles 
pbyii^  about  her  mouth,  and  that  graceful  bending  of  her  exquisitely 
moulded  neck,  in  which  she  alone  of  the  daughters  of  earth  resembled 
the  goddess  of  beauty.  Her  hair  was  gathered  with  artful  negligence 
under  a  small  tiara,  from  which  it  descended  in  a  cluster  of  ringlets. 
Her  drapery  moved  loosely  and  lightly  on  the  breeze  with  the  mo- 
tion of  her  limbs,  but  sufficiently  constricted  to  trace  the  moving  out- 
line of  her  form.  She  wore  sandals  tied  with  cerulean  bands,  which 
mingled  their  kindred  tints  with  the  blue  veins  that  streaked  her 
snowy  ankles,  and  the  external  section  above  her  left  ankle  was  dis- 
played nearly  to  the  knee,  by  a  silver  porp^^  from  which  the  lower 
extremity  of  her  robe  fell  divided,  giving  a  finish  to  the  beauty  of  her 
figure,  and  facility  to  her  step.J  It  was  now  three  years  since  the  ad- 
venture of  Apelles — Stratonice  in  that  time  had  become  a  little  more 
ample  than  the  Apellean  Venus.  She  somewhat  resembled,  in  form, 
the  celebrated  Ceres,  yet  virgin  of  Proserpine§;  but  in  her  brow,  her 
eyes,  her  lips,  her  neck,  she  was  still  the  Venus  of  Apelles. 
■  ■  ■ 
*  Continaed  from  page  116. 

t  I  think  it  is  one  of  the  commentaton  on  Lucian^  who  in  a  note  mcntioni  the 
delicate  tinting  of  thii  ^'  rubor  eJHorueerui*'*  of  the  cheek  of  beauty,  as  one  of  the 
many  excellencies  of  Apelles,  and  as  particolarly  admired  in  his  celebrated  Po- 
taie.  Lacian  himself,  adopting  the  image  from  Homer,  whom  he  calls  ^^  the  best 
of  painters,  even  in  the  presence  of  ApeUes  and  Euphranor,^^  compares  it  to  ivory 
purple-stained.— (Translator.) 
t  This  trait  of  Greek  costume  is  preserved  by  Mademoiselle  D.  the  Phedr^  and 

Hermione  of  the  French  theatre,  with  all  the  grace  and  beauty  of  the  antique. 

(Trans.) 

I  A  channing  %ure  of  "  the  Tiigin  Ceres**  has  descended  to  us  from  antiquity. 
It  is  considered  a  model  of  taste,  for  purity  of  ibrm,  and  for  the  truth  and  JlnuBs 
Vol.  IV.  No.  21.-1832.  C  ft 
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Erasistratus  and  Combabus  knelt  as  tbe  qaeen  passed  them.  She 
received  their  homage  with  a  friendly  smile  to  Erasistratus,  and  a 
gracious  hal^earching  glance  at  Combabus.  ^^  Now,''  said  Erasiitn- 
tu9,  ^^  our  presence  is  dispensed  with,  and  we  may  walk  the  garden." 
^^  Who  ?''  said  Combabus,  still  kneeling  and  not  hearing  a  word  of  the 
doctor's  proposal  to  walk  the  garden — ^^^who  is  that  happy  mortal 
on  whom  she  smiles?"  ^^That,"  said  Erasistratus,  ^^is  ^le  co|fft- 
poet — ^you  perceive  a  female  attendant  gathers  from  some  of  the 
flowers  on  the  queen's  path  scraps  of  writing,  and  presents  tliem  to 
her.  They  are  compliments  supposed  to  be  addressed  to  her  by  the 
flowers  to  which  they  were  respectively  attached,  and  for  wliich  the 
poet  is  rewarded  with  those  enviable  smiles." — ^^  Blessed  as  the  im- 
mortal gods  is  he,"  said  Combabus,  interrupting  him  with  a  veise  of 
one  of  Sappho's  odes.  ^^  A  cask  of  wine,"  continued  the  doctor,  ^^  a 
pension,  and  the  ridicule  of  the  whole  court,  but  particularly  of  the 
royal  Seleucus."  "  Who,"  said  Combabus,  "  is  that  nymph-like 
figure  to  whom  the  queen  listens  with  so  much  interest? — and  mark, 
the  divine  Stratonice  looks  this  way."  ^^That,"  said  Erasistratus,  ^^isa 
young  Greek  girl  arrived  within  the  last  three  days,  to  entertain  the 
queen  by  her  talents  in  music."  Tliis  attendant  approached  them  as 
they  spoke — ^it  was  Leucolene.  ^'  You  wonder,"  said  she,  ^^  O  Com- 
babus, to  see  me  here,  and  perhaps  accuse  me  of  having  but  partially 
rendered  my  confidence  for  yours ;  but  I  wished  to  procure  you  the 
pleasure  of  a  surprise — perhaps,  also,  to  prove  myself  your  friend. 
You  are  commanded,  CKErasistratus,  to  attend  the  queen."  They  ac- 
cordingly presented  them^lves  once  more  before  Stratonice.  ^  Erasis- 
tratus," said  she,  ^'  the  king  tmd-l  would  gladly  hear  the  news  which 
this  young  traveller  brings  from  Greece."  Seleucus  lumself,  who  had 
just  returned  from  the  chace  of  wild  beasts,  now  entered  the  garden, 
and  joined  the  royal  party.  He  took  ofi'his  helmet  to  salute  the  queen, 
whom  he  still  loved — though  married  to  her  three  years  I  Ais  imme- 
diate attendants  knelt  down  to  receive  the  helmet  of  the  king.  Com- 
babus, taking  advantage  of  their  posture  and  preliminary  ceremonial, 
took  the  helmet  directly  from  the  king's  band.  A  murmur  of  loyal 
horror  was  heard  from  the  courtiers.  ^^  You  kneel,"  said  Combabus, 
^^  to  receive  the  helmet  of  the  king  of  Upper  Asia ;  I  stand  erect  to 
receive  that  of  the  conqueror  of  Asia  and  comrade  of  Alexander.-' 
^^  And  in  token  that  I  am  pleased  with  you,"  said  Seleucus,  ^^  receive 
my  hand,  and  feast  with  me  at  the  palace  to-day."  The  courtiers  were 
all  mute  in  an  instant,  not  excepting  even  the  poet,  who  was  the  great- 
est talker  in  Antioch.  Seleucus  was  of  the  heroic  stature,  with  which 
he  united  a  martial  air  and  nobleness  of  demeanour  that  made  friends  of 
all  who  approached  him.  He  was  distinguished  among  the  captains  of 
Alexander,  not  only  for  his  courage  and  conduct,  but  for  his  corporeal 

with  which  the  drapery  is  executed.  The  head  has  a  yirginal  character  of  lim- 
plicity  aad  beauty,  which  hat  induced  some  personi  to  take  it  for  the  moie  Clio. 
May  it  not  have  been  the  sight  of  this  statue  in  the  Vatican,  during  his  trayels  ia 
Italy,  that  suggested  to  Milton  his  comparison  of  Eve  to 

Ceres  in  her  prime, 

Tet  virgin  of  Proserpind  from  Jove. 
I  have  adopted  part  of  these  words,  because  they  literally  tranilate  the  Greek^ 
..and  because  they  are  Milton^s.«-(Trans.) 
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strength.  His  helmet  on,  he  looked  under  fiHj  yean  of  age ;  but,  his 
head  uncovered,  be  seemed  rather  older,  from  the  traces  which  the 
coDstaot  virearing  of  his  heavy  Macedonian  casque  of  polished  steel 
had  worn  upon  his  brow. 

The  court  of  Seleucus  presented  a  somewhat  grotesque  mixture  of 
the  arts  and  elegancies  of  Greece,  the  martial  frankness  of  the  Mace- 
donian camp,  and  the  slavish  pomp  of  a  prince  of  Asia.  He  had, 
kowever,  an  enlightened  judgment,  with  a  decided  taste  for  literature 
and  art,  and,  like  Alexander,  he  maintained  a  correspondence  with  some 
of  the  men. of  genius,  his  contemporaries,  in  Greece.  An  embassy 
from  Athens  was  at  this  time  received  at  his  court,  upon  an  occasion 
which  sheds  equal  lustre  on  his  name  with  his  achievements  in  arms. 
The  Persians,  during  the  memorable  invasion  of  Greece,  had  robbed 
Athens  of  the  revered  statues  of  UarmodiuS*  and  Aristogiton  the  libe- 
rators, who  slew  the  tyrant  Hipparchus,  and  restored  to  Athens  the 
equality  of  the  laws, — ^with  several  other  works  in  sculpture  and  paint- 
ing, and  the  still  greater  treasure  of  those  writings  of  the  learned  and 
the  wise,  which  Pisistratus  had  collected  at  Athens  for  the  instruction 
of  the  people  and  the  glory  of  his  tyranny.  Seleucus  recovered  them 
daring  the  conquest  of  Persia  under  Alexander ;  and  now  that  his  wars 
had  left  him  in  undisturbed  possession  of  Upper  Asia,  wrote  to  the 
Athenians,  generously  requesting  their  acceptance  of  these  illustrious 
spoils,  to  grace  once  more  the  city  of  Minerva.  The  ambassadors 
above-mentioned  came  to  thank  Seleucus  in  the  name  of  Athens ;  and  it 
was  to  the  banquet  given  on  their  arrival  that  Combabus  had  the 
honour  to  be  invited  by  the  king.     ***** 

Combabus  was  conducted  by  Erasistratus  to  the  royal  banquet-room. 
The  guests  were  already  assembled.  After  a  iew  moments  music  was 
heard,  and  the  king  and  queen  advanced  to  a  throne  raised  in  the  centre 
of  a  crescent  formed  by  the  guests.  The  air  was  in  an  instant  charged 
with  the  fragrance  of  burning  incense  and  fresh  flowers.  Slaves 
placed  garlands  upon  the  heads  of -all,  poured  pure  water  upon  their 
hands,  and  gare  to  each  a  cup  of  wine  surmounted  with  flowers.  After  a 
short  pause  of  religious  silence,  each  made  a  libation  to  Jupiter  the  pre- 
server, the  good  genius,  and  the  graces ;  and  the  feast  began.  The  king 
and  queen  did  the  honours  after  ancient  custom.  Seleucus,  according 
to  the  usage,  recorded  by  Homer,  of  the  heroic  age,  sent  to  the  Athenian 
ambassadors  the  most  delicious  portion  of  a  sucking-pig :  and  Stra- 
tonice  sent  to  Erasistratus  and  Combabus  a  salver  of  strawberries  and 
cream,  sweetened,  as  she  graciously  observed,  with  the  honey  of  the 
wild  bees  of  Mount  Hymettus.  The  king's  favour  of  a  portion  of 
sucking-pig  carried  with  it  more  honour  and  distinction,  but  Comba- 
bus has  declared  that  he  never  tasted  any  thing  so  delicious  as  the 
qaeen's  strawberries  and  cream.  Dearly  did  he  pay  for  their  sweet- 
ness. With  this  simple  salver  of  strawberries  and  cream  began  the 
courtier's  envy,  that  poison  of  the  passions,  which  subsequently  did 
him  so  much  wrong.  The  repast  being  concluded,  Stratonice  rose  and 
took  up  the  golden  cup  that  stood  before  Seleucus,  crowned  with 
roses,  of  which  the  leaves  floated  on  the  surface.  Having  lightly 
tinged  her  lips  with  the  purple  fluid,  she  spoke  these  words  :  "  Stra- 
tonice, the  daughter  of  Demetrius  Poliorcetes,  greets  the  Athenian 
ambassadors  with  the  cup  of  King  Seleucus  Nicanor."    A  herald  who 
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8tocd  ready,  received  the  cup  and  bore  it  to  the  ambaflsadon,  who^ 
beginning  with  the  eldest,  (they  were  three,)  drank  to  the  gloiy  of 
Seleucus  and  the  beauty  of  Stratonice.  A  pyramidal  figure  placed 
upon  a  pedestal,  in  the  centre  between  the  kiBg  and  queen  on  the  one 
side  and  the  guests  on  the  other,  and  carefully  yelled  oyer,  was  now 
uncovered  by  concealed  machinery,  which  carried  off  the  covering  out 
of  sight  in  an  instant,  and  the  Athenian  ambassadors  beheld  with  de- 
lighted eyes  the  long-lost  statues  of  Harmodius  and  Aristogiton,  their 
swords  wreathed  in  myrtle,  as  when  they  slew  the  tyrant  of  Athens. 
A  curtain  drawn  on  the  left  hand  of  the  throne  next  displayed  a  splen- 
did theatre.  Leucolene  stood  at  the  front  of  the  stage,  holdii^  her 
lyre ;  and  immediately  behind  her  a  group  of  youths  clad  in  the  garb 
of  Athenian  warriors,  their  swords  concealed  with  myrtle  leaves,  their 
bucklers  resting  close  to  their  bosoms,  in  the  attitude  which  precede* 
the  onset,  and  their  spears  pointing  upwards  in  their  right  hands. 
.  After  a  short  symphony,  Leucolene  sang,  with  the  accompaniment  of 
her  lyre,  one  of  those  simple  songs  of  Harmodius  and  Aristogiton 
which  the  Athenians  loved  in  their  convivial  meetings,  and  were  sung 
even  in  the  grand  Panathenean  procession  of  Minerva  Polias.  The  song 
chosen  on  this  occasion  turned  upon  the  private  wrong  which  chiefly 
moved  Harmodius  to  enter  into  the  conspiracy  against  the  Plsistratida. 
Harmodius  loved,  and  was  beloved  of,  a  young  Athenian  virgin,  who 
surpassed  the  fairest  of  Athens,  and  even  of  Greece,  in  talents  and 
beauty.  When  returning  with  her  mother  from  the  temple  of  Ceres, 
the  young  men  of  Athens  watched,  with  respectful  admiration,  the  casual 
raising  of  her  veil  by  the  breeze ;  and  on  the  following  morning  her 
door  was  hung  with  wreaths  of  flowers,  and  the  trees  growing  before 
her  father's  house  had  inscribed  on  them  by  different  hands  "  Callirhoe 
is  beautiful,  there  is  no  beauty  like  Callirhoe— Callirhoe  is  amiable, 
there  is  no  one  amiable  as  Callirhoe."  Finding  her  one  day  in  tears, 
Harmodius  asked  and  learned  the  cause.  It  was  some  days  before  the 
grand  Panathenean  procession,  in  which  a  select  number  of  Athenian 
virgins,  chosen  for  their  high  rank,  for  those  accomplishments  over 
which  Minerva  presided,  and  for  their  beauty,  which  should  be  so 
bright  as  to  attract  all  eyes,  carried  baskets  of  sacred  sweetmeats, 
fruits,  and  flowers.  All  Athens  named  Callirhoe  for  the  place  of 
honour  in  this  lovely  assemblage  ;  but  the  son  of  Pisistratus  caused 
her  to  be  excluded,  in  order  to  make  room  for  a  vii^n  of  his  own 
family.  ** Weep  not,  my  life  and  soul,"  said  Harmodius:  "although 
you  do  not  bear  the  sacred  fruits  and  flowers,  yet  will  the  Panathenean 
feast  consummate  the  felicity  and  glory  of  us  both."  The  unhappy 
giri,  who  thought  of  no  felicity  or  glory  but  that  of  being  united 
with  her  lover,  and  who  dreaded  that  the  disgrace  of  her  exclusion 
might  alienate  his  affection,  supposed  he  alluded  to  the  ceremony  of 
their  marriage.  But  Harmodius's  thooghte  were  of  sacrificing  the 
tyrant  to  vindicate  his  country  and  his  beloved  one.  He  slew  the 
victim,  but  was  himself  overpowered  by  the  tyrant's  guards.  The 
following  are  the  verses. 

SONG  OF  HARMODIUS. 

Why  wreathes  the  myrtle  round 
The  young  HarmodiuB'  sword  ? 
His  brow  with  myrtle  crown'd. 
Why  imilea  my  bosom's  lord? 
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It  11,  it  is  the  nuptial  hour. 

He  bids  me  to  the  naptial  bower. 
I  come  I  my  love,  I  come.    Oh  !  joj  divine, 
My  virgin  vow,  my  virgin  kiss,  be  thine  ! 

What  doth  the  tyrant  here  ? 
What  breathes  that  bond-slave  in  his  ear  ?* 

Aristogiton  draws  his  sword, 

Harmodius, — ^my  soul^s  adored. — 

They  strike,  they  strike,  the  tyrant  falls, 

*^  To  Athens  Uberty«>  Harmodios  calls. 
Oh !  lovelier  look^st  thou  to  these  eyes,  this  heart. 
As  thus  with  tyrant-blood  besprent  thou  art, 
Than  young  Endymion  on  a  bed  of  roses 
When  on  his  face  fond  Dianas  glance  reposes. 

Ha !  impious  slaves !  they  kill  my  love  ; 
His  life-blood  gushes  from  his  bosom  gored. — 

But  still  to  thee  my  truth  I  prove. 
Thus  dying  with  thee — thus — ^my  souPs  adored. 

Here  she  dropped  lifeless  into  the  arms  of  one  of  the  chorus.  The 
rest  sing  the  paean,  beating  their  bucklers  with  their  lances,  and 
daDciog  the  pjrrhic  dance. 

8ing  we  the  paean  of  the  free, 

To  vengeance  and  to  liberty ; 

And  let  us  dance  the  pyrrhic  dance. 

And  strike  the  buckler  with  the  lance. 

And  on  the  recreant  foe  advance. 

For  Athens,  and  for  liberty.t 

The  charming  tones  of  Leucolene's  yoice.and  Ijre,  the  wild  jet  grace- 
fal  eneigj  of  movement  which  followed,  the  clangor  of  the  bucklers 
itmck  with  the  spears,  the  quick  time  and  martial  cadence  of  the 
mosic  wlilch  gOTemed  the  performance  at  the  close  excited  an  en- 
thosiasm  wliich  would  have  been  almost  delirious,  were  it  not  soAened 
aod  subdued  by  the  picturesque  attitude  and  pathetic  expression  of  the 
bride  of  Harmodius  seeming  dead  in  the  arms  of  the  Chorus. 

This  enchanting  girl  excelled  not  only  in  music,  but  in  those  dancea 
of  her  country  whose  mute  eloquence  wakes  emotions  beyond  the 
most  powerful  declamation.  An  Ionian  girl  at  Athens,  in  the  time  of 
Pericles,  and  who  had  been  brought  from  Miletus  by  his  consort,  the 
celebrated  Aspasia^  won  the  prize  from  the  most  famed  rhapsodist  of 

*  A  person  whispered  something  to  Hipparchus — the  conspirators  thought 
themselTes  betrayed,  and  struck  instantly. 

t  Several  fragments  of  these  songs  of  Harmodius  and  Aristogiton  have  been 
preterred.  One  is  given  in  the  Memoirs  of  the  French  Academy,  from  Athenaeus. 
The  FYench  version  is  given  in  prose  without  the  original,  and  professes  to  be 
literal.    It  is  from  it  that  I  translate  as  follows  : 

Song  of  Harmodiut  and  Aristogiton* 
'*  ini  wear  my  sword  covered  with  myrtle-leaves,  as  did  Harmodius  and  Aristo- 
giton, when  they  slew  the  tyrant,  and  established  at  Athens  the  equality  of  the 
laws. 

^*  Dear  Harmodius,  thou  art  not  dead.  They  say  thou  art  in  the  Isles  of  the 
Blessed,  with  swift-footed  Achilles,  and  Diomede  the  valiant  son  of  Tydeus. 

^^  ril  wear  my  sword  covered  with  myrtle-leaves,  as  did  Harmodius  and  Aristo- 
fiton,  when  they  slew  the  tyrant,  in  the  time  of  the  Panathentta. 

*^  Eternal  be  your  glory,  dear  Harmodius,  dear  Aristogiton  !  for  you  slew  the 
tynat,  and  established  at  Athens  the  equality  of  the  laws.^'    (Trans.) 
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Greece,  daring  a  public  procession  in  which  it  was  the  custom  to  recite 
venies  from  Homer.  One  of  the  passages  chosen  for  trial,  was  the 
lamentation  of  Helen  over  the  body  of  Hector.  What  is  there,  for 
situation  and  sentiment,  in  history  or  in  fiction,  so  nobly  and  at  the 
same  time  so  tenderly  moving  ?  The  rhapsodist  read  it  with  a  noble- 
ness of  action  and  purity  of  intonation  which  the  women  confessed  by 
their  tears,  the  men  by  their  applause.  The  dancing  girl  followed :— she 
looked  for  a  moment  at  the  body  of  the  slain  hero---her  bosom  heaved 
— ^her  tears  flowed^^  series  of  moving  pictures  in  her  looks,  her 
tears,  her  neglected  tresses,  the  lightning  movements  of  her  coun- 
tenance and  limbs,  told  the  whole  scene — the  reproaches  of  the 
brothers,  the  scorn  of  the  sisters,  the  cutting  unkindness  of  the  mother- 
queen— contrasted  with  the  noble  magnanimity  of  Hector,  who,  though 
more  than  all  exposed,  by  her  misconduct,  to  danger  and  fatigue — jet, 
not  only  never  gave  her  an  unkind  word,  but  protected  her  from  insult, 
and  rebuked  those  who  gave  her  pain !  There  was  now  no  applause ; 
but  manhood  sobbed,  and  beauty  forgot  the  disfigurement  of  its 
features  in  the  sincerity  of  its  emotion.  Another  dancer,  also  of  Ionia, 
produced  efTects  so  terrible,  in  the  temple  of  Apollo,  during  the  cele- 
bration of  the  Pythian  games,  as  to  be  prohibited  from  repeating  the 
performance.  The  subject  was  the  memorable  pride  and  punishment 
of  Niobe.  The  transition  of  Niobe  from  childless  agony  to  marble 
horror,  was  so  heart-rending  to  the  spectators,  that  the  presiding  ma- 
gistrates interfered  to  arrest  the  performance. 

Why  is  it  that  mute  signs,  necessarily  so  imperfect  and  v^^e,  have 
this  superiority  over  language  ?  May  not  their  very  vagueness  be  the 
cause  ?  Language  expresses  thoughts  precisely  and  in  detail,  leaving 
comparatively  little  for  the  imagination.  But  the  mute  play  of  coun- 
tenance and  gesture  presents  only  a  glimpse,  or  ^etch,  which  the  ima- 
gination completes,  far  beyond  the  utmost  power  of  detailed  and 
palpable  expression.  It  was  to  this  surpassing  power  of  the  imagina- 
tion that  Timanthes  left  the  painting  of  the  father^s  grief,  when  he 
represented  Agamemnon  at  the  sacrifice  of  his  daughter  Iphigenia, 
with  his  face  hidden  in  his  robe.  The  same  principle  applies  to  poetry. 
Perhaps  a  poet,  endued  in  his  art,  with  the  genius  and  felicity  of 
Timanthes  in  painting,  would  have  also  flung  a  mantle  over  the  figure 
of  a  sufferer,  in  the  same  or  a  kindred  situation — and  left  the  imagina- 
tion no  visible  materials  but  the  convulsive  heavings  of  agony  from 
beneath  it    But  to  return. 

The  music  gradually  died  away ;  the  curtain  was  drawn  forward, 
and  the  spectacle  vanished  like  a  dream.  One  of  the  ambassadors  then 
spoke  these  words:  ^^O  Seleucus,  the  Athenians  have  placed  your 
statue  in  the  porch  of  the  Academy  ;  is  there  any  thing  else  by  which 
Athens  can  honour  the  friendship  of  Seleucus  Nicanor  V^  ^  O  am- 
bassadors,^' said  Seleucus,  ^^  I  am  grateful  to  the  Athenians  for  having 
placed  my  statue  in  the  porch  of  the  Academy.  There  is  one  thing 
more  by  which  Athens  will  complete  my  happiness  and  glory :  let  an 
inscription  on  the  pedestal  which  receives  the  images  of  these  two 
heroes,  tell  posterity  that  Seleucus  Nicanor,  who  reigned  over  Upper 
Asia,  and  built  thirty-four  cities  of  men  therein,  was  the  friend  of  the 
Athenians."  Next  day  the  king  and  the  ambassadors  sanctified  their 
hospitality  anew,  by  a  joint  sacrifice  to  Jupiter  the  preserver,  and  to 


Adelgitha.  199 

Castor  and  Pollux.  After  that,  the  king  offered  separate  sacrifice  to 
Minerva  Polias,  in  honour  of  the  Athenians ;  and  the  ambassadors  sa- 
crificed in  return  to  Apollo,  who,  as  will  hereafter  appear,  was  reputed 
the  father  of  Seleucus.  Having  received  the  books,  statues,  and  other 
objects  from  the  hands  of  Seleucus,  the  Athenians  departed.  It  may  be 
well  to  relate  here,  for  the  greater  glory  of  these  two  heroic  assertors 
of  Athenian' freedom,  and  for  the  sake  of  virtue  among  men,  that  upon 
tiie  ship's  putting  in  at  Rhodes,  the  statues  of  Harmodius  and  Aristo- 
giton  were  received  with  the  honours  of  public  hospitality,  and  placed 
in  the  temple  of  Apollo,  upon  sacred  cushions,  near  that  column  of  the 
temple  which  bears  inscribed  the  ode  of  Pindar,  in  which  Rhodes  is 
called  ^^  the  daughter  of  Venus,  and  Apollo's  bride." 

In  the  mean  time  Combabus  surrendered  himself  wholly  to  the  cap- 
tirating  illusions  which  had  constantly  surrounded  him  since  his  arrival 
at  the  court  of  Antioch.  It  was  yet  but  three  days,  and  he  had  forgot- 
ten all  that  he  had  known  and  seen — Athens  and  the  Isles  of  Greece — 
tiie  bonds  of  friendship,  and  the  dearer  reminiscences  of  love.  He  for* 
got  all  but  the  place  that  held  the  divine  Stratonice ; — like  those  who 
have  eaten  of  the  Lotus-tree.  Unthinking  one  !  he  must  soon  awake 
to  the  perils  that  already  surround  him,  and  the  triab  to  which  he  la 
doomed^ — ^But  we  will  not  anticipate  the  order  of  time. 


ADELOrrHA. 
BT  T.  CAMPBSLL. 

The  ordeal^s  fatal  trumpet  sounded, 
And  lad  pale  Adelgitha  came, 
When  forth  a  valiant  champion  bounded, 
And  Blew  the  slanderer  of  her  fame. 

S|ie  wept,  delivered  from  her  danger ; 
But  when  he  knelt  to  claim  her  glove — 
*'  Seek  not,"  she  cried,  "  oh  I  gallant  stranger. 
For  hapless  Adelgitha^s  love. 

*^  For  he  is  in  a  foreign  far  land 
Whose  arm  should  now  have  set  me  free ; 
And  I  must  wear  the  willow  garland 
For  him  that  ^s  dead,  or  false  to  me." 


"  Nay !  say  not  that  his  faith  is  tainted  !"- 
He  raisM  his  rizor — At  the  sight 
8he  fell  into  his  arms  and  fainted. 
It  was  indeed  her  own  true  knight 
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THE  FOETRT   OF  PLEADCTG. 

The  Lawyers  have  as  complete  a  mythology  of  their  own  as  the  old  poets,  tad 
fevery  trial  has  as  regular  a  machinery  as  the  Iliad. — ^Espriklla'b  Lxttkrs. 

Courteous  reader  i  albeit  thou  be  of  the  weaker  sex,  aod  as  my 
Lord  Coke  hath  it  "  of  roseat  beauty,^'  let  not  thy  judgment  so  midn- 
terpret  these  ^^  mine  own  simple  labours,^^  as  to  turn  away  thine  eyes 
in  displeasure  from  what  thou  imaginest  to  be  merely  a  dusty  and  ao- 
intelligible  disquisition.  For  know  it  is  not  here  intended  to  delight 
merely  the  eyes  of  ^^  gra?e  men  and  singularly  well  learned,'^  but  so 
to  treat  of  these  loAy  matters  as  that  the  lay-gents  (for  so  the  ancieot 
text-books  do  denominate  all  those  persons  who  arc  not  skilled  in  the 
learning  of  the  laws) — that  the  lay-gents  shall  understand  the  exposi- 
tion of  the  things  herein  treated  of,  and  understanding,  shall  admire. 
Nor  shall  I  so  far  ^^  follow  the  scent  of  iiigh-swelling  phrases,^'  as  by 
the  introduction  of  jaw-breaking  words,  vouibula  artis  as  our  Lord  Chief 
Justice  hath  termed  them,  to  endeavour  after  admiration  through  the 
ignorance  of  the  uninitiated.  Do  not  then,  I  pray  thee,  gentle  reader, 
so  far  vilipend  mine  efforts  as  to  think  I  would  load  the  delectable 
pages  of  this  work  with  the  mere  caput  nioriuwn  of  legal  research  ;  and 
if  perforce  thou  findest  me  travelling  some  little  way  into  the  realms 
of  a  more  antique  learning,  yet  pardon  me,  ^^  for  assuredly  out  of  the 
old  fields  must  sprhig  and  grow  the  new  com.^^ 

As  the  grave  judgment  of  man  is  ever  accompanied  with  some  por- 
tion of  imagination,  so  hath  every  science  and  pursuit  a  poetry  of  its 
own,  where  a  loose  is  given  to  the  fancy  and  the  imag^ation,  which  are 
permitted  to  run  riot  over  the  ground  wherein  the  judgment  hath  no 
jurisdiction.  It  is  in  this  sense,  that  worthy  Dr.  Warton  hath  af- 
firmed Titus  Livy  to  be  a  great  poet,  whereas,  in  strict  parlance,  he 
never  wrote  a  stave  of  poetry ;  and  it  is  in  this' sense  that  some  one 
whom  I  forget  hath  said  that  ^^  dancing  is  the  poetry  of  motion ;"  in 
this  sense  also  it  is  that  I  intend  the  Poetry  of  Pleadi$ig,  Until  this 
latter  century  or  two,  there  was  a  vast  portion  of  poetry  intermingled 
with  every  science.  He  was  the  best  astronomer  who  could  imagine 
the  most  improbable  systems,  and  the  best  chemist  who  could  feign 
more  marvellous  effects  of  his  art  than  others ;  and  truly  to  read  the 
volumes  of  this  ancient  lore,  no  small  portion  of  the  imagination  was 
expended  in  these  sciences.  That  great  arch-enemy  of  fiction,  Sir 
Isaac  Newton,  Knight,  robbed  the  celestial  sciences  of  these  their 
poetic  ornaments,  while  a  similar  progress  hath  been  proceeding  in 
almost  every  other  branch  of  human  inquiry : — nay,  even  the  vaulted 
chambers  of  the  earth  have  been  deprived  of  their  awe-inspiring  mys- 
teries, and  the  dull  reality  of  his  fire-lamp  enableth  Sir  Humphrey 
Davy  to  work  as  great  wonders  as  ever  Aladdin  did.  'Tis  a  melan- 
choly sight,  and  a  dismal  one,  thus  to  behold  the  great  dominions  of 
Fancy  gradually  surrounded,  hemmed  in,  and  apportioned,  by  her 
enemies ;  and  it  is  with  a  true  and  perfect  satisfaction  that  mine  eyes 
can  turn  to  one  of  her  richest  provinces  yet  whole  and  undisturbed — 
the  great  province  of  Legal  Fancy.  Whatever  other  disastrous  attacks 
have  laid  waste  her  territories,  whatever  other  pretended  reformations 
have  been  wrought,  this  portion  of  the  great  fairy-land  is  still  safe. 
No  sacrilegious  hand  hath  ever  yet  attempted  to  deprive  the  law  of  its 
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ficdoofl*  The  ferrent  imagioations  of  oar  ancestors  have  descended 
to  OS  unimpaired,  and  woe  befall  the  daring  hand  that  shall  endeavour 
to  destroy  the  beautiful  system  of  our  legal  poetry !  What !  shall  our 
Castor  and  Pollux,  our  Nisus  and  Euryalus,  our  John  Doe  and  Richard 
Roe,  live  no  more  ? 

Let  me,  however,  in  this  early  stage  of  my  labours  render  myself  in- 
telligible to  the  lay-reader ;  and  let  me  explain  that  pleadings  as  herein 
used,  signifieth  the  science  not  of  advocating  a  cause,  but  of  skilfully 
prepailBg  all  those  written  documents,  which  contain  the  statement  of 
the  grievance  committed,  and  the  reply  of  the  party  accused  ;  a  science 
which  hath  been  well  called  ^^  the  heart-string  of  the  common  law/' 
But  now  to  our  subject  more  closely. 

Imprimis,  the  soul  <ind  spirit  both  of  Law  and  Poetry  are  one  and 
the  same.  Fiction  is  the  heart  and  life  of  both  the  sciences.  Can  any 
renowned  epic  furnish  more  strict  and  correct  examples  of  perfect  fic- 
tion than  are  to  be  found  in  the  common  action  of  ejectment,  which  a 
late  learned  and  eloquent  Chief  Justice  hath  truly  called  the  ^^  creature 
of  Westminster  Hall,''  for,  of  a  surety,  no  other  place  can  claim  so 
ingenious  an  invention.  In  that  form  of  proceeding  all  the  dramatis 
persofUB  are  purely  imaginary,  and  the  facts  whereon  the  judge  and 
jury  are  to  form  their  grave  opinion,  are  wholly  fabricated  and  untrue. 
This  then,  reader,  is  the  fable — John  Doe  (who  sometimes  enjoyeth 
the  appellatives  of  Goodtitle,  Holdfast,  Goodclaim,  or  Fairman,)  com- 
plaineth  of  Richard  Roe,  (otherwise  known  by  the  name  of  Badtltlc, 
Thmstoat,  or  Quarrelsome,)  for  having  expelled  him  from  an  imaginary 
farm,  which  is  feigned  to  have  been  let  by  some  person  to  the  said 
John  for  a  certain  number  of  years.  How  truly  imaginative  is  all  tlus ! 
And  mark  how  beautifully  the  fiction  is  connected  with  the  reality ! 
Richard  Roc  inditeth  an  epistle  to  the  unfortunate  individual  of  flesh 
and  blood,  whose  property  is  involved  in  this  fabulous  proceeding, 
acquainting  him  with  the  singular  fact  of  his  ancient  friend  Doe  having- 
commenced  an  action  against  him,  and  desiring  the  aforesaid  unfor- 
tunate individual  to  enter  into  their  airy  quarrel,  or  that  otherwise  by 
legal  magic  he  will  be  deprived  of  his  substantial  property.  This 
brotherly  communication  lUchard  signeth  ^^your  loving  friend;''  and 
luckless  indeed  is  the  man  of  flesh  and  blood  if  he  despiseth  the  admo- 
nition of  his  shadowy  adviser.  Poetry  is  defined  by  the  stagyritc  to 
be  the  imitation  of  an  action ;  but  what  poetry  can  be  found  so  purely 
fictitious  as  the  action  of  ejectment ;  what  heroes  can  vie  with  Doc 
and  Roc  ?  before  wnom  Achilles  and  Hector,  .£neas  and  Turnus,  arc 
enforced  to  bend  their  diminished  heads.  .  I  would,  but  that  my  limits 
arc  scant,  remark  a  little  on  the  peculiar  characters  of  these  our  two 
most  celebrated  legal  heroes,  and  I  would  fain  draw  a  short  parallel 
1>ctween  them  and  the  boasts  of  antiquity.  Indeed  there  is  in  the 
character  of  Roe  so  exceeding  a  boldness,  and  so  marvellous  a  perti- 
nacity of  purpose,  that  I  doubt  much  whether  in  the  ancient  and  mo- 
<Vra  world  conjoint,  so  extraordinary  a  charader  could  be  produced. 
The  unextinguishable  zeal  and  courage  with  which  after  a  thousand 
sacccssive  defeats  he  again  attacketh  the  victorious  Doe,  are  exam- 
ples of  heroism  which  the  records  of  our  courts  of  justice  alone 
possess.  And  note,  also,  the  commendable  conduct  of  Doe,  who, 
tiiongh  thus  repeatedly  aggrieved,  still  appcnleth  to  the  laws  of  hia 
Vol.  IV.  No.  21.— 1822.  U  2 
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country  for  protection,  and  is  content  to  repeat  for  the  thousandth 
tL-ne  his  well-remembered  complaints  into  the  listening  ear  of  justice. 
It  is  worthy  of  observation  too,  that  these  fierce  contentions  seem  not 
to  disturb  the  private  friendship  which  hath  always  existed  between 
Doe  and  Roe,  whose  names  are  ever  found  conjoined  when  the  ne- 
cessities of  a  friend  call  on  them  to  appear  as  his  pledges  to  prosecute. 
This  is  truly  great,  and  far  above  the  hostile  virtues  of  the  heroes  of 
antiquity. 

How  exceeding  poetical  too  are  the  strong,  powerful,  and  vivid  pic^ 
tures  which  the  language  of  our  law  occasionally  displayeth !    What 
votary  of  the  Muses  bath  ever  drawn  any  thing  like  the  following  hor- 
rid portraiture  ?  It  is  compact  of  terrors ;  and  what  n  marvellous  addi- 
tion to  the  shocking  detail  is  the  minute  accuracy  with  which  every 
particular  is  described!    ^'It  was  presented,  that  the  said  William 
Toomes  on  the  said  4th  day  of  June,  in  the  said  year  of  our  Lord  1655, 
being  by  himself  in  his  bed-chamber  in  the  house  of  Paul  Pinder,Gent. 
situate  and  being  in  the  said  parish  of  St.  Buttolph,  Bishopgate,  in  the 
ward  aforesaid,  and  not  having  God  before  his  eyes,  but  being  moved 
and  seduced  by  the  Instigation  of  the  Devil,  then  and  there,  to  wit,  on 
the  said  4th  day  of  June,  in  the  said  year  of  our  Lord  1655,  took  into 
his  hand  a  certain  piece  of  bed-cord  of  the  value  of  one  penny,  and 
did  then  and  there  tie  and  fasten  one  end  of  the  said  piece  of  bed-cord 
to  a  pillar  of  the  v/indow  of  the  said  bed-chamber,  and  the  other  end 
of  the  said  piece  of  bed-cord  around  the  neck  of  him  the  said  William 
Toomes,  then  and  there  standing  and  being  upon  the  edge  of  the  said 
window :  and  that  he  the  said  William  Toomes  (one  end  of  the  said 
piece  of  bed-cord  being  put,  placed,  and  fastened  upon  the  pillar  of 
the  said  window,  and  the  other  end  of  the  said  piece  of  bed-cord 
around  the  neck  of  him  the  said  William  Toomes,  in  manner  and  form 
aforesaid^  feloniously,  wilfully,  and  as  a  felon  of  himself,  did  then  and 
there  slide  and  throw  the  body  of  him  the  said  William  Toomes  from 
off  the  said  ledge  of  the  said  window  :  and  by  such  tying,  placing,  and 
fastening  of  both  ends  of  the  said  piece  of  bed-cord  as  aforesaid,  and 
by  such  sliding  and  throwing  of  the  body  of  him  the  said  William 
Toomes  from  off  the  said  ledge  of  the  said  window,  he  ihe  said  William 
Toomes  then  anJ  there,  with  the  said  piece  of  bed-cord,  wilfully, 
feloniously,  and  as  a  felon  of  himself,  did  hang,  choak,  and  strangle 
himself,  of  which  said  hanging,  choaking,  and  strangling,  in  manner 
and  form  aforesaid,  he  the  said  William  Toomes,  then  and  there,  to 
wit,  on  the  8:ud  4th  day  of  June,  in  the  said  year  of  our  Lord  1655, 
at  London  aforesaid,  in  the  parish  and  ward  aforesaid,  instantly  died." 
Saunders's  Reports,  L  355. — The  pleadings  in  an  action  of  trespass, 
too,  furnish  occasionally  a  fine  specimen  of  poetical  amplification  of 
expression.     If  the  defendant  hath  touched  the  plaintiff  on  the  shoulder 
with  a  switch,  he  Tvill,  perchance,  be  represented  as  having  with 
sticks,  staves,  swords,  and  bludgeons,  struck  him  a  great  many  and  tIo- 
Icnt  blows,  in  and  upon  his  face,  breast,  shoulders,  back,  and  stomach. 
If  this  be  not  poetical,  I  marvel  what  it  is. 

What  playwright,  I  would  ask,  hath  ever  adhered  to  the  great 
unities  of  time  and  place,  with  the  laudable  pertinacity  of  a  common 
lawyer?  Hath  not  the  whole  Term  been  construed  but  one  day  to 
preserve  them?    And  hath  not  the  astute  practitioner  "  cooed    with 
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things  impofisible,"  lest  they  should  be  violated  ?  What  tragedian,  in 
the  observance  of  this  principle,  hath  #ver  sacrificed  probability  so 
completely,  as  the  pleader  when  he  relateth,  for  example,  the  strand- 
ing of  a  ship  on  the  banks  of  Newfoundland,  in  hocmodo.  ^^  And  that 
the  said  ship  afterwards,  and  during  the  said  voyage,  to  wit,  on  &c.  in 
parts  beyond  the  seas,  to  wit,  at  Newfoundland,  to  wit,  at  London,  in 
the  parish  of  Saint  Mary  le  Bow,  in  the  ward  of  Cheap,  was  stranded, 
&c.''  Compared  with  this,  it  was  indeed  n  scant  and  poor  conceit 
which  imagined  a  vessel  wrecked  upon  the  shores  of  Bohemia. 

There  are,  moreover,  certain  other  fictions  of  law  which  may  well 
vie  with  any  thing  which  poet  hath  ever  yet  produced.  Is  an  estate 
without  any  visible  owner  ? — the  law,  with  an  oriental  boldness  of 
imagery,  declareth  that  it  is  in  nubibwj  in  the  clouds ! .  or  adopting  n 
more  tender  and  beautiful  phrase,  saith  it  reposeth  in  grcmio  Icgis,  I 
fear  I  shall  scarcely  be  able,  in  these  my  narrow  limits,  to  explain  to 
the  lay-reader  the  meaning  of  the  iciniilla  juris,  which  our  lawyers 
foster  like  the  sacred  fires  of  Vesta,  though  I  am  forced  to  confess 
that  it  hath  been  blown  upon  by  some.  However,  it  is  a  singularly 
happy  fiigure.  Then  again,  how  magnificent  a  maxim  of  law  is  that 
which  tells  us  that  the  King  can  never  die.  Nay  the  potency  which 
could  thus  confer  immortality,  formerly  accomplished  a  greater  task, 
and  doomed  a  man  to  be  dead  while  he  yet  lived.  Before  our  monas- 
teries were  dissolved,  if  any  one  became  a  monk  he  was  accounted  civ- 
Uitcr  mortmts,  that  is  to  say,  he  was  civilly  put  to  death,  and  executors 
were  appointed  who  administered  all  his  effects.  These  are  but  a  few 
instances  of  the  splendid  flights  of  imagination  wherein  our  law  occa- 
sionally delighteth  to  indulge. 

And  think  not,  Iccior  benevolc,  that  the  science  of  the  law  lacketh 
the  aid  even  of  measured  verse.  It  is  in  no  wise  contrarient  to  that 
grave. and  serious  science,  to  array  itself  upon  occasion  in  the  gaudi 
and  trappings  of  poetical  measures.  The  learned  student  must  doubtless 
ha?e  remarked  how  very  nearly  do  many  of  our  legal  proceedings  run 
as  it  were  naturally  into  verse.  Exempli  gratia,  I  will  cite  truly  from 
the  most  erudite  Reports  of  that  very  venerable  judge  Sir  Edmund 
Saunders,  Knight,  (sometime  Chief  Justice  in  Biinco  Regis,  a  lawyer 
of  most  profound  and  judicial  knowledge,  and  withal  of  a  blithe  com- 
plexion) the  commencement  of  the  record  in  Holdipp  v.  Otway,  II.  102. 
wherein  the  manifest  truth  of  the  above  opinion  will  appear.  The 
sentence  runneth  in  /lac  verba. 

"  Our  Lord  the  King  hath  sent  to  his  beloved  and  trusty  Sir  John 
Vaughan,  Knt.  his  Chief  Justice  of  the  Bench,  his  writ  close  in  these 
words,  to  wit,  fee.*" 

Truly  the  sentence  makcth  excellent  verse. 

^^  Our  Lord  the  King  hath  sent  to  his  beloved 

And  trusty  Sir  John  Vaughan,  Knight,  his  Chief  Justice 
O'  th'  Bench,  his  writ  close,  in  these  words,  to  wit," — &c. 

If  need  were,  grave  authorities  are  not  wanting  to  prove  that  origi- 
nally all  laws  were  written  in  verse,  and  that  even  in  our  English 
courts  there  he  many  notable  examples  of  the  love  and  respect  where- 
vith  the  Muses  arc  regarded.  The  ancient  laws  of  Spain  were  chant- 
ed in  verse  ;  and  it  hath  been  said  that  the  civil  law  consisted  of 
thirty  thousand  verses,  God  bless  the  mark  1     It  is,  however,  only  by 
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stealth  and  morsels,  that  the  art  of  versification  bath  crept  into  prac- 
tice amon^t  our  own  law;,  #rs,  whereof  ensue  some  noticeable  in- 
stances. Two  poetical  wills  have  been  proved  in  the  Prerogative  Court 
of  the  Archbishop  of  Canterburj  ;  and  the  rolls  of  divers  and  sundrjr 
of  our  copyhold  manors  exhibit  the  customs  in  verse.  And  here  let  me 
venture,  pace  tua^  lector  benevole^  to  present  thee  with  a  short  and  de- 
lectable report  in  verse,  of  a  cause  heretofore  decided  in  K.  B. — ^Notc, 
it  was  a  settlement  case,  and  is  reported  in  Bom^s  Justice. 

A  woman  having  a  settlement 

Married  a  man  with  none, 
The  question  was,  he  being  dead, 

if  that  she  had  was  gone. 

Quoth  Sir  John  Pratt,  the  settlement 

Suspended  doth  remain, 
Living  the  husband  ;  but  him  dead. 

It  doth  revive  again. 

Chorus  of  Puisne  Judges: 
'Living  the  husband,  but  him  dead 
ft  doth  revive  again. 

I  would  fain  gamer  up  the  many  pleasant  instances  which  lie  .scat- 
tered abroad  in  the  volumes  of  our  elder  lawyers  ;  for,  credit  me,  they 
would  form  a  right  musical  antbologia.  Howbeit,  learned  reader,  I 
will  only  propose  unto  thee  one  or  two  marvellous  sweet  passages  from 
the  honeyed  pages  of  wise  Sir  Edward  Coke,  which  shall  inform  thee 
how  poetical  a  genius  that  most  learned  clerk  did  possess  In  what 
poet  didst  thou  ever  read  a  more  lively  and  natural  simile  than  the 
Ibllowing.  My  lord  speaketh  of  the  readers  in  the  Inns  of  Court. 
"  But  now  readings  have  lost  the  said  former  qualities,  have  lost  also 
their  former  authorities :  for  now  the  cases  are  long,  obscure,  and  in- 
tricate, full  of  new  conceits,  liker  rather  to  riddles  than  lectures, 
which  when  they  are  opened  they  vanish  away  like  smoke ;  and  the 
readers  are  like  to  lapwings^  which  seem  to  be  nearest  their  nests  when 
they  are  itirthest  from  them,  and  all  their  study  is  to  find  nice  evasions 
out  of  the  statute.''  Co.  LitU  280.  One  more  ensample  and  I  con- 
clude. It  mindeth  me  much  of  the  figure  made  use  of  by  a  famous 
statesman  now  no  more.  ^^  Our  student  shall  observe  that  the  know- 
ledge of  the  law  is  like  a  deep  well,  out  of  which  each  man  draweth 
according  to  the  strength  of  his  understanding.  Pie  that  reacheth 
deepest,  he  sceth  the  amiable  and  admirable  secrets  of  the  law,  wherein 
I  assure  you  the  sages  of  the  law  in  former  times  have  had  the  deep- 
est reach.  And  as  the  bucket  in  the  depth  is  easily  drawn  to  the  up- 
permost part  of  the  water  (for  nullwn  clementum  in  suo  propria  loco  est 
grave^)  but  take  it  from  the  water  it  cannot  be  drawn  up  with  a  great 
difficultie ;  so  albeit  beginnings  of  this  study  seem  difficult,  yet  when 
the  professor  of  the  law  can  dive  into  the  depth,  it  is  delightful,  easy, 
and  without  any  heavy  burthen,  so  long  as  he  keep  himself  in  his  own 
proper  element."  Co.  Litt  71.  Vale.  From  my  moiety  of  a  petit 
chamber  in  Medio  Tcmph.  Trin.  Term.  3  G.  IV. 
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Iir  awe  he  stood ! — ^behind  him  lay  the  waate 
Of  desolated  aature  he  had  trod — 
Not  of  the  earth  but  spirit  I  Then  the  god — 
The  god  bumM  in  him  ;  and  the  big  tears  fast 
Started — ^prophetic  feeling ;  and  the  thrill 
Of  unknown  impulse  shook  him,  like  the  hill 
Whose  wombed  flame  bursts  through  its  clouds  of  snow- 
Apollo,  thus,  breathed  on  his  pallid  brow. 

He  knew  it  then !  the  eternal  language  broke 

In  strange  and  murmuring  wonder  from  his  breast, 

Albeit  in  grief;  and  things  once  most  caressM 

Were  idle  then.     His  mountain  Genius  spoke ! — 

'^  Sigh  not  though  thou  hast  walkM  this  desert  ground 

Alone  and  bumM  in  soul,  with  festering  wound 

That  heals  not,  and  yet  cannot  kill :  for  this 

Has  schoolM  each  generous  mind  to  woe  or  bliss. 

^'  I  watchM  thee  in  thine  infant  growth  of  heart, 
Mysterious  life  perplexing  thy  young  frame 
With  thousand  sympathies  thou  could^st  not  name : 
Unknowing  why,  oft  would^st  thou  weep  and  start. 
But  smiles  would  seldom  light  thine  earnest  eyes, 
As  conscious  of  thy  coming  tears  and  sighs : 
For  thou  wert  gentle  bom,  and  to  the  last 
Thy  mother^s  Toice  will  spe&k — ^till  all  be  past. 

^^  The  spirit  bounded  on  its  mortal  way, 
As  the  limbs  grew ;  a  wilder,  deeper  strife 
Then  smote  the  chords  of  ever-jarring  life  ! 
Despairing,  hoping,  at  her  feet  you  lay — 
The  Heavens,  the  earth,  shone,  or  were  hid  in  night. 
As  she  smilM  on,  or  veilM  her  eyes  of  light. 
Hence  other  woes — soon  meteor  lights  of  fame 
Led  thee  to  hope,  but  left  thee  not  a  name. 

*'  So,  with  the  eternal  woods  that  murmuring  wave, 
And  with  the  bounding  waters  thou  didst  commune. 
Filling  thy  soul  with  fancies  never  done. 
Or  lost  in  wonder  over  nature^s  grave, — 
From  the  strange  passing  show,  stealing  some  theme 
To  ponder  in  a  dread  and  hallowed  dream, 
Till  the  wild  storm  and  thunder  from  on  high 
SeemM  to  thy  spirit  but  a  lullaby. 

'^  And  oft  thou  wept^st  and  bow^dst  thy  spirit  down 

Before  this  mystery  of  humanity — 

Of  Heaven  revealed,  and  prophet^s  imagery. 

Shewing  the  skirts  of  coming  times  foreknown. 

Repine  not  on  thy  way,  but  let  one  thought 

Bum  in  thy  frame — ^the  Heaven-chastised  are  taught 

Strange  joy  in  grief— nor  praise  nor  censure  near. 

Be  stained  thy  page  of  life  but  with  a  tear  !^^ 
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So  down  they  sat. 
And  to  their  riands  fell ;  nor  seeminglj 
The  Angel,  nor  in  mist,  the  common  glon 
Of  theologians,  but  with  keen  despatch 
Of  real  hunger.  MtLTOjr. 

I  HATE  long  sought  for  the  reasons  of  the  outcrj  which  some  people 
raise  against  the  pleasures  of  the  tahle.  Hard  study  of  men  and  things 
led  at  length  to  the  discovery.  The  causes  are,  weak  stomachs,  un- 
social tempers,  affected  simplicity  and  stinginess;  always  allowing 
some  latitude  to  the  convenient  maxim,  that  there  is  no  general  rule 
without  an  exception — or  two.  Thus  there  may  he  some  who  abstain 
from  social  enjoyments  under  such  viptuous  apprehension  as  that  they 
might  hurt  their  constitutions ;  a  few  who  do  so  from  sectarian  super- 
stitions, and  others  from  cant  To  itop  the  moutka  of  such  caviUers  is 
now  my  object. 

Taking  the  subject  in  its  plainest  point  of  view,  we  should  begin 
with  infancy,  and  see  what  honest  unsophisticated  Nature  says  and 
does.  The  first  cry  of  childhood  is  for  food ;  and  when  every  other 
appetite  is  dead,  that  most  wholesome  of  all  continues  to  the  extremity 
of  (healthy)  old  age.  Nature  thus  gives  her  broadest  sanction  to  tliis 
indulgence,  and  we  may  well  exclaim,  with  the  poet — 

*^  O  foolishness  of  men !  that  lend  their  ears 
To  those  budge  doctors  of  the  stoic  fur. 
And  fetch  their  precepts  from  the  cjmic  tub, 
Praising  the  lean  and  sallow  abstinence.^* 

Children,  in  their  innocence,  are  the  greatest  gluttons  in  th^  world, 
except  old  people  perhaps.     I  have  not  examined  the  latter  so  closely ; 
but  neither  one  nor  the  other  are  slaves  to  that  artificial  refinement 
which  throws  a  bar  against  their  comforts :  the  first  have  not  learned 
these  qualms,  and  the  latter  forget  them.     Amidst  all  the  joj's  of  my 
early  life,  some  of  the  happiest  were  those  snatched  by  stealth  in  the 
larder,  the  dairy,  and  the  housekeeper's  room ;  and  I  often  taste  in 
fancy  the  identical  smack  on  my  palate,  which  followed  the  surreptitious 
delights  of  some  violated  cream-bowl  or  pot  of  preserves.     1  appeal  to 
all  my  candid  readers — to  all  at  least  who  had  the  good  fortune  of 
passing  their  years  of  youth  in  the  country — who,  with  their  brothers 
and  sisters,  {£ov  there  lay  the  great  charm  after  all,)  a  joyous  little  knot 
of  freebooters,  have  stolen  into  the  orchard  by  a  passage  scratched 
through  the  white-thom  hedge,  have  lived  hours  entrenched  in  the 
turnip-field,  or  the  lofty  sanctuary  of  the  bean-rows  ;  sucked  the  ne^-^- 
laid  eggs  in  the  hen-house  ;  made  puddings  of  raw  peas  with  a  paste  of 
bread  mixed  up  with  pump-water,  or  river-water,  or  ditch-water — 
whatever  came  first ; — lain  listless  under  a  gooseberry  bush,  nibbling 
the  large,  hairy  green,  or  bursting  red  fruit,  like  young  goats  browsing 
on  heath-blossoms ;  or  stolen  a  march  on  the  dairy-maid,  and  laughed 
at  her  from  behind  the  hedge,  when  she  found  the  cows  had  been 
milked.     And  then  the  blackberries — the  crab-apples — ^the  sloes — ^the 
sop  in  the  pan!     But  why  raise  in  my  readers  these  mouth-water- 
ing Reminiscences  ?   why  conjure  up  a  feast  of  memory  and  flovir  of 
recollections,  scarcely  less  undefined  and  shadowy  than  those  of  reason 
or  the  soul  ? 
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I  am  not  a  very  old  man,  but  old  enongh  to  have  grown  gamilous 
and  dlscarsiv^ — old  enough  to  know  that  he  who  has  eaten  the  bread 
of  uittemess,  and  drunk  the  waters  of  disappointment,  may  be  allowed 
the  indulgence  of  a  retrospect  of  whatever  was  of  enjoyment.  I  there- 
fore claim  the  privilege  of  dwelling  awhile  on  my  boyish  days.  Well 
do  1  remember  when  I  thought  the  fate  of  Nebuchadnezzar  by  no 
means  an  unquestionable  punishment ;  when  I  calculated  the  delights 
of  his  liberty,  ranging  the  pastures  with  the  cattle,  eating  clover  to  his 
hearths  content,  rolling  on  the  grass,  splashing  in  the  rivulets,  jumping 
the  hedges,  and  learning  no  lessons  !  Thus  balancing  the  phytivorous 
advantages  of  his  degradation  with  the  splendid  miseries  of  his  throne 
and  greatness,  I  was  very  much  tempted  to  consider  him  most  worthy 
of  pity  when  the  term  of  his  probation  expired.  But  passing  by  the 
vapoury  abstractions  of  my  youthful  mind,  which  led  me  into  fanciful 
contemplations  such  as  this,  and  turning  to  a  less  mighty  personage 
than  the  last,  I  will  regale  my  recollection  with  the  picture  of  Old 
Edward,  my  father's  Butler,  I  have  him  this  instant  in  my  eye  :  his 
sleek  hair  combed  nicely  on  his  forehead,  his  rosy  cheeks,  carbuncled 
nose,  liquorish  lip-smacking  smile,  and  true  bon  vivant  glance,  which 
measures  the  merit  and  tastes  by  anticipation  every  dish  on  the  table. 
He  had  a  noble  protuberance  of  belly  too,  a  real  holiday  rotundity, 
such  as  might  be  thought  the  legitimate  consequence  of  earlier  and 
hetter  times,  when  "  our  ancestors  ran  Christmas  day,  New-year's  day, 
and  TweWh-night,  all  into  one,  and  kept  the  wassail-bowl  flowing  the 
whole  time."  Such  a  man  was  Old  Edward  :  the  living  epitome  of 
good-nature  and  good-living,  the  breathing  personification  of  enjoy- 
ment, the  mortal  type  of  naerry-making,  the  FalstafF  of  real  life,  the 
very  counterpart  of  Spenser's  October, — 

"  Full  of  merrie  glee, 

The  while  his  knowle  was  tolty  of  the  must 

Which  he  was  treading  in  the  wine  fat^s  see, 

And  of  the  joyous  oyle,  whose  gentle  gust 

Made  him  so  full  of  frolic  and  of  lust.^^ 

I  verily  believe  that  this  old  servant  was  the  primary  cause  of  my 
relishing,  as  I  have  done  through  life,  the  good  things  of  life.  He 
used  to  secrete,  for  me  (and  himself)  the  nicest  imaginable  tit-bits  ; 
i£$ed  oAen  and  o(\en  to  tip  mc  his  benevolent  wink,  as  I  passed  the 
pantiy-door ;  and  many  were  the  moments  that  we  spent  there,  in  hail- 
fellow-well-met  companionship,  discussing  the  remains  of  tarts,  pics^ 
and  puddings^ 

"  In  many  a  bout 

Of  linked  twtttntu  long  drawn  out." 

His  example  was  of  one  real  benefit  to  me,  however — he  had  no 
selfishness  in  him,  and  he  taught  me  to  despise  gluttony^  for  he  never 
coald  eat  for  eating  sake.  He  would  sooner  let  his  most  delicate  mor- 
sels rot  in  a  crust  of  mouldiness  than  devour  them  alone. 

I  believe  it  is  from  regard  for  this  poor  fellow's  memory  that  I  am 
so  fond  of  corpulence.  I  cry  out  continually  with  Cxsar,  "  Give  me 
the  man  that  is  fat !"  I  love  the  look  of  an  alderman — a  stage-coachman — 
the  king's  butler,  and  the  king  himself;  because  the  very  paunch  of  each 
and  every  of  them  seems  to  tell  a  round  unvarnished  tale  of  good  fel- 
lowship.    Yet  I  think  poor  Edward  had  more  of  the  thing  itself  stamped 
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on  his  countenance  thftn  any  of  them.  He  had  not  a  wrinkle  or  care- 
worn line  on  his  cheeks  or  forehead. — Bot  enough  of  him  !  My  heart 
and  my  eyes  are  full.  Enough  of  myself  too  !  I  will  quit  my  egotism, 
and  speak  generally. 

What  then,  let  me  ask  vou,  candid  reader,  what  was  the  happiest 
hour  of  the  day  at  school  ?  Not  the  dinner-hour,  most  assuredly — for 
we  remember  well  what  rough,  tough  stuff  we  had,  all  of  us  ;  little 
meat  and  plenty  of  pudding — and  nic/t  pudding  !  No,  the  happiest  hour 
of  the  four  and  twenty  was  invariably  that  in  which  we  skulked  in  the 
ham,  or  hay-loft,  or  a  corner  of  the  shrubbery,  (two  or  three  sworn 
friends,)  and  fell  upon  the  purchase  of  our  joint  quotas  of  pocket-mo- 
ney— some  savoury  sausages  bought  at  the  porksfaop  hard  by — or  a 
hot  loaf  (slipped  in,  for  the  fee  of  a  penny,  by  our  trusty  and  well- 
beloved  cousin,  the  bakcr^s  boy)  with  a  huge  lump  of  butter,  bursting 
in  liquified  luxuriousness  through  the  yawning  rents  which  we  made  in 
the  smoking  quartern.  And  if  a  pot  of  porter  or  bottle-ale  washed  down 
the  feast  ! 

Next  to  the  butter  and  the  bakery's  boy  aforesaid,  I  believe  I  have 
(€go  once  more,  but  I  cannot  get  on  in  the  third  person  or  second  per- 
son, singular  or  plural) — ^I  have  to  thank  the  poets  for  my  real  relish 
for  the  pleasures  of  the  table.  I  have  remarked  that  all  of  that  tribe, 
whatever  their  language  or  their  subject,  have  contrived  some  how  or 
other  to  bring  in,  some  where  or  other,  the  praise  and  recommendatioa 
of  feasting.  It  was  not  till  my  after-years  that  I  began  to  marvel,  how 
the  deuce  these  rhyming  epicureans  had  that  particular  branch  of  ima- 
gination^ so  common  and  so  forcible. 

But  now  for  the  simple  and  self-evident,  delights  of  feasting.  I  will 
speak  of  it  in  its  more  elevated  associations,  as  a  raiser  of  the  spirits 
and  a  warmer  of  the  heart.  I  shall  not  press  the  well-known  fact,  that 
feasting  has  been  in  most  ages  and  countries  a  sine  qud  nmi  in  all  ar- 
rangements, religious,  political,  or  amatory — whether  sacrifices  to  the 
godS,  coronation  feasts,  ministerial  dinners,  or  wedding  fetes  Chainpi- 
tres.  I  forbear  to  quote  heathen  authorities,  and  shall  simply  let  the 
minds  of  my  readers  repose  on  the  contemplation  of  the  installation 
feast  of  an  English  archbishop,  in  the  reign  of  one  of  our  Edwards, 
when  there  was  a  consumption  of  104  oxen,  1000  sheep,  2000  pigs, 
104  peacocks,  and  400  swans  !  Neither  shall  I  cite  the  poetry,  even 
of  scripture,  for  I  shrink  from  the  possibility  of  connecting  it  vnih 
a  trivial  subject ;  but  I  shall  draw  on  the  sublimest  of  profane  writers, 
Milton — and  hastily  recall  to  my  readers  the  reception  which  our 
first  parents  gave  to  the  angel  Raphael,  in  Paradise.  They  will 
remember  that  Eve  was  busied,  on  her  angel's  approach,  preparing 

For  dinner  savoury  fruits,  of  taste  to  please 
True  appetite,  and  not  disrelish  thirst 
Of  nectarous  draughts  between. 

I  need  not  recapitulate  the  abundant  bill  of  fare,  containing  all  the 
delicious  fruits  "  in  coat  rough  or  smooth  rin'd," 

Whatever  Earth,  all-bearing  mother,  yields 
In  India  east  or  west,  or  middle  shore 
In  Pontus  or  the  Punic  coast ; 

And  every  one  will  remember,  or  can  refer  to,  the  fourth  book  of 
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Paradise  Lost,  for  the  rest  of  this  truly  pastoral  scene : — ^tbe  benevo- 
leace  of  the  aogel— the  blended  humili^  and  dignity  of  Adam — the 
innoceiioe  of  Eve,  who  at  the  table 

MinisterM  naked,  and  their  flowing  cups 
With  pleaiaDt  liquors  ciownM. 

My  motto  for  this  article  will  be  recognised  as  taken  from  the  de- 
scription of  this  exquisite  repast.  From  that  it  will  be  seen  how  the 
greatest  and  most  pious  of  bards  looked  upon  the  affected  niceties  of 
abstinence,  and  what  a  lesson  of  hospitality  and  enjoyment  he  wished 
to  teach  mankind ;  while  it  is  certain  that  he  himself  practised  the 
kindly  humanities  of  social  life;  for  in  his  epistle  to  his  friend 
Laurence,  he  jovially  says, 

What  neat  repast  shall  feast  us  light  and  choice, 
Of  attic  taste,  with  wine,  &c. 

The  pleasures  of  the  table  adapt  themselves  to  all  situations  and 
seasons,  but  may  perhaps  be  best  enjoyed  in  winter,  when  a  good  fire, 
a  good  dinner,. good  wine,  and  good  company,  form  an  assemblage  of 
most  surpassing  delights.  In  the  country,  too,  all  this  is  better  felt 
than  in  town.  We  have  not  so  many  distractions  to  interfere  with 
OUT  appetite  or  destroy  it :  small  business,  little  politics,  and  no  pas- 
tiy<ooks'  shops — those  glutton-fostering,  dinner-spoiling  receptacles, 
where  the  consumers  of  pies  and  patties  remind  one  of  ^^  the  bevy  of 
jolly,  gossiping  wenches'^  reproached  by  the  fox  in  Sir  Roger  L^Es- 
trange^s  fable,  who  ^^  lay  stuffing  their  guts  with  hens  and  capons,  and 
not  a  word  of  the  pudding  !^' 

No,  no,,  give  me  the  real  charms  of  country  fare  and  a  hearty  wel- 
come at  holiday  times,  and  let  me  see  as  much  as  possible  the  revival 
of  old  English  hospitality, — full  plates,  bumper-toasts,  hob-nobbing, 
and  the  great  hall  thrown  wide  open,  when,  as  Ben  Jonson  wrote  to 
Sir  Robert  Wroth, 

**  The  rout  of  rural  folk  come  thronging  in 
(Their  rudeness  then  is  thought  no  sin,) 
The  jolly  wassail  walks  the  often  round, 
And  in  ttieir  cups  their  cares  are  drown^d.*^ 

It  will  be  perceived  that  I  despise  all  illustration  drawn  from  turtle- 
feasts.  Lord  Mayor's  days,  and  the  like,  loving  more  to  dwell  on  the 
repasts  of  the  country  people.  The  pleasures  of  these  most  unsophis- 
ticated members  of  the  community  have  been  ever  deeply  involved  in 
feasts  and  carousings ;  not  in  their  excesses,  but  in  their  simple  and 
moderate  participation.  I  do  not  include  in  that  class  the  wood-rang- 
ing party  in  the  seventh  book  of  Virgil,  whose  sharp-set  appetites  did 
not  spare  even  the  adorea  /i6a,  if  we  can  believe  the  authority  of  lulus, 
who  exclaimct 

*'  Heas !  etiam  mensas  consumimus,^' — 

bat  which  of  us  has  not  wished  to  have  been  placed  alongside  of  the 
Shepherd's  King,  in  Drayton's  "  Polyolbion  ?" 

^  In  his  gay  haldric  at  his  low  grassy  board, 
With  flawns,  curds,  clouted  cream,  and  country  dainties  stored ; 
And  whilst  the  bag^pipe  plays,  each  lusty  jocund  swain 
Quaffs  syllabubs  in  cans.^* 
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What  a  pictare  of  social  without  sensual  indulgence  !  but  I  confess 
myself  better  pleased  with  the  more  substantial  enumeration  of  Her- 
rick,  "  the  most  rural  of  our  poets,  who  passed  his  life,  like  a  bird,  in 
singing  and  making  love."     Hear  him  ! 

*^  Te  shall  see  first  the  lai]^  and  cheefe 
Foundation  of  your  feast,  fat  beefe : 
With  upper  stories,  mutton,  veale, 
And  bacon  which  makes  full  the  meale ; 
With  several  dishes  standing  by, 
As  here  a  custard,  there  a  pie, 
And  here  all-tempting  frumentie.'^ 

And,  to  conclude  the  subject  of  country  tastes,  let  me  kow  qnote  the 
amorous  Cuddy  from  Gray's  first  pastoral. 

'^  fn  good  roast-beef  my  landlord  sticks  his  knife. 
The  capon  fat  delights  his  dainty  wife  ; 
«  Pudding  our  parson  eats,  the  squire  loves  hare, 

But  wiute-pot  thick  is  my  Buxoma^s  fare.**^ 

Proofs  of  the  importance  of  the  "ytw  dinV  might  be  cited  ncTCF' 
endingly;  but  my  observations  have  turned  rather  upon  solid  than 
liquid  delights.  I  shall  only  then  allude  to  the  great  Czar  Vladimir^ 
who,  when  about  to  change  the  idolatrous  worship  of  his  country,  ba- 
lanced awhile  in  his  choice  of  a  new  religion.  He  was  ravished  (says 
Gibbon)  with  the  voluptuous  delights  of  Mahometanism,  but  rejected 
the  Koran,  exclaiming  ^^  Wine  is  the  joy  of  the  Russians :  no,  no,  we 
cannot  live  without  wine  !^' 

Fill  me  a  bumper  then,  I  say,  to  the  memory  of  the  Czar  Vladimir ! 
a  tribute  to  his  good  fellowship,  but  not  a  homage  to  excess.  I  am  far 
from  being  the  apologist  of  drunkenness  or  gluttony — and  I  say  again, 
that  moderate  and  honest  indulgence  is  as  distinct  from  that  selfish 
enormity,  a9  is  the  wholesome  delight  with  which  a  hungry  sportsman 
attacks  a  leg  of  mutton  from  the  hellish  voraciousness  of  Count  Ugo- 
llno,  in  Dante^s  Inferno,  feeding  on  the  skull  of  the  Archbishop  Rug- 
gieri. 

Gluttony — one  of  the  worst  of  solitary  vices — ^is  the  bane  of  table 
pleasures.  It  concentrates  all  that  is  gross  in  nature  with  all  that  is 
unnmiable  in  feeling,  and  unfits  its  victims  for  the  real  enjoyment  of  a 
feast  I  would  not  preach  forbearance  to  a  starving  man,  for  I  know 
that 

-• ^^  Bn  ventre  afifam^ 

N^a  point  des  oreilles  i" 

but  I  believe  that 

"  If  all  the  world 

Should  in  a  pet  of  temperance  feed  on  pulse. 
Drink  the  clear  stream,  and  nothing  wear  but  frieze, 
Th^  AU-giver  would  be  unthanked.^^ 

Yes !  I  do  believe  that  the  Dispenser  of  all  good  placed  us  here  with 
feelings  to  enjoy,  and  surrounded  us  with  the  good  things  of  life  for 
our  enjoyment ;  that  He  gave  us  palates  to  be  gratified,  not  tantalized ; 
and  that  the  best  way  to  shew  our  gratitude  is  to  take  the  goods 
which  He  provides  us.  Give  me,  then,  the  pleasures  of  the  table,  in  their 
moral  and  physical  meanings  together.  I  care  not  whether  it  be  in  the 
cottage  of  a  peasant,  or  a  stately  palace,  set  out  like  that  of  Comua, 
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<^  with  all  manner  of  deliciousness.''  But^best  of  any,  l^t  me  have,  in 
my  own  humble  mansion,  the  blessings  of  the  table — my  friends  around 
me — plenty  of  cheer — thankfulness  to  the  Giyer — a  happy  mind—a 
clean  cloth — and,  crowning  all,  let  "  good  digestion  wait  on  appetite, 
and  health  on  both  !^'  G. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  HELEN. 
ST  B.  BARTON. 

Thkrk  teems  no  need  of  bitter  tears  for  such  an  one  as  thou, 
And  sorrow^s  fount,  which  once  was  sweet,  is  sealM  unto  me  now  ;- 
Yet,  might  I  shed  such  tears  as  fall  from  childhood's  guileless  eye, 
Dear  Helen  I  o'er  thy  early  grave  my  own  would  not  be  dry. 

Bat  could  I  o'er  that  distant  spot  a  transient  mourner  bend, 
I  would  not  mourn  with  childish  grief  thy  life  so  soon  should  end : 
Reflecting  what  Life  is  to  most,  to  whom  'tis  longest  given, 
1  rather  would  rejoice  in  hopes  that  follow  thee  to  Heaven. 

'Tia  true  that  what  thou  yet  hadst  known  of  Being  here  below, 
Had  shone  so  bright  it  seem'd  to  bask  in  sunshine's  sweetest  glow ; 
For  though  some  fleecy  clouds  might  shade  the  landscape's  lovely  mien. 
Yet  these,  like  Summer's  morning-mists,  but  beautified  the  scene. 

And  thou  hadst  to  thy  parents'  arms  retum'd  from  Albion's  shore. 
And  joy's  anticipated  cup  to  them  seem'd  running  o'er ; 
And  hearts  were  full,  and  hopes  were  high,  with  future  schemes  of  bliss. 
While  filial  and  parental  love  revived  with  every  kiss. 

Such  is  the  picture  Fancy  gives,  with  little  magic  aid  ; 

Nor  can  its  brightest,  softest  tints  for  ever  sink  in  shade  ; 

To  thee  that  shadow  now  is  past,  and  dark  as  may  appear 

The  cloud  that  veils  thy  parents'  path,  thy  name  must  still  be  dear. 

"When  spent  the  agony  of  grief,  may  this  their  solace  be. 
That  many  fondly  cherish'd  hopes  had  been  fulfill'd  in  thee  ! 
This  thought  may  seem  at  first  to  feed  the  source  of  saddest  tears, 
But  it  may  yield  unearthly  bliss  in  days  of  future  years. 

^s  something  to  have  held  awhile  a  gem  like  thee  in  trust ; 
And,  though  tis  painful  to  resign  its  casket  to  the  dust, 
It  must  be  soothing,  still — to  think  it  once  has  been  their  oim. 
And  that  they  have  but  given  it  up  unto  its  God  alone  ! 

For  us,  dear  giil !  with  whom  were  pass'd  thy  childhood's  fleeting  hours. 
Who  watch'd  with  pleasure  and  with  pride  thy  mind's  unfolding  powers. 
Beneath  whose  glance,  from  grace  to  grace,  thy  form  in  stature  grew — 
For  us,  to  some  few  ling'ring  hopes  'tis  hard  to  bid  adieu ! 

Although  we  scarce  might  hope,  on  earth,  to  see  thy  smiles  again. 
Yet  some  such  thoughts  mtut  still  survive,  where  Itfe  and  love  remain : 
The  first,  with  theelis  closed  !  the  last,  shall  still  thy  witness  be  ; 
Not  e'en  thy  death  can  overcast  the  hours  once  spent  with  thee. 

Bat  O !  amongst  us  there  is  one  whose  Jiopes  were  so  entwined 
With  thee,  thy  death  scarce  seems  to  leave  an  earthly  joy  behind  ; — 
Yet  unto  her  religion  yields  hopes  more  exalted  still. 
Which,  bom  of  Faith,  and  fiz'd  on  Heaven,  God  only  can  fulfil. 


(     21«    ) 

CSrOUSU  B  A  f  J .  il»^BWIEB8. 

The  minstrels  were  once  a  great  and  flomshing  bodjin  Eaghmd 
But  their  dignity,  being  interwoven  with  the  illiisory  splendours  of 
feudal  institutions,  declined  in  proportion  to  the  advance  of  moral  cal- 
tivatron :  they  became  in  time  vulgar  mountebanks  and  jugglers,  vai 
in  the  reign  of  Elizabeth — the  reign  of  robust  intellect — they  were  ab- 
solutely suppressed  as  rogues  and  vagabonds.  Banished  from  the 
streets  and  highways,  they  fled  to  alehouses,  and  followed  the  trades  of 
fiddlers  and  pipers:  minstrelsy  was  no  longer  known  in  England. 
The  instruments  so  long  in  use  by  tliis  order  of  musicians  would  now 
astonish  by  their  number  and  the  rudeness  of  their  plan  and  fabric. 
There  has  not  been  (or  an  age  any  trace  of  this  pecuUar  order,  if  we 
except  the  instance  of  a  man  well-known  in  Derbyshire,  who  appeared 
at  the  close  of  the  last  century  in  the  streets  of  the  metropolis  vrith 
the  canister  and  siring*,  siuging  the  fine  oki  ballad  ofLord  Thomas  and 
fair  Eleanour.  From  the  earliest  times  songs  were  chanted  in  our 
streets ;  but  before  the  reign  of  Elizabeth,  they  were  invariably  accom- 
panied by  the  sound  of  some  musical  instrument.  The  suppression  of 
the  minstrel  order  was  followed  by  the  rise  of  the  ballad^ngers — 
a  race  that  relied  for  success  exclusively  on  the  merits  of  their  voices. 
This  revolution,  though  a  curious  part  of  knowledge,  is  scarcely  dis- 
tinguished, or  not  alleged  with  sufficient  stress,  in  most  of  our  histories 
of  literature.t  The  subjects  of  many  of  the  songs  handed  down  by 
the  minstrels,  were  still  held  in  honour  by  the  ballad-singers.  The 
feats  of  Clym  of  the  Clough,  Randle  of  Chester,  and  Sir  Topaz, 
grown  faded  under  the  keeping  of  the  minstrels,  were  now  refreshed 
and  brought  more  boldly  before  the  sense  in  the  new  version.  Robin 
Hood  had  his  honours  enlarged  under  the  new  dynasty — more  maidens, 
more  heroes  than  ever,  wept  at  and  were  inspired  by  the  history  of 
his  fortunes.  Drayton^s  allusion  to  the  propagation  of  Robin^s  fame 
may  give  an  idea  of  the  diffusion  of  the  ballad-singers. 

'^  In  this  our  spacious  isle  I  think  there  is  not  one 
But  he  hath  heard  some  talk  of  him  and  little  John  ; 
And  to  the  end  of  time  the  tales  shall  ne^er  he  done 
Of  Scarlock,  George-a-6reen,  and  Muck  the  Miller^s  lon.^^ 

The  new  race — the  ballad  singers — started  with  a  full  tide  of  popu- 
larity :  they  had  the  glory  of  being  opposed  by,  and  triumphing  over 
the  unanimous  hostility  of  the  votaries  of  the  Muses  from  the  highest 
to  the  least  worthy.  The  poets  of  the  first  rank  confessed  their  un- 
easiness at  the  success  of  the  innovators.  Of  this  fact  we  have  abun- 
dant evidence  in  Spenser^s  Tears  of  the  Muses — and  even  the  supreme 
Shakspeare  himself  would  bring  their  calling  into  contempt.^     It  is 

*  This  was  one  of  the  instruments  in  use  among  the  ancient  minstrels — Dr. 
Percy  givei  a  curious  list  of  them. 

t  Dr.  Percy  makes  no  distinction  between  the  minstrels  and  the  ballad-sin jers. 
He  gives  an  extract  from  Puttenham,  an  author  of  Henry  Vlllth's  time,  with  a 
view  to  elucidate  the  state  of  ballad-singing,  and  this  very  passage  is  cited  by  Mr. 
Ritson  as  a  picture  of  the  English  minstrel  of  the  days  of  that  author.  (Puttenham.) 

X  One  of  the  poets  of  the  day  (Mun&ay)  is  represented  by  another  as  complain- 
ing of  the  progress  ma^e  by  the  ballad-singers.  "  AVhen  1  was  looked  upon,"  says 
he,  ^^  there  was  no  thought  of  that  idle  upstart  generation  of  ballad-siDgers :  ballada 
are  abusively  chanted  in  every  street,  and  from  Liondon  overspread  E^ez  and  the 
adjoining  counties.^' — (Vide  Warton^s  account  of  Munday,  3d  vol.) 


worlir  wbHe  to  atfeod  to  tiiogronmh  of  difENpeDce  betwoea  the  miiw 
itrels  and  their  more  simple  succeMon.  The  foiiner  were  the  crea^ 
tores  of  feudal  Tanity,  and  followed  the  fate  of  some  very  friched  ao^ 
tioDS  of  government  both  domestic  and  politic — the  baUadffllDgera  ad^ 
dressed  themselres  to  the  people.  They  courted  no  obligation  fron^ 
the  rich — they  wore  no  livery  of  the  great — ^they  moved  in  indepen* 
denoe — the  members  of  a  pore  democratic  institution.  The  timea  had 
passed  away  when  the  wonted  phrase  of  subserviency  at  the  beginnii^ 
of  each  song,  ^^  Fair  lordynges  and  ladies  all,  &c.'^  was  tq  be  heard.*^ 
Bot  the  baUad-singers  did  not  enjoy  alone  empty  popularity,  as  may  be 
anderstood  from  Ihe  perseverance  of  the  old  singers,  and  the  number 
of  candidates  that  yearly  sought  refuge  in  the  profession  from  the^ 
risks  of  a  more  uncertain  state  of  life.  One  of  the  most  popular 
singers  of  this  early  time  was  a  boy,  who,  from  the  character  of  M4 
voice  and  manner,  is  distinguished  by  the  name  of  Outroaring  Dick  i 
an  epithet  as  honestly  bestowed  as  any  descriptive  compound  on  any 
hero  in  Greek  or  Latin  story.  He  was  bred  to  a  mechanical  employ- 
ment ;  bat  he  had  a  voice,  the  possession  of  which  would  teach  a  les4 
eaterprisiog  spirit  to  aspire  above  all  the  gross  toils  of  handicraft.  His 
success  was  as  permanent  in  the  end  as  it  was  steady  in  its  growth. 
He  first  renounced  the  mechanical  life ;  in  time  his  prosperity  enabled 
him  to  confine  his  joumies  of  business  to  the  adjacent  counties — the 
home  circuit — and  the  decline  of  his  life  was  spent  in  the  dignified  re- 
pose of  an  amateur.  His  earnings,  according  to  Mr.  Warton,  amounted 
to  about  lOv.  a  day:  he  was  well-known  throughout  Essex, and  was 
not  missed  for  many  years  from  the  great  fair  of  Braintree.  But 
Cheeke,  for  such  was  his  real  name,  was  haunted  in  the  midst  of  hia 
glory  by  a  rival.  Will  Wimbars  had  a  voice  quite  of  as  much  compass 
and  flexibility,  but  not  of  as  much  pathos  as  Dick.  Dick  was  the  more 
popular  man  of  the  two ;  he  consulted  times  and  tastes,  and  had  a 
greater  variety  of  songs ;  Wimbars  had  a  select  list  from  which  hQ 
never  departed.  Cheeke  was  free  and  easy,  and  had  a  turn  for  tho 
humorous  ;  his  rival  was  all  for  doleful  tragedies.  The  former  was 
sought  as  a  companion  ;  the  latter  pleased  best  in  the  public  exercise 
of  his  talents.!  But  the  most  universally  esteemed  ballad-singer  of  his 
age  was  Mat  Nash,  a  man  from  the  "  North  Countrie,"  the  affieina  of 
ballad-eingers,  as  it  had  been  formerly  of  the  minstrels.  Nash  had  a 
masculine  vehement  style  :  all  the  Border  ballads  he  had  nearly  made 
his  own  by  the  force  and  enthusiasm  of  his  manner  of  singing  them. 
His  ^^  Hunts  up,''  a  song  which  obtained  for  the  author  so  much  favour 
in  a  former  reign,  was  one  of  his  most  celebrated  efforts.  But  undoubt- 
edly his  forte  was  the- famous  old  ballad  of  Chevy  Chace,  then  called 
the  Hunting  of  Cheviot.  This  was  the  song  which,  Sir  Philip  Sidney 
declared,  moved  his  heart  more  than  a  trumpet.    If  instead  of  the 

*  There  is  no  better  criterion  of  the  rising  importance  of  the  people  in  theie 
daTs  than  this — that  the  great  Secretary  Cecil  made  a  collection  of  vulgar  ballads 
in  order  to  ascertain  the  temper  of  the  people.  Selden  said  that  more  solid  things 
do  not  shew  the  complexion  of  the  times  so  well  as  ballads  and  libels  ;  and  Fletcher 
of  Saltoun  nsed  to  say^  that  if  he  could  make  the  ballads  of  a  nation,  he  cared 
little  who  made  the  religion. of  it. 

t  Mr.  Warton,  in  a  note  in  the  3d  vol.  of  his  History  of  English  Poetry,  con* 
tens  some  of  the  particalan  here  stated. 


tl4  EngHih  BaUadrSmgen. 

^  blind  Crowder,  with  no  rougher  voice  than  rode  style,'^  to  whom 
he  alludes,  he  bad  heard  Nash  accompany  the  words  with  the  liveliest 
dramaMc  action — had  he  seen  him  fall  suddenly  on  his  knees  and  move 
about  cutting  and  thrusting  on  all  sides,  as  if  to  realize  the  description 
of  Witherington  fighting  on  his  stumps — it  is  easy  to  suppose  what 
would  have  been  the  result  in  favour  of  Nash.  However,  it  so  hap- 
pened that  the  date  of  Nash^s  fortune  was  fixed  at  a  later  period  ;  for 
the  g^eat  Secretary  Cecil  was  once  so  captivated  with  his  singing,  that 
he  soon  enabled  him  to  retire  from  the  profession.  The  accident  that 
led  to  this  fortunate  rencontre  is  not  impertinent  to  our  subject : — in 
the  time  of  a  dearth  which  was  severely  felt  in  the  city,  the  famous 
ballad-maker  Delone  composed  a  song  reflecting  on  her  Majesty.  The 
ballad-singer  and  the  pubUsher  were  both  committed  to  the  Compter; 
but  the  poet  defied  the  government  from  his  retreat.  In  a  letter  to  the 
Lord  Mayor  he  avowed  the  ballad,  justified  his  satire,  and  concluded 
with  these  lines  from  the  Mirror  of  Magistrates,  descriptive  of  the  du- 
ties of  a  true  poet.  They  were  composed  by  one  Collingboume,  put 
to  death  in  the  reign  of  Richard  111.  for  <^  making  a  foolish  rhyme.^' 

'^  HiingB  that  import  be  must  be  quick  to  pen, 
Reproving  vices  sharply  now  and  then, 
He  must  be  swift  when  touched  tyrants  chafe 
To  gallop  thence,  to  keep  his  carcase  safe.^^ 

Nash,  in  the  mean  time,  in  an  interview  with  the  secretary,  fully  estab- 
lished his  innocence,  and  laid  the  foundation  of  his  future  prosperity. 

It  is  impossible  to  quit  the  reign  of  Elizabeth  without  for  a  moment 
delaying  on  the  names  of  Elderton  and  Delone,  the  two  illustrious  bal- 
lad-makers of  the  time.  The  former  was  full  of  enthusiaeni — a  hearty 
bard  : 

"  He  was  a  care-defying  blade 
As  ever  Bacchus  listed.^^ 

He  was  highly  charged  with  all  the  frailties  that  accompany  in  many 
cases  the  social  bias ;  as  the  iitiens  Elderton  of  his  epitaph,  and  the  un- 
charitable lampoon  of  Bishop  Hall,  record.  Delone  had  more  of  judg- 
ment. But  they  were  both  men  of  great  genius :  they  were  envied, 
and  variously  and  powerfully  assailed :  they  both  shewed  a  courage 
worthy  of  their  inspiration.  The  time  was  now  come,  when  this  re- 
markable duumvirate,  having  lived  to  a  good  old  age  in  the  enjoy  meat 
of  a  degree  of  popular  favour  to  which  they  saw  so  many  highly-glAed 
spirits  pretend  in  vain,  were  to  begin  to  prepare  their  account  with 
posterity.  They  saw  that  their  verses  would  form  the  traditions  of 
every  village — still  it  was  necessary  to  the  dignity  of  their  fame  that 
they  should  call  in  their  scattered  labours,  and  leave  behind  them  an 
authenticated  version  of  their  songs.  The  collections  of  these  two 
bards  were  published  under  the  titles  of  Garlands,  with  various  fanciful 
additions.  During  their  days  of  singleness  and  liberty,  the  ballads  were 
called  penny  merriments. 

The  Gipsies  furnished  a  number  of  female  ballad-singers  about  this 
time.  The  laws,  and  the  prejudices  of  society  in  that  age,  concurred 
in  denouncing  this  race.  But  how  just  is  Nature  !  the  most  esteemed 
and  the  best  received  ballad-singers  of  their  time  belonged  to  the 
outlaw  tribe.  Alice  Boyce,  for  instance,  with  the  bronzed  face,  dark 
eyes  and  hair  of  her  nation,  came  to  London  from  Cumberland.    She 
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san^  her  way  to  the  metr%>poIis,  and,  when  there,  yeiy  quickly  gained 
the  ears  of  the  great.  She  was  eyen  appointed  to  sing  ^^  O  the  hroom^' 
and  *'^  Lady  Greenleaves"  hefore  the  Queen.  The  reigns  of  James  I. 
and  his  successor  were  remarkahle  for  nothing  connected  with  our 
purpose,  except  that  the  taste  of  the  population  for  nature  and  simpli- 
city kept  up  the  profession  of  ballad-singing.  The  poett  of  the  day 
in  the  mean  time  became  so  learned,  that  they  were  scarcely  to  be  un- 
derstood even  by  the  great.  Henceforward  balladnsinging  maintained 
a  prosperous  and  respectable  course.  The  singers  had  no  state  ene- 
mies to  contend  with.  Their  employment  was  too  lucrative,  and  cus- 
tom had  too  firmly  sanctioned  it,  to  permit  the  persecutidns  of  parish 
fiends.  But,  better  than  all,  the  law  as  yet  furnished  no  pretext  for 
stopping  the  free  circulation  of  the  lower  ranks  throughout  the  coun- 
try. The  government,  and  still  more  frequently  the  corporation  of 
LiODdoD,  had  been  alarmed  at  the  influx  of  humble  strangers  into  the 
metropolis.  There  were  issued  bulb  of  penal  denunciation,  street  pro- 
clamations, circumstantial  and  minute,  embracing  the  professors  of  all 
manner  of  arts  and  employments,  whether  for  use  or  amusement ;  yet 
DOt  a  word  of  ballad-singers.  Fiddlers  put  the  whole  council  into  con- 
stematioQ  ;  minstrels  (such  as  they  were)  have  a  price  set  upon  their 
bodies ;  but  there  is  no  vice  assumed  of  the  members  of  the  vocal  throng. 
Cromwell  was  disturbed  by  the  presence  of  low  visitors  to  the  metropo- 
lis :  he  again  excommunicates  minstrels  and  fiddlers,  but  leaves  ballad- 
singers  to  pursue  their  business  unmolested.  And  yet  the  Protector 
foond  not  in  that  order  a  friendly  or  even  a  neutral  power.  They 
sang  of  bold  cavaliers  and  ladies  bright,  themes  that  did  not  fail  to 
keep  the  memory  of  past  times  '^  green  in  the  souls  of  men.''  But  as 
soon  as  the  Restoration  removed  nil  restraint  from  the  ballad-singers, 
the  streets  re-echoed  to  the  strains  either  of  thanksgiving  for  the  return 
of  the  monarch,  or  in  ridicule  of  the  fallen  power.  The  song  beginning 
with  the  words  ^^  Rebellion  hath  broken  up  house''  was  very  celebrated 
at  the  time.  However,  the  taste  of  the  public  in  the  course  of  a  short 
time  was  divided  between  political  and  amatory  poetry  :  the  circum- 
stances of  the  times  recommended  the  first  species;  and^he  spirit  that 
produced  the  Sedleys,  Etheridges,  and  Rocbesters,  brought  in  the 
latter.  Many  of  the  celebrated  poets  of  the  day  wrote  for  the  streets 
and  villages.  But  there  never  was  an  era  when  the  ballad-singers 
answered  more  faithfully  to  the  public  feeling.  They  were  a  fearful 
check  on  the  acts  of  the  despotic  monarch.  When  the  charter  was 
withdrawn  from  the  city  of  London,  a  storm  of  ballads  assailed  the 
court,  and  was  heard  with  dismay  in  the  council.  The  agitated  period 
that  immediately  went  before  the  Revolution  permitted  scarcely  any 
but  political  ballads  to  be  sung.  There  were  faint  strains  of  loyalty 
now  and  then  put  forth.  Several  songs  on  the  death  of  Russell  and 
Monmouth  arc  still  preserved.  But  the  great  effective  force  of  the 
ballad«ingers  was  directed  against  the  reigning  family.  The  decisive, 
effects  of  the  doggrel  verses  called  the  Lillibullero  are  authenticated 
by  history.  Lord  Wharton,  the  author  of  the  song,  boasted  that  he 
had  rhymed  King  James  out  of  bis  dominions  ;  and  the  testimony  of 
the  gravest  writers  of  the  time  shew  that  there  was  no  exaggeration  in 
the  boast  The  tide  of  popular  favour  and  ballad-singing  flowed  on 
the  side  of  the  newly-established  dynasty.    The  Queen  had  absolutely 
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jmtronized  (he  b&nad-^ingeTS ;  «be  did  not  liesitiite  to  arow,  leven  on 
state  occasions,  a  preference  for  the  simple  ballads  that  <^anDed  her 
early  years,  to  the  elaborate  compositions  of  tbe  most  esteemed  masten 
of  the  time.*  We  are  to  look  npon  the  ballad-^in^ers  from  this  time 
forth  in  the  light  of  a  corporation.  Custom  had  established  yearly 
festivals  for  them  in  the  classic  regions  of  St.  Giles's,  which  were  much 
frequented  by  some  of  the  wits  of  the  day — Swift,  Gay,  Bolingbroke, 
Steele,  kc.  From  these  high  followers  of  the  Muses  yearly  contiDgents 
of  ballads  were  expected.  Swift  contracted  to  furnish  the  humorous 
songs.  Gay,  who,  as  Goldsmith  observed  of  him,  had  a  happy  strain 
of  ballad-^^inHng,  was  set  down  for  the  pathetic  ones.  Those  of  a 
miscellaneous  character  were  divided  amongst  a  nun^ber  of  amateur 
bards.  No  importunities,  even  of  his  friends,  could  induce  Pope  to 
attend  any  of  these  assemblies.  He  was,  however,  prevailed  on  to 
Write  an  epitaph  for  a  young  creature  whom  he  had  several  times  seen 
^nd  heard,  and  who  was  known  to  her  companions  tmder  the  title  of 
Clarinda.  She  was  much  favoured  by  Some  of  the  great,  and,  but  for 
her  attachment  to  the  life  of  a  ballad-singer,  might  with  her  beauty 
and  accomplishments  have  risen  to  fortune.  The  following  is  a  frag- 
ment of  the  epitaph  ;  and,  as  we  have  it  merely  from  tradition,  we  must 
not  be  held  answerable  for  it  as  a  genuine  or  correct  prodaction. 

^^  She  who  is  laid  beneath  this  sod  of  earth 
Was  blest,  though  wanting  titles,  power,  and  birth ; 
Though  poor,  had  yet  the  loftiest  bards  inspired  ; 
Though  fair,  was  yet  by  her  own  sex  admired  ; 
But  Wortley  was  the  woman  that  did  praise, 
And  Swift  and  Gay  the  bards  that  loved  her  lays. 
Clarinda,  courted  by  the  wise  and  great, 
Would  stay  to  charm  the  vulgar  at  their  gate  ; 
Pleased  if  those  notes  'v^hich  lords  and  poets  loved. 
Were  by  the  hnmble  peasant-throng  approved.^^ 

Gay  and  Swifl  had  naturally  a  relish  for  low  society,  and  were  hailed 
by  the  fraternity  and  sisterhood  as  the  most  precious  sources  of  profit. 
Amongst  other  songs  which  Swift  sent  into  the  world  through  the  me- 
dium of  the  ballad-singers,  was  a  severe  satire  on  the  Duke  of  Marl- 
borough, beginning  '^  Our  Johnny  is  come  from  the  wars.^'  The  song 
^ew  much  attention  in  the  streets,  and  excited  the  strongest  resent- 
ment against  the  author  in  the  breast  of  the  accomplished  duchess. 
She  renuiined  implacable  until  the  publication  of  Gulliver,  when  she 
offered  her  friendship  to  Swift  through  his  friend  Gay.  The  Beggar's 
Opera  was  originally  written,  (we  have  it  on  Gay's  own  authority,)  to 
celebrate  the  marriage  of  James  Chanter  and  Moll  Lay.  There  was 
a  young  creature  amongst  the  ballad-singers  now  known  to  the  world 
by  no  other  title  than  Clara,  who  drew  much  attention  at  this  time  by 

*  ^^  The  Queen  having  a  mind  one  afternoon  to  be  entertained  with  music,  sent 
to  Mr.  Gostling,  to  Henry  Purcell,  and  Mrs.  Hunt,  with  a  request  to  attend  her : 
they  obeyed  her  commands.  Mr.  Gostling  and  Mrs.  Hunt  sung  several  compon- 
tions  of  Purcell,  who  accompanied  them  on  the  harpsichord :  at  length  the  Queen 
beginning  to  grow  tired  of  this,  asked  Mrs.  Hunt  if  she  could  not  sing  the  old  Scott 
ballad  of  ^^  Cold  and  raw  ;''^  Mrs.  Hunt  answered  Tes,  and  sung  it  to  her  Inte. 
Purcell  was  all  the  while  sitting  at  the  harpsichord  unemployed,  and  not  a 
little  nettled  at  the  Queen's  preference  of  a  vulgar  ballad  to  his  mosic.^' — Sir  J. 
Hawkins. 
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the  sweetness  and  pathos  of  her  toner.  She  was  the  original  singer  of 
Black-eyed  Susan,  and  one  or  two  songs  which  were  afterwards  intro- 
duced into  the  Beggar^s  Opera.  But  her  recommendation  to  particular 
notice  was  the  circumstafnce  of  her  having  for  many  years  been  the 
object  of  Lord  Bolingbroke's  enthusiastic  affection.  The  poor  girl 
itrajed  for  some  time,  during  which  his  lordship  had  not  seen  her ; 
aod  it  was  after  that  interval,  that,  having  met  her,  he  addressed  to 
her  the  tender  lines,  beginning 

^^  Dear  thoughtless  Clara,  to  my  Terse  attend, 
Believe  for  once  the  lover  and  the  friend.**^ 

And  concluding  thus, 

**  To  virtue  thus  and  to  thyself  restored, 
By  all  admired,  by  one  alone  adored ; 
Be  to  thy  Harry  ever  kind  and  true, 
And  live  for  him  who  more  than  died  for  you.^* 

A  series  of  calamities  totally  ruined  her  vocal  powers,  and  she  ailer- 
wards  subsisted  by  the  sale  of  oranges  at  the  Court  of  Requests. 

The  profession  did  not  continue  to  maintain  its  rank.  The  disap- 
pointed author  in  Roderick  Random,  who  set  about  writing  for  the 
hallad-aingers,  was  introduced  into  one  of  their  assemblies.  His  testi- 
monj  establishes  the  deepest  degeneracy  in  the  members  of  the  order. 
Indeed,  the  history  of  ballad-singing  during  the  remainder  of  the  last 
centniy  affords  but  an  unsatisfactory  subject  of  reflection  to  the  lovers 
of  song.    The  modern  state  of  the  art  merits  an  essay  in  itself 
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AiB.— ^*  A  Rote-tree  in  full  bearing.^ 

Italiav  dames  are  vaunted, 
So  shapely  their  bosoms  rise. 
And  some  have  raved  enchanted. 
Of  bright-beaming^  Spanish  eyes. 
But  shew  me  southern  donnas, 
Or  Frauleins  with  yellow  hair. 
So  sweet  to  look  upon  as 
Our  own  lovely  British  fair. 

Perhaps  with  foreign  graces 
Love  might  have  smit  me  more. 
Had  I  forgot  the  faces 
That  smile  on  our  native  shore. 
But  never  in  a  single  land 
Had  woman  my  heart  in  thrall, 
Except  the  girls  of  ilngland ; 
And  you.  Lore,  beyond  them  all. 
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DIGRESSIONS   IN   THE  TWO   EXHIBITION-ROOMS. 

The  critics^  harvest  is  almost  got  in.  They  have  been  very  plentiful 
tbift  year,  and  made  quick  work  of  it.  How  they  did  puff,  and  labour, 
and  fall  foul  of  each  other ! — putting  forth  their  sickles  here  and  there 
and  every  where  :  no  two  of  them  cutting  at  the  same  side  or  together. 
And  then  such  indiscriminate  levelling  as  they  made  of  it:  such  meet- 
ing, and  jingling,  and  entangling  of  their  crooked  weapons !  But,  thank 
Heaven  !  all  this  is  nearly  ended ;  and  a  poor  nervous  gleaner  may 
now  steal  in  the  field,  and  pick  up  a  few  ears  which  have  escaped  the 
industrious  fury  of  the  reapers  and  binders.  But  do  not  fear  so  much 
as  a  grain  of  criticism.  I  am  too  sick  of  glazing  and  scumbling,  and 
toning  and  keeping,  to  speak  one  word  about  it.  The  very  thought  of 
asphaitum  is  ipecacuanha  to  me.  By  the  way,  how  learned  all  these 
outlandish  words  look  together  I 

Bat  aftfer  all  my  observations  on  the  pictures  themselves  have  been 
satlsticd,  I  still  find  myself  lounging  about  the  Exiubition-rooms  at 
'  Somerset-House  and  Pail-Mall :  getting  in  among  a  knot  of  painters 
in  a  corner,  and  listening  to  their  shop-scandal  with  unwearied  earnest- 
ness ;  or  I  make  a  sortie  from  a  good  picture  to  the  painting-room  of 
the  artist,  and  investigate  at  home,  and  in  his  native  element,  the  curious 
animal  who  has  pleased,  affected,  or  surprised  me,  in  certainly  the 
most  difficult  language  by  which  strong  or  positive  impressions  can  be 
conveyed  to  the  human  mind.  I  peer  curiously  into  the  darkened 
comer  of  his  room,  among  fragments  of  casts,  lay-figures,  skulls,  oil- 
bottles,  brushes,  and  colour-bladders ;  out  of  which  a  nursery-ridden 
child  might  easily  conjure  up  an  animated  host  of  wild  and  terrific 
imagery.  I  regard  them  with  a  mysterious  awe — a  superstitious  reve- 
rence. There  they  repose,  to  my  observation,  like  the  relics  of  a 
battle-field  that  has  been  obstinately  contested  and  gloriously  won : 
like  the  picturesque  or  terrible  paraphernalia  of  some  wondrous  chem- 
ist or  necromancer,  by  whose  instrumentality  the  mined  and  central 
secrets  of  the  solid  globe  may  have  been  brought  to  light,  or  the 
spirits  of  the  vasty  deep  itself  startled  through  all  the  depths  of  their 
Stygian  obscurity. 

'■ *'  Penetratquc  in  Tartara  rimis 

Lumen,  et  infemum  terret  coi^  conjuge  regem  !^' 

I  see  a  plaster-cast  of  a  hand,  a  foot,  or  a  leg,  which  may  have  assisted 
the  artist  in  reducing  to  palpability  the  throes  and  visions  of  liis  early 
conception — nay,  in  some  remote  angle,  or  from  behind  some  slanticg 
piece  of  large  canvass,  the  first  broad  dash  of  his  now  detailed  subject 
comes  on  my  view,  through  shade  and  twilight,  like  the  faint  indica- 
tions of  truth  to  the  mind,  or  like  the  sketchy,  generalized  people 
whom  we  meet  and  converse  with  in  the  land  of  dreams.  I  behold, 
possibly,  the  very  pallet  which  may  have  yielded  the  last  glowing, 
breathing  tints  to  his  immortal  picture ;  the  very  pencil  which  may 
have  conferred  the  last  convincing  touch  of  character  and  expression ; 
both  still  loaded  with  the  magic  materiality  of  that  very  creation  :  the 
seeds,  and  atoms,  and  germs,  out  of  which  this  mortal  god  has  wrought 
his  wondrous  mould  of  mimic  life,  action,  and  sentiment 

As  the  artist  himself  furnishes  ample  scope  for  my  speculation,  I 
measure  with  my  optical  callipers  the  breadth  of  his  temporal  bones, 
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the  projecdoQ  of  his  sinusts^  the  dip  of  his  chio,  the  elongation  of  his 
occiput^  or  the  angle  of  his  lower  tnaxUlary.    I  ask  questions  appa* 
rently  indifferent,  but  which,  indirectly,  have  an  important  operation  : 
and  word  by  word,  and  sentence  by  sentence,  extract  an  account  of 
his  mode  of  going  about  a  subject,  and  treating  it,  and  working  it  up, 
and  finishing  it.     After  this  manner,  by  a  keen  scent,  unwearied  assi- 
duity, and  a  sagacious  divination,  I  have  enriched  myself  with  sundry 
rare  and  curious  scraps  of  anecdote  connected  with  pictures  and  pic- 
tore-inakers,  which,  I  have  the  popular  egotism  to  think,  no  man  of 
less  enthusiasm  and  perseverance  than  myself  could  have  collected  in 
the  given  time.   For  example  :  How  fen  except  myself  know  any  thing 
more  of  Wilkie^s  ^^  Chelsea  Pensioners^'  than  that  it  is  a  beautiful  pi^ 
ture,  an  extraordinary  picture,  a  divine  picture  1  and  so  forth.     Some 
there  may  be  who  know  that  it  beats  the  phlegmatic  Dutchmen  out  and 
out : — ^in  better  words,  who  say  so  because  they  have  heard  so.    Indeed 
one  enthusiastic  and  high-minded  critic  has  stept  forward  to  observe 
that  Wilkie  committed  an  important  anachronism  by  painting  oysters 
in  June  ;  and  having  observed  this,  he  stept  back  again.     I  heard,  roy- 
seh^  a  dapper  city-connoisseur  (a  petit  body  it  was,  with  wliite-topped 
boots  which  creaked  at  every  step)  remark,  as  he  stood  before  this 
magnificent  picture,  that  the  candie-snuiT  was  as  natural  as  the  life*; 
and  then  he  turned  away,  and  accompanied  his  creaking  boots  to  an  dp- 
posite  comer  of  the  room. 

But,  independently  of  these  tasteful  discoveries,  there  is  a  painting- 
room  secret,  connected  with  ^^  the  Chelsea  Pensioners,^'  well  worth 
knowing. 

No  mind  of  liberal  compass  has  remained  unaffected  by  one  extraor- 
dinary passage  in  the  subject.  I  allude  to  the  poor  forlorn  woman, 
who  rushes  up  to  learn  tidings  of  her  husband,  and  while  all  around  are 
clamorous  in  joy  and  exultation,  stands  with  her  wild  distorted  eyes 
riveted  on  the  paper — her  face  pallid  from  sickly  apprehension — and, 
now  absorbed  in  a  master-feeling,  indifferent,  for  the  first  time  in  her 
life,  to  the  cries  of  the  infant  which  is  but  carelessly  encircled  by  her 
left  arm.  This  is  the  great  situation  of  Wilkie's  greatest  picture  :  the 
most  powerful  concentration  of  his  mind  which  has  yet  been  transmit- 
ted to  canvass.  At  the  first  view,  and  while  it  affects  and  overpowers, 
we  naturally  reg-ard  it  as  one  of  those  electric  emanations  of  genius  of 
which  even  genius  is  seldom  capable  :  whose  birth  is  like  the  flash, 
instantaneous,  almost  involuntary.  Yet  we  should  err  in  such  a  read- 
ing. The  idea  of  this  sublime  passage  was  not  rapid  or  impulsive,  or 
coeval  with  Wilkie's  first  general  plan  of  his  subject,  it  was,  in  truth, 
an  after-thought,  an  interlineation.  I  saw  the  ^^  Chelsea  Pensioners''  on 
Wilkie's  easel  more  than  two-thirds  advanced,  and  there  was  nothing 
in  it  of  the  incident  to  which  I  allude.  I  cannot  dare  to  say  that  the 
place  it  now  holds  was  then  a  blank  ;  but  it  was  pre-occupied  by  another 
actor  and  a  different  event.  A  woman  who  had  been  listening  to 
the  account  of  the  battle,  as  read  by  the  old  pensioner,  and  who  had 
just  heard  some  fatal  intelligence  of  her  husband,  was  fainting  away 
under  the  influence  of  the  sudden  afliiction  ;  her  eyes  half  closed,  and 
her  whole  action  quietness  itself.  "  It  is  needless  to  point  out  how  dis- 
similar this  was  to  the  bustle  and  energy,  and  stretch  of  feeling  ot 
the  passage,  as  it  now  stands.  It  would  be  as  needless  to  say  that  the 
second  thought  is  best.    No  doubt  of  it,  the  original  conception  was  full 
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of  dmple  pathos ;  bat  it  was  mere  bj-plaj  to  the  dramatic  importance 
of  the  substitute  action,  and  to  the  intense  feeling^  with  which  it  Is  wit- 
nessed by  an  J  spectator  of  penetrable  stuff. 

Is  it  not  curious  to  observe  in  what  an  arbitraiy  way  the  rarest  scin- 
tillations of  genius  condescend  to  transmit  themselves  ?  Sometimei 
they  blaze  forth  at  once  through  the  profound  of  the  mind,  like  a  daz- 
zling meteor  or  a  careering  comet :  sometimes  their  first  appearance 
is  like  that  of  a  small  star  half  seen  in  a  twilight-sky ;  and  you  must  keep 
your  eye  riveted  on  it,  and  give  it  your  whole  attention,  before  yoy 
can  hatch  it  out  into  distinct  brightness.  In  one  mood,  or  at  a  particu- 
lar time,  a  thought  comes  to  the  gifted  intellect,  rushing,  panting  with 
ei^mess  to  be  received  and  embodied :  its  shape  entire — ^its  action 
complete.  At  another  time  it  will  lurk  from  your  view ;  reject  all  your 
amorous  overtures  ;  and  either  entirely  elude  your  wooing  grasp,  or 
convey  itself  part  by  part,  bit  by  bit,  till  Invention  is  disgusted  with 
her  own  petty,  piecemeal  industry.  Give  up  the  chase — affect,  or 
really  feel  indifference,  and  like  a  true  woman,  the  coquette  muse  will 
anon  throw  herself  into  your  arms  when  you  least  think  of  her.  With- 
out any  apparent  association,  the  long-sought  idea  will  bunt  over  the 
slumbering  expanse  of  the  mind,  as  erst  did  the  sun  flash  over  the 
deep  sleep  of  old  Chaos.  Nay,  chance  itself  often  gives  a  clue  after 
which  genius  had  toiled  in  vain.  Leonardo  da  Vinci  attributes  some  of 
the  best  landscape  compositions  to  the  accidental  discolouring  and  stains 
of  paper  on  the  walls  of  a  room.  Apelles  had  been  labouring  for 
months  to  express  the  foam  issuing  from  the  mouth  of  a  proud  war 
horse,  and  could  not  please  himself :  at  last,  in  a  sudden  fit  of  pettbh 
vexation,  he  flung  his  pencil,  surchaiged  with  colour,  at  the  portrait 
of  the  animaFs  head :  it  struck  about  the  mouth — and  lo  J — the  tliittg 
was  done. 

Passing  from  single  ideas  to  the  arrangement  of  an  entire  work  in 
poetry  or  painting,  it  is  still  more  interesting  to  note  the  complicated 
process,  the  remote  and  subtle  combinations,  the  twistings,  the  twin- 
ings,  and  the  turnings,  to  which  all  men  of  genius,  but  eminent  paint- 
ers in  particular,  have  recourse,  to  produce  a  whole  and  harmonious 
transcript  of  their  first  entire  conception.  The  interest  swells  into  a 
climax,  in  my  mind,  when  we  have  an  opportunity  of  ascertaining  the 
particular  habits  and  modes  of  individual  men  of  talent  in  such  an  ope- 
ration. Now,  while  Wilkie  is  before  us,  nothing  can  be  easier  than  to 
surprise  you,  at  least,  with  an  account  of  his  method  of  collecting  ma- 
terials for  a  picture. 

Even  the  little  misses  who  read  this  will  recollect  the  box  with  the 
ling  at  the  top,  in  which  Glumdalclitch  carried  her  darling  Gulliver 
when  she  went  out,  or  put  him  to  sleep  on  her  lap  when  she  came 
home.  Well,  I  do  not  exactly  know  whether  or  not  Wilkie  makes  any 
loose  sketch  of  his  subject  before  the  circumstance  I  am  about  to  de- 
scribe ;  but  certain  it  is,  that  when  he  has  got  the  first  general  im- 
pression of  it  in  his  brain,  he  then  provides  a  little  box,  such  as  I  have 
spoken  of— furnishes  the  inside  with  chairs,  tables,  cupboards,  a  clock, 
doors,  windows,  stools,  and  all  the  other  et  ceteras  necessary  to  the 
kind  of  apartment  he  wishes  to  express  on  his  canvass ;  places  candle- 
sticks on  the  tables;  plates,  dishes, cups,  and  spoons, in  the  cupboard; 
papers  the  walls,  carpets  the  floor,  and  hangs  his  window-curtains,  and 
in  every  respect  makes  his  Lilliputian  parlour  or  kitchen  snog  and 
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eomfoitable  for  the  reception  of  his  Lilliputian  company.  Tbis  beings 
done,  he  then  introduces  the  pigmy  iohabitanta  themselves,  clothed,  as 
nearly  as  possible,  in  the  costume  he  is  anxious  to  preserve,  and  puts 
them  sitting  down,  or  standing  up,  or  tamed  this  way  or  that  way,  and 
otherwiae  grouped  and  disposed  as  he  deems  fit  for  his  purpose.  The 
tight  he  wishes  streams  in  from  a  particular  point  of  his  box;  and  room^ 
fivnitnre,  and  figures,  all  catch  at  once,  and  together,  the  whole. effect 
of  ekiaroicuro  which  the  artist  may  have  previously  designed,  or  which 
is  thus  8i^;gested  to  him.  Through  a  hole  in  the  box,  which  we  may 
technically  cM  his  point  of  sight,  Wilkie  then  peers  inquisitively  upon 
the  private  family  affairs  of  those  harmless  little  people  ;  and,  having 
let  them  into  action  by  his  fancy,  proceeds  to  paint  and  exhibit  them 
to  the  world. 

The  figures  are  all  exactly  the  size  of  those  represented  in  the  ax^ 
tist's  pictures  :  so  are  the  tables,  chairs,  and  other  furniture.  He 
scarcely  ever  deviates  from  the  proportions  before  his  eye  ;  and  owing 
to  this,  some  odd  oversights  may  be  remained  in  his  moat  celebrated 
works.  In  the  ^^  Rent  Day^^  you  may  observe  a  cupboard  to  which  no 
individual  of  the  company  could  reach,  and  a  clock,  which  none  of 
them  could  attempt  to  wind  up  without  the  aid  of  a  step-ladder.  At 
the  first  glance  one  is  strongly  tempted  to  call  this  too  trite,  too  tricky, 
too  mechanical,  for  a  man  of  genius.  I  will  call  it  curious — most  curi« 
ous ;  and  if  required  to  deliver  any  other  opinion,  I  shall  be  silent* 
Without  doubt,  such  a  device,  in  the  hands  of  an  indifferent  painteOp 
would  appear  almost  contemptible,  certainly  laughable  and  ridiculous, 
fiat  I  feel  I  have  no  more  right  to  criticise  the  means  by  which  Wilkie 
chooses  to  work  out  his  effect,  than  I  should  have  to  quarrel  with  the 
manufiicturing  of  a  fine  day,  or  a  beautiful  flower,  supposing  me  to 
know  how  either,  or  both,  were  manufactured,  and  pleased  to  be  angry 
with  the  process.  That  this  invention  assists  Wilkie  is  obvious.  It 
must  materially  serve  his  arrangements  of  light  and  shade,  and  his 
grouping.  His  ideas  of  general  colour  are  also  regulated  by  it ;  and 
if  his  Lilliputian  upholsterer  hud  half  an  bourns  converse  with  his  Lilli- 
putian architect  and  carpenter,  perhaps  one  should  never  more  meet 
any  counteracting  disadvantages  in  the  occasional  want  of  proportion 
between  his  still-life  objects. 

if  you  come  for  a  moment  out  of  the  great  room  at  Somerset-housOt 
I  will  point  out  to  you  another  picture,  about  which  I  know  something 
more  than  every  body  who  looks  at  it.  There  it  is — the  ^^  Little  Red 
Riding  Hood.'^  Now  that  is  a  wonderful,  quite  a  romance  kind  of 
portrait  Horace  Walpole,  in  his  Castle  of  Otranto,  has  treated  us  to 
a  figure  of  an  old  warrior,  which,  when  it  liked,  could  walk  out  of  the 
picture,  leaving  the  back-ground  and  accompaniments  behind,  and 
beckon  to  its  grandson  to  follow  it.  The  Little  Red  Riding  Hood  cannot 
do  this,  and,  indeed,  never  did  this ;  but  she  has  done  things  almost 
as  extraordinary.  She  grew  up  from  an  infant,  in  that  picture,  to  the 
present  height  and  proportions.  She  was  first  a  short,  fat,  chubby 
child,  confined  to  a  scrap  of  canvass.  Anon  she  became  an  interesting 
girl,  with  her  head  running  over  the  picture  into  another  scrap  of 
canvass  attached  to  the  first  for  her  accommodation.  In  a  year  or  two 
more  she  grew  half  a  foot  taller,  and  the  canvass  grew  with  her  ;  and 
so  both  have  been  going  on  till  they  arrived  at  the  age  and  stature  at 
which  you  now  see  them. 
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I  coald  tell  you  much  more  of  new  pictures,  but  that  I  am  attracted 
to  PalUMall  £xhihitioD*room  by  an  old  one  of  superior  interest;  that 
is,  according  to  the  vieir  we  are  now  taking  of  pictures  in  general. 
I  mean  the  celebrated  ^  Misers,''  painted  by  Quintin  Matsys,  usually 
called  ^  The  Blacksmith  of  Antwerp.''  Once  upon  a  time  he  was  Jn 
reality  a  blacksmith,  and  the  liistory  of  himself  and  his  picture  is  thus 
given.  You  perceive  I  now  begin  to  abandon  my  claims  to  exclusive 
information. 

He  loved  a  beautiful  girl  of  Antwerp,  and  was  beloved  by  her. 
But  peculiar  circumstances  interposed  between  him  and  the  completion 
of  his  happiness.  The  father  had  sworn,  or  vowed,  or  resolved,  that 
his  daughter  should  wed  no  person  but  an  artist.  What  was  to  be 
done  ?  Poor  Quintin  had  never  imitated  any  thing  beyond  the  curve  of 
a  horse's  hoof;  and  even  that  in  a  style,  as  far  as  regarded  material  at 
least,  which  might  well  be  called  hard.  The  most  delicate  touch  of 
his  hand  had  hitherto  vibrated  between  the  sledge  and  the  anvil.  But 
he  loved.  An  obstacle  was  to  be  surmounted :  and  what  obstacle  will 
net  love  surmount  ?  He  commenced  the  study  of  painting :  he  perse- 
vered, and  succeeded  as  a  painter.  He  produced  two  pictures,  and  won 
his  mistress.  One  of  them,  at  least,  is  in  the  present  Old-master  Ex* 
hibition.  I  have  mentioned  its  name — ^^  The  Misers."  Another  work 
by  Quintin  Matsys  is  also  hung  up ;  but  cither  it  is  falsely  attributed 
to  him,  or  he  was  not  in  love  when  he  painted  it  It  cannot  be  one  of 
his  prize  pieces. 

But  of  "  The  Misers"  there  can  be  no  doubt.  The  very  picture  is 
now  before  us — an  emanation  of  the  tenderest  and  roost  romantic  of 
passions  through  the  prismatic  medium  of  art — the  first  rich  harvest  of 
an  originally  sterile  mind,  which  love  had  reclaimed,  and  genius  culti* 
vated.  Over  this  very  canvass  the  inspired  lover  has  toiled  and  la- 
boured, in  the  feverish  earnestness  of  hope  and  fear,  energy  and  am- 
bition. Over  this  very  canvass  the  calculating,  connoisseur  father  has 
leaned  ;  with  critic  bend  of  brow,  with  critic  spectacles  on  nose,  and 
wrapped  in  an  awful  silence  which  was  to  be  broken  with  a  death- 
sentence  to  the  hopes  of  the  enamoured  enthusiast,  or  with  the  one 
talismanic  word  which  should  give  him  life  and  happiness,  fame  and 
victory  ! 

Let  it  not  here  be  forgotten  that  Love  had  previously  done  more  than 
this  for  the  Arts.  If  the  ostentatious  Greeks  are  to  be  believed,  Venus 
rocked  the  cradle  of  the  Imitative  Muse.  Their  story,  or  legend,  or 
history  of  "  the  Maid  of  Corinth,"  is  too  well  known  to  require  any 
repetition  of  it.  But,  true  or  false,  it  is  a  beautiful,  an  affecting  anec- 
dote. No  spirit  but  the  spirit  of  Love  should  have  presided  over  the 
birth  of  an  Art,  whose  tireless  exertion  is  ia  the  search  of  beauty,  and 
the  essence  of  whose  ambition  is  also  the  essence  of  love  itself. 

What  has  become  of  that  inert  lump  of  clay,  which,  in  our  recollec- 
tion of  it,  is  immortal  ?  which,  moditied  by  the  hand  of  the  happy  giri, 
presented  the  first  specimen  of  a  new  existeoce — of  a  new  creation 
and  identity  ?  Could  we  contemplate  it  as  we  do  the  Blacksmith^s  pic- 
ture— could  we  touch  it  and  pore  over  it,  and  touch  it  and  investigate 
it  again  and  again — what  peculiar  associations  would  hover  aronifd 
us — how  delightful,  how  hallowed  would  be  our  consciousness  ! 

S.  B. 
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THE  miser's  will.* 

A  GRKXDT  bftchelor  of  London  city, 

Who  in  Threadneedle-atreet  h:id  grabbed  a  phun^ 
Lay  ill  in  bed  remote  from  love  and  pitj, 
Just  toppling  o^er  life's  verge  to  kingdom  come : 
He  had  one  male  attendant,  thin  and  lean 

As  Romco^s  Mantnan  apothecary, 
Who  daily  swept  his  dusty  office  clean, 
And  copied  his  accounts  with  caution  wary ; 
In  short  was  hufaeioium  every  way, 
Burthea'd  with  labour  and  but  little  pay. 

When  clearing  off  the  five  per  cents,  began, 

Friend  Discount  sickened  ;  growing  daily  worse. 
He  feared  starvation,  and  his  cranium  ran 

On  want,  with  tens  of  thousands  in  his  purse. 
Thus  true  it  is,  that  rulers  take  no  heed 

Of  human  life  if  it  but  cross  their  ends, 
And  Mr.  Vansittart^s  financial  creed 

Sad  havock  makes  with  bank  and  city  friends. — 
Ducount  was  given  over,  for  no  physic 
Could  help  his  case — ^it  was  a  mental  phthysic. 

Weaker  and  weaker  grew  the  money-lover. 
Till  death  callM  in  and  stalkM  anmnd  his  bed, 

With  face  a  witherM  membrane  seemM  to  cover,— 
Eyeless  he  stood,  and  grinnM  with  aspect  dread, 

And  tokened  Discount  with  his  bony  finger, 

That  not  much  longer  he  on  earth  should  linger. 

Then  Discount  groanM  forth  his  attendants  name — 

**  O  Moses,  take  waste-paper  and  a  quill — 
Lawyers  cost  money,  'tis  a  cursed  shame 

If  you  and  I  can't  draw  a  simple  wUl : 
Tet  stay,  if  litigation  should  arise, 

Thousands  will  sink  in  Chancery  and  law  i 
For  nothing,  Moses,  underneath  the  skies. 

Not  hell  itself,  has  such  a  ravenous  maw 
As  this  same  Chancery-court,  for  swallowing 
The  orphan's,  widow's  mite,  lands,  monies,  every  thing." 

He  paused  for  breath,  then  said  "  I  have  a  plan  " — 
And  from  his  heart  burst  forth  its  last  faint  joy, 

"  f  '11  manage  it,  nor  pay  a  sous  to  man 
Of  what  in  charity  I  will  employ  ; 
•  I  '11  to  the  orphan's  fund  leave  all,  d'ye  see,  ^ 

And  score  against  my  sins  my  charity." — 

"  Go,  fetch  Sam  Shark,  our  old  attorney,  here." 

'Twas  said  and  done ;  the  obsequious  lawyer  came. 
*'''  Life  is  fast  ebbing,  Shark,  as  you  may  hear 

From  my  faint  voice — weak  is  my  shatter'd  frame  ;— 
Do  make  my  will,  Moses  can  witness  it." 

The  obedient  scribe  began  in  settled  form, 
Made  it  out  clear  that  quibblen  should  not  hit 

A  flaw  or  subterfuge  to  change  its  meaning ; 
Bat  while  the  signature  and  wax  were  warm, 

Old  Discount  said  there  was  a  thing  remaining 
He  had  forgot,  and  Shark  must  execute — 

To  add  a  hundred  pounds  as  legacy 

*  A  circumstance  something  akin  to  this  is  related  of  Sawcar,  a  mil er. 
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For  his,  own  lue,  and  prove  that  ererj  luit 

He  had  conducted  for  him  and  each  action, 
To  gain  back  sums  of  money  gone  astraj, 

Had  given  him,  Discount,  perfect  satisfactioii. 
The  attorney,  inly  pleased,  a  codicil 

TackM  to  the  testament  with  great  celerity. 
Then  went  his  way  rejoicing,  seeing  still 

An  increase  to  bis  overgrown  prosperity  ; 
But  lookM  as  solemn  as  a  smoking  Turk ; 

And  just  as  Discount  gnessM,  the  man  of  skill 
Refused  to  take  a  sixpence  for  his  work. 

Shark  fairly  gone,  the  Miser  tumM  his  head, 
And  said  to  Moses  toother  side  his  bed— 
^^  Shark^s  will  is  free  from  flaw,  we  cannot  doubt ; 

His  we  may  burn,  but  first  a  copy  take 
To  serve  for  ours,  and  while  the  thing  we  make 
Carefully  leave  the  attomey^s  hundred  out  !*^ 
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"^  II  faut  aller  k  ce  palais  magique. 
Oil  les  beaux  vers,  la  danse,  la  musique, 
L'art  de  tromper  les  yeux  par  les  couleuirs, 
L^artplus  heureox  de  sidnire  les  cosurs, 
De  cent  plaisirs  font  un  plaisir  unique.*^  Voltaimm. 

A  WEW  weeks  ago  I  was  lounging  through  the  pit  of  the  Opera,  leas 
crowded  than  usual ;  and  hearing  mj  name  pronounced  in  a  gentle 
tone,  I  turned  to  where  a  friend,  whom  I  could  scarcely  have  expected 
to  see  there,  was  sitting  in  manifest  tribulation.  He  had  been  dining 
out,  and,  somewhat  gayer  than  usual,  allowed  himself  to  be  inveigled 
to  the  Opera.  Here  he  was  for  the  first  time  in  his  life — ^knowing  no 
one — ^ignorant  of  the  language — ^not  skilled  in  Italian  ttiusic — ^liis  ideas 
of  propriety  somewhat  disturbed  by  the  liberal  displays  of  the  figu- 
rantes— every  thing  strange,  new,  and  unintelligible :  he  was  conn 
pletely  out  of  his  element.  I  tried  to  convince  him  that  the  pirouettes 
of  Noblet  and  Paul  were  divine ;  that  he  must  like  the  music,  as  it  was 
Rossini's ;  and  that  he  was  in  the  midst  of  the  gay  and  the  great,  the 
wealthy  and  the  titled  of  this  famous  metropolis.  In  vain ;  h&  musical 
taste  did  not  extend  beyond  '^  Robin  Adair,"  or  "  Eveleea's  Bower ;" 
and  in  the  sublime  ascents  of  Paul,  or  the  elegant  attitudes  of  Noblet,  be 
found  no  meaning.  What  to  him  was  the  rich  and  splendid  assembly  tiiat 
surrounded  him  ?  He  was  among  them,  but  not  of  them.  After  doing 
violence  to  his  feelings  for  a  short  time,  I  saw  liim  quietly  leave  his 
seat,  and  with  a  soft  tiptoe  step  quit  the  house.  Yet  was  my  friend 
a  very  sensible  fellow ;  a  high  wrangler  at  the  University,  and  a  rising 
advocate  at  the  bar.  He  never  hears  the  Opera  mentioned  without 
fidgeting.  He  looks  back  upon  his  visit  to  it  as  one  of  the  minor 
follies  of  his  life. — Strange  as  it  may  appear,  there  is  a  very  large 
portion  of  what  is  called  decent  society  in  London  with  whom  the 
Opera  is  a  terra  incognita  ;  and  of  those  who  frequent  it,  I  suspect 
there  are  many  who  are  at  the  bottom  as  little  delighted  with  it  as  my 
*^  learned  friend.''  They  go  there,  not  because  they  understand  music 
or  love  the  sort  of  dancing  which  is  exhibited  there ;  but  because  it  is 
fashionable.  Yet  wherefore  is  it  fashionable  ?  that 's  the  question. 
Why,  because  the  high  will  not  associate  with  the  low,  and  therefore 
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their  fttfratemeiiti  most  be  of  a  higher  cast ;  becanse  they  will  under- 
itand,  or  appear  to  QDderstandy  thins^  QoiDtelligfible  to  their  inferiors ; 
becaoM  the  having  a  box  at  the  Opera  is  ban  Um^  and  it  is  bon  ton  to 
be  there  tfdce  a  week. 

But  there  is  a  combination  of  causes  that  tends  to  give  the  ton  to 
the  Opera :  the  pretension  to  taste,  and  the  i^al  taste  for  music — the 
Mlet— ^he  splendour  of  the  house — the  magnificence  of  dress — the 
rank)  the  beaotj,  and,  above  all,  the  fashion  of  the  thing.  Nor  is  it 
easy  to  conceive  a  more  splendid  spectacle  than  our  Opera  on  a  crowded 
nic^ht.  Tlie  stage  may  be  inferior  to  some  others  in  its  appointments ; 
the  orcliestra  may  not  be  perfect,  while  in  architectural  and  ornamental 
beauty  it  ranks  low  enough ;  but  in  the  living  furniture  no  theatre  in 
Europe  can  at  all  equal  it.  In  one  respect  it  stands  alone,  and  that  is, 
that  all  the  audience  are  in  full  dress ;  the  house,  too,  is  lighted  up. 
In  Paris,  Naples,  and  Milan,  the  three  great  Operas  of  Europe,  the 
saUe  is  dark  and  obscure,  and  you  may  visit  them  in  the  same  dress  in 
which  you  would  set  out  on  a  journey,  the  ladles  themselves  being 
only  in  dtmirtoiUtte.  It  may  l>e  said  that  the  French  and  Italians  go 
to  enjoy  the  music,  of  which  they  have  a  real  knowledge  and  a  correct 
taste,  and  not  out  of  affectation  and  for  fashion^s  sake.  But  in  Italy, 
where  the  boxes  are-all  private  property  and  the  pit  abonnf^  the  Opera 
is  the  ^  at  home^^  of  all  ranks ;  or,  as  a  traveller  says,  ^^  the  recreation 
of  the  tradesman,  the  exchange  of  the  merchant,  the  closet  of  the 
critic,  and  the  rendezvous  of  the  politician.^'  We  are  speaking,  how- 
ever, of  the  imposing  magnificence  of  the  whole  scene.  What  can  be 
more  so,  tiian  to  see  so  much  of  what  is  illustrious  from  rank  and  distin- 
^IfQlshed  by  beauty  adorning  the  boxes  of  a  full  night,  every  face  dressed 
in  its  best  looks,  as  if  not  a  heart  there  had  ever  throbbed  with  a  base 
or  unworthy  passion  ?  To  judge  from  outward  show,  all  seems  plea- 
•are  and  tranquillity,  and  we  fancy  there  is  at  least  one  hour  and  one 
place  where  bad  pa»sions  do  not  intrude. 

The  Opera  was  first  supported  by  the  subscriptions  of  the  nobility. 
Pope  thus  personifies  it  in  the  Dunciad — 

"  A  harlot  form  soft  gliding  by 

With  mincing  step,  small  roice,  and  languid  eye ; 
Foreign  her  air,  her  robes  discordant,  pride 
'In  patchwork  fluttering,  and  her  head  aside ; 
Bj  singing  peers  upheld  on  either  hand, 
She  trIppM  and  laughM,  too  pretty  much  to  stand  ; 
Cast  on  the  prostrate  Nine  a  scornful  look, 
Then  thus  in  quaint  recitatire  spoke  : 
O  cara !  cara  1^^  Ice.  &c. 

At  its  first  introduction  it  is  well  known  that  Addison  and  the  wits  of 
his  time  set  their  faces  strongly  against  it,  as  improbable  and  absurd. 
While  we  do  full  justice  to  the  merit  of  their  sarcasms,  we  must  dissent 
from  their  reasoning :  a  drama  in  music  is  as  probable  and  reasonable 
as  a  drama  in  verse.  The  objections  to  its  absurdity  might  be  equally 
urged  against  every  species  of  theatrical  representation.  The  truth  is, 
that  operas  may  be  defended  on  the  same  ground  as  other  arts  of  ima- 
gination ;  the  mixture  of  music,  decoration,  and  dance,  has  been  called 
incongruous  and  frivolous ;  hot,  perhaps,  upon  too  little  reflection.  As 
to  the  poetry,  it  is  another  thing ;  any  poetry  is  good  enough  for  an 
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entertainment  where  no  poetry  could  be  understood.  Hence  the  Opera, 
like  Warren^s  blacking-shop,  ^'  keeps  a  poet."  Madame  de  Sta€l  sajrs, 
^^  les  mosiciens  dlsposeot  des  poetes ;  Pun  declare  quUl  ne  peat  chanter 
s'il  n'a  dans  son  ariette  le  parole  felicite,  le  tenor  demande  ia  tomba,  ct 
la  troisieme  ne  sauroit  faire  des  roulades  que  sur  ie  mot  aUene.'*^^  A 
charge  of  indecorum  has  been  advanced  against  the  Opera,  at  varioiB 
times,  and  sometimes  from  quarters  whence  one  should  hardly  have  ex- 
pected it,  sanctioned  as  it  has  been  in  our  day  by  the  presence  of  high 
church  dignitaries.  That  Prynne  or  Jeremy  Collier,  if  alive,  should 
pour  out  their  rials  of  honest,  if  mistaken  wrath  against  it,  might  be 
looked  for ;  but  that  his  Lordship  of  Byron  should  do  so,  is  rather 
startling.     Hear  him  in  early  satire  : 

''  Then  let  Ausonia,  skillM  in  erery  airt 
To  spften  manners,  but  corrupt  the  heart. 
Pour  her  exotic  follies  o^er  the  town, 
To  sanction  yice  and  hunt  decorum  down.^^ 

Perhaps  this  outbreak  of  the  youthful  moralist  is  not  exactly  accordant 
with  the  experience  of  riper  years.  But  the  same  objections  lie  with 
stronger  force  against  painting  and  sculpture,  and  after  all  are  generally 
the  offspring  of  incorrect  notions  in  the  breast  of  the  objector.  ^  A 
nice  man,"  says  Swift,  ^^  ia  a  man  of  nasty  ideas  ^"  but  the  sayii^  is 
become  musty. 

There  is  no  subject  on  which,  and  about  which,  an  affectation  of 
penchant  is  more  universal  than  that  of  music.  As  an  accomplishment, 
it  is  very  well  that  all — no,  not  all — ^but  such  young  ladies  as  hare  a 
taste  for  it,  should  be  taught  it.  It  will,  perhaps,  sometimes  rescue 
them  from  more  perilous  occupations.  But  the  modish  and  superficial 
young  gentlemen  of  the  day,*  who  are  scarcely  able  to  distinguish  one 
tune  from  another,  and  are  utterly  ignorant  of  music  as  a  science,  it  is 
inexpressively  amusing  to  hear  descant  pompously  on  the  merits  of  the 
different  composers.  What  dying  falbl  what  swelling  tones!  what 
ravishing  divisions !  what  chromatic  skill ! 

Each  maid  cries  "  cfaarming^^  and  each  youth  ^^  divine,^' 
while  lauding  the  defective  parts  of  what  they  hear,  and  ascribing  to 
one  composer  the  beauties  of  another.  This  kind  of  pretension  is  not 
confined  to  the  ^^  insect  youth"  of  fashion :  we  suspect  that  nine  tenths 
of  the  audience  on  a  full  night  are  pretenders  of  the  same' kind.  Mu- 
sicians are  accustomed  to  smile  at  the  enthusiasm  of  a  certain  wealthy 
nobleman  famous  for  his  patronage  of  the  tuneful  art  and  his  magnifi- 
cent concerts,  but  who  is  in  reality  utterly  ignorant  of  every  thing  be- 
longing to  the  science.  The  late  Lord  Sandwich,  an  amiable  man  on 
the  whole,  had  this  vanity.  "  He  professed,"  says  Mr.  Butler,  **  to  be 
fond  of  music,  and  musicians  flocked  to  him :  he  was  the  soul  of  the 
catch-club,  and  one  of  the  directors  of  the  concerts  for  ancient  music ; 
but  (which  is  the  case  of  more  than  one  noble  and  more  than  one  gentle 
amateur)  he  had  not  the  least  real  ear  for  music,  and  was  equally  insen- 

*■  It  was  one  of  this  race  who,  sitting  by  a  gentleman  at  the  Opera  when  Medea 
appeared  to  be  in  grtat  agony  at  the  thought  of  killing  her  children,  turned  to 
one  who  sat  by  him,  with  a  smile,  and  said,  ''  Funny  enough  !"  See  BoswelPs 
Johnson.  The  majority  of  young  men  of  the  tan  in  England  are  the  least  intel- 
lectual animals  on  earth. 
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slble  ofharmoDj  and  melodj.'^  This  sort  of  affectation,  which  is  the 
produce  of  vanity  and  weakness,  is  very  general  here  in  all  the  arts ; 
bat  whoever  has  had  the  misfortune  to  fall  in  with  English  cognoscenti 
in  the  galleries  and  ateliers  of  the  continent,  has  witnessed  many  ludi- 
crous exhibitions  of  it.  The  art  of  music  is  a  subordinate  object  in  the 
eyes  of  the  frequenters  of  the  Opera ;  it  is  a  splendid  assemblage  of 
wealth  and  fashion,  meeting  by  a  sort  of  convention  at  a  brilliant  ren- 
dezvous, to  gaze  upon  one  another,  under  pretence  of  admiring  the 
skill  of  singers  and  composers,  and  witnessing  the  agility  and  grace 
of  the  ballet  Of  the  latter,  indeed,  the  audience  are  better  able  to 
judge,  than  of  the  scientific  part,  and  therefore  it  attracts  more  atten- 
tion. He  ^^  that  hath  not  music  in  his  soul "  cannot  sit  out  an  opera 
without  ennni  ;  but  ^  la  declamation  des  jambes,''  as  it  has  been  styled, 
every  fool  can  comprehend,  though  so  inferior  a  thing  in  itself.  '^  Je- 
ne  chante  pas  pour  les  gens,  qui  n'ecoutent  que  le  ballet,'^  said  Made- 
moiselle Hubert,  when  she  rejected  a  proposal  from  the  managers  of 
LaScala. 

Our  Opera  is  a  business  of  great  importance  in  the  fashionable  vi^orld, 
and  is  superintended  by  a  committee  of  noblemen : 
^^  By  linging  peers  upheld  on  either  hand«^^ 
These  are  said  to  be  moved  au  secret  by  a  committee  of  titled  ladies. 
This  is  investing  it  with  great  importance,  but  less  than  it  holds  in 
France.  The  amusements  of  London  are  all  of  a  more  democratical 
cast  than  abroad.  In  Italy  and  most  parts  of  Germany  the  Opera 
is  established  on  a  more  exclusive  system.  At  Turin  it  is  set  apart 
for  the  nobility  exclusively,  and  the  queen  presides  over  the  distribu- 
tion of  the  boxes.  Her  list  decides  the  number  of  quarterings  requisite 
to  occupy  the  aristocratic  rows  of  the  first  and  second  circles,  and  de- 
termines the  point  of  roture  which  banishes  the  piccoli  YU>6i7t*  to  the 
higher  tiers.  At  Hanover,  which  is  proverbial  thfooghout  Germany 
for  the  poverty,  ignorance,  and  pride  of  its  nobility,  the  same  exclu- 
sive system  prevails ;  and  at  Berlin,  Vienna,  and  Dresden,  where  the 
Operas  are  managed  by  the  monarchs  themselves,  the  regulations  are 
amusingly  tyrannical — ^no  one  dares  express  the  slightest  dislike.  At 
Copenhagen  ten  minutes  is  allowed  for  disapprobation  at  a  new  piece,; 
the  drum  beats  twice,  and  whoever  hisses  afterwards  is  punished  as  a 
public  perturbator.  At  Rome  no  mark  of  dislike  is  tolerated,  and  the 
cavaleUo^  would  be  the  inevitable  punishment  In  France  the  Opera  is 
protected  by  the  government :  some  of  the  decrees  respecting  it,  even 
during  the  time  of  Napoleon,  shew  what  an  air  of  pomp  the  French 
fling  over  trifles.  1.  The  Opera  is  especially  consecrated  to  dancing 
and  singing.  2.  There  only  can  be  represented  pieces  which  are  al- 
together in  music  and  ballets  of  the  noble  and  graceful  kind^  that  is  to 
say,  such  as  have  been  taken  from  subjects  of  mythology  and  history, 
whose  principal  personages  are  gods^  kings^  and  heroes.  3.  It  may  also 
give,  concurrently  with  the  other  theatres,  ballets  representing  scenes 
of  moral  or  even  of  common  life.     This  is  sufliciently  puerile,  but  it 

•  Ladj  Morgan's  Italy. 

t  The  Caraletto  is  the  seizure  of  the  offender  by  the  guards  and  canying  him 
to  (he  Piazza  Navona,  where  he  is  momited  on  the  stocki  or  little  hone,  flogged, 
and  brought  back  to  his  seat  for  the  rest  of  the  opera. 
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must  be  recollected  that  at  an  earlier  period  the  Opera  eDgrooed  a 
large  share  of  the  attention  of  the  court  and  people  of  Paris,  and  that 
the  theatre  exercises  no  trifling  influence  over  the  public  mind  io  that 
city.  Grimm,  in  his  vast  and  amusing  collection  of  anecdote  and  vafor* 
mation,  has  recorded  many  instances  of  the  furf  and  extent  of  the 
commotions  of  1 789.  The  artUta  danseurt  met  in  a  grand  congress, 
as  they  denominated  IL  They  published  manifestoes,  and  framed  me- 
moriab.  ^^  Le  ministre  veut  que  je  danse,"  said  the  president  Made^ 
moiselle  Guimard :  ^^  eh  bien,  qu^il  y  prenne  garde,  mois  je  poorrais 
Men  le  faire  sauter.^'  Government  finally  interfered,  aqd  the  son  of 
Vestrls  (Le  diou  de  la  danse,  as  he  called  himself  in  his  proven^al  accent) 
was  sent  to  the  prison  Fort  PEveque.  The  parting  of  father  and  son 
was  deeply  pathetic.  ^^  Allez,  mon  fils:  voili  le  plus  beau  jour  de  to* 
tre  vie.  Prenez  mon  carosse  et  demandez  Pappartement  de  moo  ami 
le  roi  de  Pologne :  je  palerai  tout."  The  reproof  of  Louis  XVL  to 
his  minister  on  this  occasion  was  moderate  and  wise.  ^^  It  is  your  own 
fault ;  the  insolence  of  these  girls  is  the  result  of  your  encouragement ; 
If  you  had  loved  them  less,  they  would  not  have  been  so  insolent'^ 
The  account  of  the  debut  of  young  Vestrls  is  so  full  of  the  conceit  and 
self-importance  of  his  father,  that  we  cannot  resist  giving  it.  ^^  Lorsqoe 
le  jeune  Vestrls  debuta,  son  pere  (le  diou  de  la  danse)  v^tu  du  plus  riche 
et  du  plus  severe  costume  de  cour,  Pepee  au  cdte,  le  chapeau  sous  le 
bras,  se  presenta  avec  son  fils  sur  le  bord  de  la  sc^ne  :  et  apres  avoir 
addresse  au  parterre  des  paroles  pleines  de  dignite  sur  la  sublimite  de 
son  art  et  les  nobles  espe  ranees  que  donnalt  Paugust  here  tier  de  son 
nom,  11  se  touma  d^un  air  imposant  vcr^  le  jeune  candidat,  et  lui  dit ; 
Aliens,  mon  fils !  montrez  votre  talent  au  poublic :  Votre  pere  vous  re- 
garde  I" 

The  exhibition  of  such  amusing  and  ridiculous  scenes  has  hitherto 
been  spared  us,  partly  because  they  would  not  be  tolerated  if  they 
were  attempted,  •end  because  the  actors  of  the  Opera  find  their  proper 
level  among  us,  and  are  too  insignificant  objects  in  the  great  drama  of 
life  to  ^x  our  attention  beyond  the  passing  moment.  Their  turmoils 
are  therefore  confined  to  "  ime  anarchie  douce  et  paisible"  within  the 
arcades  of  the  Hay  market. 

It  may  be  justly  questioned,  whether  the  combinations  of  scientific 
music  aflbrd  those  who  are  able  to  enjoy  its  harmonies,  a  degree  of 
pleasure  at  all  equal  to  that  which  is  felt  by  the  less  tutored  car  on 
hearing  simple  melodies.  Complicated  music  will  always  attract  a 
large  crowd  of  auditors,  where  very  few  feel  gratification ;  nor  woald 
the  labour  of  learning  the  science,  so  as  to  comprehend  its  more  scien- 
tific beauties,  at  all  repay  itself  with  the  many.  Music  is  a  tedious 
science  to  acquire  a  perfect  knowledge  of,  and  cannot  be  said  to  in- 
vigorate the  mind,  or  enlai^e  the  understanding,  in  proportion  to  its 
difficulties.  Every  noble  emotion  which  it  can  raise  in  the  bosom,  is 
raised  by  its  boldest  and  simplest  tones,  and  these  are  universally  felt 
and  comprehended ;  they  elevate  the  mind  or  touch  the  heart, 
"  Wake  the  soal  to  love,  or  kindle  soft  desire.^' 

The  higher  class  of  Italian  music  appeals  to  science  alone ;  it  coBfers 
a  general  satisfaction,  and  awakens  no  particular  sympathies.  It  is 
like  the  man  of  profound  learning  who  is  destitute  of  genius:  his  ac* 
quirements  force  our  admiratioD,  but  our  sympathies  are  unmoved;  tba 
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^  tb^oglits  th«t  breathe  and  words  that  bem'^  are  wantipf  .  Tbe  es« 
eelieDcies  of  tbis  music  belong  to  tecbnical  skill,  and  demand  a  ^eij 
improved  pereeptioo  and  considerable  knowledge  of  tbe  art  U  re* 
qairea  tbe  art  of  judging,  while  the  pleasure  of  harmonj  belongs  to 
aepsatioa  alone.  Thus  then  it  is  obvious,  that  very  few  who  frequent 
the  Opera  know  any  thing  of  itq  merits,  and  that  the  trickery  of  fashion 
akme  in  this  country  fills  its  boxes. 

The  Opera,  on  a  crowded  night,  affords  a  finer  field  for  speculation 
than  any  other  of  our  public  assemblies,  and  with  one  whose  knowlec^e 
of  humanity  was  tempered  with  kindly  and  tolerant  feelings,  it  would 
wear  an  instructive  and  amusing  aspect  Particularly  if  some  kind 
Asmodens  would  aid  to  lay  bare  the  bosoms  of  the  gay  and  bold-faced 
personages  of  the  assembly.  Sparkling  brilliants  would  be  found  de- 
corating bosoms  of  pride  and  inanity  ;  vice  masked  with  a  coronet,  re- 
velling in  impure  conceptions  ;  peers  making  peerage  a  mockery,  and 
forcing  a  grateful  sigh  to  heaven  from  the  plebeian  that  he  is  what  he 
is.  (hi  the  other  hand,  what  female  loveliness,  and  lowliness  of  self, 
what  virtaous  and  kind  qualities,  what  names  that  honour  England^! 
nobility — ^figure  there.  There  may  be  seen  the  titled  dame,  who  thinki 
it  a  condescension  to  be  pleased  with  any  thing,  and  is  offended  at  the 
idea  of  l)eing  brought  into  contact  with  meaner  conditions,  or  with  in- 
feriors coming  ^^  betwixt  the  wind  and  her  nobility,''  most  probably  the 
daughter  of  a  cit,  whose  fortune  enables  her  to  ^^  strut  a  viscount's 
tawdry  wife" — for  your  nobly-born  are  generally  your  well-bred  ;  not 
bat  that  there  are  exceptions  even  to  this  rule.  There  are  some  fair 
faces  anxious  to  display  their  dresses  and  attract  admiration,  and  near 
them  one  whose  jewels  have  been  some  time  at  Dobree's,  to  satisfy  a 
card  debt  with  something  less  than  honour.  Fashionable  young  men 
and  painted  Cyprians,  beauty  and  deformity,  age  and  youth,  are  inter- 
mixed. All  around  is  a  sprinkling  of  corpulent  dloyennes^  each  anxious 
to  be  recognized  by  the  equivocal  nod  of  a  superior,  or  yawning  over 
the  box — 

Son  ^08  ecu  jaune  et  sea  deux  bras  quarr69 
Soot  de  rubis  et  de  perles  entoures  : — 

as  those  of  the  old  duchess  of were.     Her  three  daughters  in  the 

mean  time,  ultra  fashionable  in  dress,  are  employed  in  reading  the 
English  translation  of  the  piece,  or  trying  to  catch  the  gaze  of  some 
dashing  coxcomb  agreeably  to  parental  instructions.  What  better  than 
prostitution  is  this  mode  of  putting  off  a  child  to  the  most  eligible  bid- 
der ?  and  yet  it  is  the  sole  labour  of  years  with  some  modem  mothers, 
noble  as  well  as  ignoble.  Scattered  about  in  the  pit  here  and  there  ia 
a  soUtary  metromanist,  whose  soul  is  engrossed  by  a  bravura  or  cava^ 
tina,  to  which  he  hums  an  accompaniment,  and  near  him  a  dark-browed, 
sallow-faced  Italian,  full  of  conscious  superiority  that  his  language  and 
music  (all  that  is  now  left  him  of  which  to  be  proud)  should  be  pre- 
dominant in  the  musical  theatres  of  all  the  capitals  of  Europe.  A  dan- 
dy wit,  at  the  top  of  folly  and  bottom  of  intellect,  with  his  plagiarisms 
of  Joe  Miller,  is  trying  to  make  his  inane  companion  smile.  Here  is 
a  merveilleux  in  the  extreme  of  foppish  habiliment,  ^^  affected,  peevish, 
prim,  and  delicate,^'  fragile  in  form,  and  smooth  and  tender  as  a  girl, 
essenced  over  with  perfumes,  and  ^^  profligate  as  sweet,^' — ^a  thing 
without  sex.    There  is  an  old  ^^  winter-withered  leanshanks,''  gloating 
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on  Noblet  as  she  ^  twirls  the  light  limb  that  spurns  the  needless  yeiL" 
Not  far  off^  near  a  group  of  fashionable  girls  in  a  perpetual  flutter,  is 
some  aspiring  denizen  of  the  Temple  or  Lincoln's  Inn,  with  minciDg 
gait,  jantj  accent,  and  clothed  in  pedantry  of  dress,  asking  his  com- 
panion, ('  What 's  the  opera  V^ — ShanH  stay  the  ballet— 4een  it  fi/ly 
times — thought  it  better  the  first  night.''  There  is  a  minister  refresh- 
ing himself  from  the  toil  of  official  dinners  and  the  jargon  of  politics. 
But  best  of  all  in  this  varied  and  '^  eventful  history"  is  a  true  old  Eng- 
lish nobleman,  alone  in  appearance,  and  almost  without  a  second  in  the 
house,  plainly  dressed,  unassuming,  courteous  yet  dignified  in  his  de- 
meanour,  with  taste  and  science  enough  to  understand  and  enjoy  the 
music,  and  so  finely  tempered  in  feeling  as  to  regard  with  a  benevolent 
and  forgiving  smile  the  afiectation  and  heartlessness  that  surround 
him  ; — he  is  the  salt  that  preserves  the  whole  mass  from  condem- 
nation. 

Such  is  the  Opera  twice  in  every  week,  the  most  self-important  of 
our  eutertainments,  and  totally  dlfterent  from  the  Stage,  as  we  com- 
monly understand  the  term.  Every  thing  about  it  aims  at  greatness  ; 
ftut  its  greatness  is  inflation — it  is  fond  of 

"  Sfrelling  epithets  thick  laid, 

As  varnish  on  a  harlot^ s  cheek.^* 

It  scorns  all  but  the  most  expensive  singers,  and  the  music  of  first-rate 
composers,  and  the  dancers  must  be  the  first  in  Europe.  This  would 
not  be  much  amiss,  perhaps,  if  the  stage  furnished  the  pleasure  ;  but 
that  it  does  not  is  the  fact.  Its  management  is  considered  an  awful 
and  intricate  thinof  among  its  immediate  supporters.  It  has  its  charge- 
d'affaires  on  the  Continent,  which  are  cot  sinecures  like  some  of  our 
political  ones,  for  its  negociations  are  endless  and  its  protocols  equal  to 
the  communications  between  mighty  empires.  The  negociations  be- 
tween London  and  Paris  respecting  Paul  and  Albert,  and  others,  lasted 
for  years  ;  question  arose  out  of  question,  envoys  were  sent  with  im- 
perfect powers,  and  then  plenipotentiaries  were  appointed,  exchanges 
were  effected — two  singers  for  a  dancer  ;  weighty  discussions  and  re- 
ferences took  place  on  the  relative  value  of  entre  chats  and  roulades,  of 
eadcnes  and  pirouettes,  of  a  bravura  and  pas  de  seul : — they  were  all 
finally  arranged,  and  we  obtained  Paul  the  aerien  !  with  ^^  a  station 
•  like  the  herald  mercury  new  lighted." 

Still  in  spite  of  persons,  like  my  learned  friend  before-mentioned, 
who  can  find  no  pleasure  in  the  warbling^  of  Camporese,  or  ih^ pirouettes 
of  Noblet,  the  Opera  will  prevail  as  long  as  Fashion  decrees  its  suprema- 
cy. For  my  own  part  I  have  no  objection  to  see  the  autocracy  of  this 
exotic  permanent,  while  I  can  find  so  much  of  life  assembled  there — 
while  beauty  and  ugliness,  rank,  splendour,  folly  and  wisdom,  form  such 
an  excellent  melange  for  study. 
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PBINCE  CIBLOS  OF  SPAIN  AND  HIS  FATHER  PHILIP  H. 

As  long  as  the  Spanish  Inquisition  existed,  and  its  archives  were 
kept  from  the  public  eye  with  the  anxious  jealousy  which  marked  all 
the  proceedhigs  of  that  odious  tribunal,  History  was  obliged  to  sus- 
pend her  rerdict  on  the  death  of  Prince  Bon  Carlos,  the  eldest  son  of 
Philip  IL  and  heir  to  his  vast  dominions.  The  evidence  which  was  to 
be  gathered  from  contemporary  writers  could  not,  in  fairness,  be  finally 
weighed  and  appreciated,  while  there  was  a  strong  reason  to  believe 
that  the  most  authentic  documents  relating  to  that  mysterious  event 
were  still  preserved,  and  might  one  day  cpme  to  light. 

It  appears,  however,  that  among  the  records  of  religious  tyranny 
which  the  first  abolition  of  the  Inquisition,  under  the  government  of 
Joseph  Bonaparte,  allowed  to  see  the  light,  nothing  was  found  con- 
nected with  the  fate  of  the  unfortunate  Carlos  of  Austria.  Such  is  the 
positive  declaration  of  Don  Juan  Antonio  Llorente,  late  Secretary  to 
the  Madrid  Inquisition,  who,  disafifected  to  the  establishment  of  which 
he  was  a  confidential  member,  had,  for  some  years,  been  collecting 
notes  for  a  history  of  the  Spanish  Holy  Office,  which  he '  completed 
UDder  the  French  usurpation  from  a  full  examination  of  the  contents  of 
the  inquisitorial  archives. 

Llorente,  though  not  bound  to  enter  into  a  critical  examination  of  an 
obscure  historical  fact,  which  he  has  shewn  to  be  unconnected  with  the 
subject  of  his  work,  thought  proper  to  introduce,  as  an  episode,  a 
more  complete  and  authentic  account  of  the  unfortunate  life  and  un- 
timely end  of  Prince  Don  Carlos  than  was  ever  published  before.  The 
narrative  however,  partakes  of  the  character  of  the  whole  work,  which 
is  a  mere  assemblage  of  facts  hastily  and  carelessly  put  together — a 
depository  of  authentic  and  highly  curious  information,  from  which  a 
writer  of  more  talent  might  compile  a  history  of  the  Inquisition,  of 
half  the  size  and  double  the  interest  of  the  original. 

Curiosity  and  a  degree  of  unwillingness  to  acquiesce  in  some  of  the 
inferences  of  the  Spanish  writer,  led  us  to  some  of  the  main  sources 
from  whence  he  derives  his  information.  This  search  having  confirm- 
ed our  former  opinioas,  and  afforded  us  a  clearer  view  of  a  dark  and 
melancholy  transaction  which  history  has  not  been  able  hitherto  to  un- 
ravel, we  conceived  that  a  short  statement  of  the  whole  might  not 
be  unacceptable  to  the  public. 

The  odious  character  of  Philip  II.  has,  more  than  any  thing  contained 
in  the  historical  records  of  the  time,  contributed  to  the  posthumous 
fame  of  his  unhappy  son  Don  Carlos.  Novelists  and  dramatic  poets 
having  claimed  him  for  their  own,  represent  his  character  and  person 
as  adorned  with  every  virtue  and  every  grace  which  could  set  him  in 
a  striking  contrast  with  his  father. 

Ma  chi'l  vede  e  non  Tama  ? 

Ardito  umano  cor,  nobil  fierezza, 
Sublime  ingegno,  e  in  avyenenli  spoglie 
Bellissim^  alma* 

Troth,  however,  obliges  us  to  dispel  this  pleasing  delusion,  and  to 
withdraw  from  Carlos,  though  unfortunate  and  oppressed,  much  of  the 

•  Alficri,  FiUppo.     Att.  I.  Sc.  1. 
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Bjmpathj  which  we  formerly  larkhed  upon  faim.  To  htre  a  hero  of 
romance  thus  stript  of  his  honours,  and  plucked  down  even  helow  the 
Neommon  level  of  mankind,  must,  as  all  acts  of  public  degradation^  be 
alike  unpleasant  to  the  spectator  and  the  performer.  For  our  parU|  we 
confess  that  we  undertook  the  task  with  reluctance.  Indeed,  if  we 
feared  that,  by  diminishing  the  interest  hitherto  claimed  by  the  memoiy 
of  Don  Carlos,  we  relieved  that  of  his  father  from  a  single  atom  of 
Odium,  and  made  his  name  more  tolerable  to  the  ear  of  freedom,  we 
should  not  volunteer  to  bring  a  useless  and  dangerous  truth  into  l^ht 
History  has,  end  should  ever  possess,  her  gibbets,  where  criminals  too 
powerful  for  human  justice  may  be  exposed  in  chains  to  the  eyes  of 
the  remotest  posterity:  and,  surely,  we  would  not  bring  Philip  of 
Spain  an  inch  nearer  our  common  earth,  where  he  hanging  upon  Ha- 
inan's cross  of  fiAy  cubits.  But  nothing  we  have  been  able  to  dis- 
cover in  the  Idstory  of  Carlos  does  in  the  least  degree  extenuate  hii 
father's  villainy.  The  novelists  and  poets  have  flattered  Pliilip's  por- 
trait, indeed,  by  making  him  capable  of  the  boldness  of  passion. 
He  was  a  coward  by  nature — a  coward  placed  upon  the  most  powerful 
throne  of  Europe,  bending  an  active,  shrewd,  and  unfeeling  mind  on 
the  sole  object  of  gratifying  his  stem  passions  without  the  least  expo- 
sure to  real  or  imaginary  danger.  Fiction,  in  fact,  has  here,  as  in 
most  ^ases,  overshot  her  mark ;  for  an  ideal  Philip  who,  in  a  fit  of 
jealousy,  could  plunge  a  dagger  into  his  son's  bosom,  would  l>e  almost 
lovely,  compared  with  the  cautious,  calculating  monster  that  could  en- 
gage disease  to  do  his  work,  in  order  to  keep  his  hands  from  blood, 
lest  the  stain  might  disturb  his  conscience — for  Philip,  too,  had  a  con* 
science. 

Carlos's  misfortunes  seem  to  have  begun  at  his  birth.  His  mother, 
Mary  of  Portugal,  lost  her  life  four  days  afler  he  was  bom.*  Hia 
grandfather,  Charles  V.,  from  whose  comprehensive  genius,  and  truly 
princely  feelings,  he  might  have  received  the  benefit  of  early  care  and 
example,  was  in  Germany  and  the  Netherlands  during  the  prince's 
childhood.  The  absence  of  his  father  might  be  deemed  a  happy  cir* 
cumstance  for  the  child's  moral  and  mental  growth ;  but  it  only  threw 
him  into  the  hands  of  his  two  paternal  aunts,  Mary  the  wife  of  Maxi* 
milian,  afterwards  Emperor,  and  at  that  time  Regent  of  Spain,  and 
Johanna,  Dowager  of  Portugal. 

Bora,  probably,  with  a  violent  temper,  spoiled  by  his  guardians,  and 
Surrounded  by  courtiers,  tamed  and  trained  by  the  most  absolote  of 
European  monarchs,  Carlos  grew  up  in  the  full  indulgence  of  a  way* 
ward  disposition. 

We  seldom  find  historians  tracing  the  characters  of  heirs-apparent 
fmm  the  nursery ;  much  less  collecting  and  recording  the  tricks  and 
pranks  of  royal  striplings.  But  as  there  was  a  powerful  tyrant  to  flat- 
ter, the  Spanish  contemporary  writers  have  left  us  a  list  of  every  mis- 
demeanour of  Carlos,  commencing  with  the  murder  of  some  rabbits, 
which,  when  very  young,  were  given  him  for  his  amusement  It  is 
still  more  curious  to  observe,  that  Philip  is  said  to  have  conceived  an 
early  dislike  of  his  son,  from  a  knowledge  of  this  act  of  cruelty.     So 
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^xqaSsite  was  the  sensibility  of  the .  patron  of  the  Duke  of  Alva,  the  hus- 
band of  our  English  Marj,  the  avowed  encoarager  of  assassination. 

Cruelty  to  aidmals  in  children,  is  the  nataral  result  of  thoughtless- 
ness and  inexperience.  That  nature  had  not  denied  to  Carlos  the 
kinder  feelings  of  the  human  heart,  is  known  fron>  his  strong  and 
lasting  attachment  to  his  tutor,  Don  Honorato  Juan,  Bishop  of  Osma. 
Some  fragments  of  the  Princess  letters  to  that  excellent  man  have  been 
preserved,  and  are  found  translated  in  Llorente^s  work.  Thej  are  the 
hastj  and  careless  performances  of  a  boy,  who,  in  his  hurry,  leaves  out 
parts  of  the  sentences,  and  has  not  the  patience  to  examine  what  he  has 
written.  Our  author,  who  is  determined  to  make  out  the  unfortunate 
Carloe  ^^  a  monster  whose  death  was  a  blessing  to  Spain,^'  quotes  these 
letters  as  proofi  of  a  natural  want  of  talents,  or  rather  of  common 
lense.  Yet,  he  should  ha?e  observed  that  the  faults  fn  the  construc- 
tion of  the  sentences  which  the  letters  exhibit,  are  such  as  no  Spaniard, 
however  dull  and  stupid,  could  fall  into ;  whilst  few  among  the  crowd 
of  royal  pupils  have  lefl  such  a  warm  and  sincere  testimony  of  frien4- 
ship  for  their  instructors.  That  this  was  not  a  transient  fit  of  childish 
fondness  is  evident  from  Carlos^s  subsequent  conduct.  At  the  very 
lime  when  he  is  accused  of  leading  a  wild  and  outrageous  life,  he  still 
cherished  the  recollection  of  his  tutor,  and  so  earnestly  longed  for  hi3 
society,  that  he  applied  to  the  Pope  for  a  dispensation  of  Bishop  Juan^s 
residence  at  Osma,  that  the  good  old  man,  who,  probably,  was  his  only 
tme  friend  in  the  world,  might  live  near  him  at  court.  The  dispensa^ 
tion  was  obtained,  but  Juan  did  not  avail  himself  of  it  Such,  how- 
ever, as  have  studied  the  character  of  Philip,  will  be  inclined  to  think 
with  us,  that  though  he  would  not  prevent  the  application  to  the  Pope, 
he  secretly  contrived  to  defeat  its  object  The  Prince  was  surrounded 
by  ys  father's  spies,  and  it  was  inconsistent  with  the  tyrant's  fear  of 
Carloe's  early  love  of  power  to  allow  any  real  friend  to  be  near  him. 

That  Carlos  was  kept  by  the  effects  of  his  father^s  suspicion  in  a 
state  of  constant  irritation,  which  finally  produced  a  morbid  feeling 
bordering  upon  insanity,  is  the  firm  conviction  with  which  we  have  risen 
from  the  attentive  perusal  of  the  most  authentic  contemporary  narra- 
tives^ Philip  never  withdrew  from  the  person  of  his  son  any  of  the 
pomp  of  state  which  became  the  heir  of  his  crown.  Even  when  he  had 
confined  Carlos  with  a  firm  determination  of  bringing  him  to  an  un« 
timely  end,  he  would  not  allow  the  grandees,  to  whom  he  had  coov 
mitted  the  custody  of  Ms  person,  to  wear  their  swords  in  the  presence 
of  the  unarmed  prince.  Carlos  seems  to  have  possessed  at  all  times  the 
liberty  to  injure  both  his  person  and  reputation.  The  contemporary 
writers  accuse  him  of  personal  violence  against  some  of  his  attendants 
of  the  first  rank ;  of  indecent  rioting  about  the  streets  at  night ;  of 
wreaking  his  displeasure  on  one  of  his  tradesmen  in  a  brutal  and  most 
deliberate  manner.  Yet  the  King,  who  was  regularly  informed  of 
every  word  and  action  of  his  son,  never  interfered  in  these  matters. 
He  only  seems  to  have  made  it  a  rule  to  reward  with  confidential 
places  near  his  person  such  as  had  exposed  themselves  to  an  insult  from 
the  prince. 

It  must  be  allowed,  however,  that  Carlos^s  fits  of  ungovernable  an- 
ger might  well  create  a  suspicion  that  he  was  labouring  under  a  certain 
degree  of  insanity.  That  his  own  father  encouraged  at  one  time  the 
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propagation  of  sach  a  report  appears  from  Cabrera'^s  interpretation  of 
an  objure  sentence  in  Pbdlip^s  Letter  to  his  sister  tlie  Empress,  wife 
of  Maximilian  II.,  on  the  occasion  of  the  Princess  arrest*  The  sup- 
posed mental  derangement  was  attributed  to  a  fall  which  Carlos,  when 
a  boy,  had  down  the  stairs  of  the  palace  of  Alcali  de  Henares.  A  se- 
vere contusion  on  the  head  and  the  spine  occasioned  such  an  alarm  for 
his  life,  that  the  king  ordered  the  body  of  a  Franciscan  friar,  who  had 
long  before  died  in  '^  odour  of  sanctity,^^  t  to  be  laid  upon  the  prince. 
This  strange  application  was  believed  to  have  saved  the  royal  sufferer; 
and  the  departed  owner  of  the  miraculous  mummy  was  soon  after 
sainted  through  the  exertions  of  Philip  at  the  court  of  Rome.  No 
symptoms  of  real  derangement  appear,  however,  in  the  conduct  of  Car- 
los afler  recovery  from  the  effects  of  his  accident. 

The  true  clue  to  the  cause  of  his  unfortunate  violence  is,  we  repeat, 
to  be  found  in  the  odious  system  pursued  by  his  unfeeling  father  daring 
the  whole  course  of  his  life.  Philip^s  dislike  of  his  son  was  only  dis- 
guised by  his  interest  in  supporting  the  external  show  of  respect  which 
h^  believed  to  be  due  to  a  prince  of  Asturias,  the  heir  of  his  throne. 
But  the  sternness  and  distance  of  the  King^s  behaviour ;  the  distrust 
of  his  own  son,  contrasted  with  the  confidence  he  reposed  in  his 
favourites ;  the  use  he  made  of  two  sets  of  spies,  some  checking  and 
thwarting  the  spirited  young  man,  others  yielding  to  his  wishes  in  or- 
der to  sift  and  draw  out  his  inmost  thoughts,  dried  up  the  sources  of 
kindness  in  his  heart,  leaving  it  a  prey  to  that  vehemence  of  volition, 
the  natural  result  of  a  princely  education,  which  so  easily  degenerates 
into  a  state  of  mind  nearly  allied  to  real*  insanity. 

Of  the  well-authenticated  instances  of  Carlos^s  insolence,  we  do  not 
recollect  one  which  may  not  be  traced  with  considerable  probabilify 
to  those  sources.  Among  Philip's  favourites,  none  enjoyed  so  high  a 
degree  of  confidence  and  power  as  the  Duke  of  Alva,  the  execrable  in- 
strument of  Philip's  tyranny,  and  Ruy  Gomez  de  SiWa,  the  vile  pander 
of  his  unlawful  pleasures,  and  himself  the  degraded  husband  of  one  of 
the  King's  mistresses. 

The  proud  character  of  the  first  made  him  a  marked  object  of  Car- 
los's  overbearing  spirit  On  the  day  when  he  was  solemnly  recog- 
nized as  Prince  of  Asturias  and  successor  to  the  Spanish  throne,  the 
Duke  of  Alva,  who  had  superintended  the  arrangements  for  the  cere- 
mony, absented  himself  just  at  the  time  when  he  should  have  been 
among  his  peers  to  take  the  oath  of  recognition.  Carlos,  though  not 
more  than  fourteen  years  old,  observed  the  absence  of  his  father^s 
favourite,  and  stopping  the  solemn  act,  ordered  messengers  to  snmmon 
Alva  to  his  place.  He  appeared,  after  a  long  search,  excusing  himself 
with  the  numerous  objects  which  on  that  day  had  claimed  his  care  and 
attention.  But  the  Prince,  taking  the  excuse  as  an  aggravation  of  what 
he  conceived  to  be  a  premeditated  insult,  addressed  the  Duke  in  soch 
language,  that  the  offended  grandee  found  it  extremely  difficult  to  avoid 
the  guilt  of  treason  which  the  Spanish  law  attaches  to  the  act  of  layings 
violent  hands  on  the  heir  of  the  crown. 

*  Es  de  notar  que  le  tenia  por  defetuoso  en  el  jaicio. — Cabrera^  Vida  dc  PKtlipc 
II,  lib.  yU.  c.  zxii. 

t  He  is  known  in  the  Spanish  Cataloene  of  Saints  by  the  name  of  San  Diego  de. 
J3kM. 
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The  bitternees  of  the  Princess  jealousj  against  Alva  was  raised  to 
the  highest  pitch  oa  the  appoiDtment  of  that  nobleman  to  the  govern- 
ment of  the  Netherlands.  Carlos  had  looked  up  to  that  portion  of  the 
Spanish  empire  as  the  fittest  stage  for  his  first  appearance  in  public 
life.  He  hoped  that  the  precedent  which  had  been  made  in  his  latber, 
under  whose  care  those  countries  were  placed  during  the  latter  part  of 
the  life  of  Charles  V.,  would  be  followed  in  his  own  behalf.  Nothing, 
hofrever,  was  more  discordant  with  Pliilip's  jealous  and  suspicious 
character  than  these  views  of  his  son.  The  Netherlands  had  broken 
into  open  rebellion  against  his  authority,  and  he  was  anxious  to  send 
thither  a  man  who,  with  the  most  inflexible  character,  should  unite  the 
most  blind  and  implicit  obedience  to  his  will  and  authority.  A  restless 
and  ambitious  yout]i,  but  one  step  removed  from  the  throne,  was  a  very 
improper  instrument  of  the  punishment  which  Philip  had  determined 
to  in^ct  on  the  revolted  Flemings.  The  military  talents,  the  severity 
of  temper,  and  loyal  attachment  of  Alva  to  his  sovereign — ^some  au- 
thors add  the  recommendation  of  Silva,  Prince  of  Evoli,  who  wished 
to  have  the  Duke  removed  to  a  distance — determined  Philip  to  put 
him  at  the  head  of  the  army  which  was  to  be  employed  in  the  subju- 
gation of  Flanders.  The  new  viceroy  came  to  take  leave  of  the  Prince 
the  day  before  he  was  to  set  off  for  his  government.  At  the  sight  of  a 
hated  and  successful  rival,  the  ungovernable  violence  of  Carlos  broke 
out  into  the  bitterest  language,  till  raised,  probably  by  the  haughty 
and  disdainful  manner  of  the  Duke,  into  a  fit  of  rage,  the  Prince  seized 
him  by  the  middle,  and  would  have  thrown  him  out  of  the  window  into 
the  ditch  of  the  palace,  but  for  the  interference  of  some  courtiers 
who  came  to  Alva's  assistance. 

Carlos  was  not  only  disappointed  of  the  objects  of  his  ambition 
through  the  influence,  as  he  imagined,  of  lus  father's  favourites,  but 
often  found  them  meddling  with  his  little  plans  of  domestic  amusement. 
An  instance  of  this  kind  is  mentioned  by  Cabrera. 

Cisneros,  an  actor  of  celebrity,  enjoyed  the  favour  of  the  Prince,  who, 
wishing  to  have  a  play  performed  privately  in  his  apartments,  ordered 
the  comedian  to  get  it  up  for  a  certain  day.  The  King  being,  as  usual, 
informed  of  his  son's  intentions,  wished  to  defeat  them  by  the  same 
dark  and  crooked  policy  which  he  employed  in  the  most  important 
business  of  state.  Philip's  prime  minister.  Cardinal  Espinosa,  was  di- 
rected to  banish  Cisneros  out  of  the  court  before  the  day  on  which  he 
was  to  play  at  the  palace.  Carlos,  who  seems  to  have  constantly  at- 
tributed his  father's  acts  to-  those  who  were  nothing  but  his  blind  instru- 
ments, fixed  all  his  resentment  on  the  Cardinal.  Fortunately  for  that 
prelate  his  profession  secured  him,  in  a  case  of  this  kind,  a  mixed 
feeling  of  regard  for  bis  office  and  contempt  of  his  person,  on  the  part 
of  every  high-minded  Spaniard.  The  Prince  took  an  early  opportu- 
nity of  finding  Espinosa  alone  ;  when,  seizing  him  by  the  collar  of  his 
robe,  "  You  scurvy  parson,"  said  he,  "  how  dare  you  insult  me  by  pre- 
venting Cisneros  from  obeying  my  orders  ?  By  my  father's  life,  I  will 
kill  you  !"*  The  terrified  churchman,  falling  upon  his  knees,  implored 
the  Prince's  forgiveness ;  who  having  no  intention  of  executing  the 
threat,  allowed  him  to  retire  unhurt. 

*  ^'  Cmilla,  Y08  os  atreveis  a  mi,  no  dezando  venir  a  servirme  Cimeros  !  For 
▼ida  de  mi  padre  que  oa  tengo  de  matar.— CoAf  era,  ib. 
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The  system  pursaed  by  Philip  towards  his  son,  and  its  effects  on  the 
temper  of  that  young  Prince,  are  remarkably  illustrated  by  the  compa- 
rison of  a  passage  in  De  Thou's  history  with  another  in  Cabrera.  The 
latter  mentions,  that  Carlos,  being  once  dissatisfied  with  his  shoemaker 
for  having  made  him  a  pair  of  boots  tighter  than  was  then  the  fashion 
in  Spain,  ordered  the  cook  to  mince  and  dress  them,  and  forced  the 
unfortunate  tradesman  to  eat  the  dish.  De  Thou,  who  had  the  account 
of  Carlos^s  imprisonment,  and  the  circumstances  which  led  to  his  mys- 
terious death,  from  the  mouth  of  De  Foin,  the  architect  employed  at 
that  time  by  the  King  of  Spain  in  building  the  Escurial,  tells  us  that 
the  young  Prince  was  in  the  habit  of  carjrying  two  small  pistols  con- 
cealed in  the  large  boots  which  were  then  worn  by  the  Spaniards. 
Philip,  he  says,  waA  informed  of  the  fact  through  Foin  himself,  who,  as 
it  may  be  inferred  from  the  narrative  of  the  French  historian,  had 
orders  to  employ  his  mechanical  skill  in  the  gratification  of  this  and 
rimilar  whims  of  the  royal  youth,  in  order  to  acquaint  the  King  with 
every  thing  that  could  give  him  a  clue  to  his  son's  views  and  designs. 
The  passage  is  the  more  curious  as  the  punishment  inflicted  on  the 
shoemaker  is  passed  unnoticed  by  De  Thou.t 

(To  be  concladed  incur  next.) 
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I  SAW  that  eye  when  it  was  bright 
With  feelings  pure  and  sparkling  ray, 
Nor  thought,  alas  !  how  soon  that  light, 
Of  heavenly  beam,  would  fade  away. 

I  saw  that  smile  when  it  Was  warm 
With  life  and  hope  and  glowing  joy, 
Nor  dreamM  how  quick  its  silent  charm 
The  hour  of  suffering  might  destroy. 

I  heard  that  eloquence  of  heart, 
The  music  of  that  gentle  tone, 
Forgot,  alas  !  we  were  to  part, 
And  deemM  its  sweetness  all  my  own. 

That  eye  is  dim — that  smile  is  cold, 
That  hearths  bright  gaze  for  ever  chillM  ; 
I  sit  and  muse  on  days  of  old, 
On  many  a  prospect  unfulfilPd. 

The  vigils  of  worn  hearts  are  mine : 
I  seek  not,  ask  not,  for  relief. 
But  bending  low  at  Memory^s  shrine 
I  pour  a  gush  of  living  grief. 

Vain  grief !  I  gaze  upon  the  tomb 

Where  all  thy  earthly  virtues  sleep, 

Then  muse  upon  thy  heavenly  home. 

And  envy  thee,  and  cease  to  weep.  ,  R.  C. 


t  Nam  et  scloppetulos  binos,  summa  arte  fabricates,  caligis,  que  amplissime  de 
more  gentis  in  usu  sunt,  eum  gestare  solitum  resciverat  (tvx)  ex  Ludovico  Fcxio, 
Pariiieofi. — 7V!iiiaiiu#,  lib.  xliu.  c.  viii* 
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TBE  SILENT  RIVER:    A  DRAMATIC  SKETCH. 

Lm  (the  natnnd  and  deserted  son  of  Lord  Ratlavd)  haying  been  reduced  to 
the  low  occapation  of  a  fisherman  for  the  support  of  his  wife,  and  failing  in  this 
last  attempt,  is  driven  to  the  commission  of  robbery :  the  dread  of  detecfion 
homes  him  from  this  to  the  commission  of  suicide.  In  the  following  scene  ha 
11  taking  his  wife  to  the  protection  of  a  friend,  preparatory  to  the  last  act. 

Una  and  Mart  in  a  boat.     The  nene  varying  aeeording  to  the  dialogut. 

Mwty,      Bx  cautious,  Luke ;  I  do  not  love  this  dark 

And  sluggish  river,  which  divides  its  banks 

With  such  unequal  treachery  of  depth 

And  horrid  silence.     Often  as  I  've  crossM 

The  old  worm-eaten  bridge  of  tottering  planks, 

Which  we  just  see  against  the  deep  blue  distance, 

I  Ve  thought  of  t^ee  and  thy  adventurous  toil, 

And  then  how  stilly  it  would  hush  the  cry. 

And  hide  the  secret,  unresisting  corse ! 

Oh,  it  is  fearful,  and  (but  it  is  fancy) 

All  things  seem  fearful  here ! — E'en  thou,  dear  Luke, 

Look'st  gloomily  and  speechless.     Fray  thee  talk ; 

I  cannot  bear  this  silence,  only  broken 

By  thy  dull  plash,  and  the  dead,  heavy  plunge 

Of  water  vermin  in  the  oozing  slime. 
Luke.      Thou  'rt  new  to  it— but  I  have  breathed  too  long 

These  muddy  vapours  for  our  daily  morsel 

To  heed  the  stillness  of  the  summer  dawn 

Or  storm  of  wintry  midnight.    My  poor  Mary, 

Thou  'st  paid  the  penalty  of  thoughtless  love 

Dearer  than  most.     Well  dost  thou  know  the  tone 

Of  the  chill  blasts,  when  they  howl  round  the  cabin 

And  find  the  inmate  lonely  and  desponding ! 

Well  dost  thou  know  the  tear  of  bitterness, 

When  he  whose  absence  thou  hast  sat  lamenting 

Ketums  o'erpowerM  with  fasting  and  fatig^. 

Drenched  with  the  rain,  or  shivering  with  the  icicles 

Which  cling  to  him  with  rattling  misery : 

And  well,  O  well,  my  Mary !  hast  thou  felt 

The  pang,  when  he  to  whom  thou  'st  rushM  for  comfort 

With  harsh  despair  repelPd  thee  from  his  arms. 

To  mutter  sternly  of  successless  toil 

And  present  famine ! 

■Vary.  Why  recall  such  times  ? 

Dear  Luke,  I  never  murmurM  for  myself. 

Neither  must  thou ;  for  when  I  see  thee  smile. 

Our  wants  seem  trifling  payments  for  such  bliss. 

And  I  have  thankM  the  Heavens  which  granted  it, 

And  pray'd  that  if  a  richer  change  of  fortune 

Would  change  thy  love,  we  still  might  live  in  want. 
Luke.      Yes,  thou  hast  prayM — ^^tis  good — ^thou  hast  prayM  much — 
'   I  've  watchM  thee  in  thy  sleep,  when  thy  white  temples 

PressM  the  coarse  piHow  with  as  patient  innocence 

As  if  Hwere  made  for  them — ^I  've  watched  thee  then. 

With  thy  small  fingers  claspM  upon  thy  breast, 

And  moving  lips  which  shewM  thou  dream'dst  of  prayer, 

And  thought  that  I,  too,  once  was  used  to  pray. 

But  fortune  only  grew  more  merciless. 

And  so  I  ceased. 
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Mary.  O,  say  not— say  not  lo ! 

My  greatest  comfort  was  to  think  that  Heaven 
Guarded  the  perils  which  were  enforced  by  lore, 
For  then  the  storm  about  thy  houseless  head 
Lost  half  its  fury. 

Luke.  It  will  mge  no  more. 

At  least  I  shall  not  hear  it,  Mary. 

Jlfory.  No. 

For  thou  hast  promised  ne^er  to  leave  thy  rest 
At  such  dire  seasons. 

huke.  I  have  promised  thee. 

My  tender,  gentle,  most  beloved  Mary. 

Mary,     Come,  thou  art  sad. — Look,  how  the  first  famt  ray 
Of  mom  hath  startled  the  old  querulous  owl 
Amidst  his  dull  and  devious  wanderings  ! 
He  hath  made  straight  towards  the  village  bam, 
^Plaining  as  if  he  groanM  at  his  long  Journey 
Across  the  marsh,  which,  seen  between  the  twigs 
And  leaning  trunks  of  these  deserted  willows, 
Seems  boundless  in  its  flat  and  hazy  empire. 
And  see,  the  heron,  with  his  broad  blue  sails, 
Wheels  downwards  to  succeed  the  bird  of  wisdom. 
O,  long-neckM  felon  !    That  hoarse  shout  of  his 
Is  meant  to  tell  thee  thou  ^rt  no  fisherman. 
Thou  nt  soon  be  back  to  try  thy  skill  with  him  ? 
Thou  said^st  to-morrow, — thou  Ut  not  break  thy  promise  I 

**  He  bade  me  adieu,  and  he  vowM  to  be  here 

"When  swallows  came  down  the  green  ; 
But  the  leaves  of  the  Autumn  are  scatterM  and  sere. 
And  home  he  hath  never  been.^^ 
Oh,  and  is  that  the  tale  !  then  hear  what  follows, — 
{Singi) 
"  So  under  the  wave  and  under  the  wave. 
Beneath  the  old  willow  tree.'* 
Mind — ^mind,  dear  Luke,  your  pole  will  scarcely  touch 
The  bottom !  You  were  almost  overbalanced. 

iSing*) 
^^  With  the  weeds  for  my  pall,  in  a  deep,  deep  grave, 
8ha)l  my  false  love  find  me.'' 
Why  didst  thou  start? 

lAike.  I  almost  ran  upon 

Wild  Martha's  willow-tree,  e'en  whilst  you  sang 
Of  it. 

Mary.  Was  that  it,  Luke  ?  How  horribly 

Tour  words  have  made  it  look  !  I  could  stay  now 

And  speculate  on  its  fantastic  shape 

Most  learnedly.     That  broad  and  gnarled  head 

Crown'd  with  its  upright,  spiky  stubs,  and  frowning 

Between  two  mighty  sockets,  where  the  wrens 

Have  built  their  nests,  hath  weighed  its  scathed  trunk 

Aslant  the  pool,  o'er  which  two  stunted  branches. 

Curling  to  claws,  complete  a  ramping  lion. 

Prepared  to  plunge  on  all  who  dare  invade 

Wild  Martha's  secret  cell.     There  is  a  legend, 

How,  tangled  in  the  roots,  she  still  remains 

And  tears  the  fisher's  nets  in  the  vain  struggle 

To  gain  her  freedom.     Poor,  distracted  Martha ! 

She  must  have  been  sore  used  to  do  such  crime? 
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Luke*      ^Tifl  a  hard  name  which  thou  hait  learned,  my  Mary, 

For  that  which,  hanning  none,  u  the  lole  meant 

To  free  the  wretch  from  miiery.    Methinks 

Wild  Martha  sleepa  at  sonndly  in  her  cave 

As  those  who  rot  beneath  yon  fading  steeple — 

Some  for  their  lives  were  happier,  and  some 

For  they  lackM  courage  so  to  end  their  griefs. 
Maty,      Thou  never  spokest  unkindly,  and  wouldst  fain 

Excuse  what  inwardly  thou  'rt  shuddering  at. 

Dost  thou  forget  how  often  thou  hast  told  me 

How  thy  stout  heart  hath  quaiPd  to  pass  yon  tree 

At  midnight  ?  If  thou  thoughOst  the  hapless  girl 

At  rest,  thou  hadst  not  fearM.    Dost  thou  remember  too 

That  April  Sunday,  when  the  young  violets 

Fiffst  peerM  between  the  moM  upon  the  graves,  • 

How  long  we  saunterM  'mongst  the  velvet  hillocks, 

Conning  rude  epitaphs,  and  moralizing 

In  sweetest  melancholy  ?  How  we  lingerM 

Upon  the  humble  bed  of  good  old  Adam, 

llie  village  patriarch,  who,  from  lowliest  state, 

Had  labourM  on  to  unpretending  comfort, 

And  left  it  to  his  children's  chil^-en  ?    Oh, 

How  thou  didst  reverence  that  place,  and  hope. 

Like  him,  to  struggle  with  thy  days  of  trial ; 

Like  him  to  sleep  the  sleep  of  those  who  meet 

Those  days  unmurmuring.        {Lxike  thtw*  much  enMfton.) 
What,  Luke  !  dear  Luke  ! 

I  Ve  been  too  heedless  in  my  pensive  talk. 

And  tfaonc^t  not  of  thy  present  grief. 
ImU.  And  still 

Forget  it,  Mary.    I  was  only  musing. 

If,  tempted  to  the  act  of  her  whose  bones 

When  skies  are  clear  may  be  discemM  far  down 

In  their  strange  prison  playing  with  the  eddy, 

I  should  be  left  a  like  unhallowed  empire 

Of  fear  and  utter  loneliness.     Wouldst  thou 

Ne'er  visit  the  neglected  spot  which  took  1 

The  latest  of  thy  husband's  living  looks  ? 

Wouldst  thou  refuse  to  commune  with  his  spirit. 

And  say  thou  'st  bought  his  pardon  with  thy  prayers  ? 

There  is  no  grief,  in  all  the  world,  could  sit 

So  heavily  upon  my  hour  of  death 

As  doubt  that  thou  might'st  dread  my  memory. 

And  shed  no  tear  o'er  him  who  loved  thee  so. 

Mmry,      Thou  reveller  in  woes  impossible  ! 

Luke,      But  tell  me  truly. 

Marjf,  I  '11  not  answer  thee ; 

Indeed  I  will  not,  Luke  :  it  is  not  well 
To  pay  Heaven's  bounty  with  such  fearful  fancies. 

iMke  (after  a  pause,)  Well,  then,  suppose  me  laid  beside  old  Adam, 
With  decent  holiness :  what  wouldst  thou  do 
To  live,  my  helpless  Mary  ? 

Mary,  Oh,  I  never 

Took  joy  in  making  misery  for  thet  I 
Luke*      I  'd  have  thee  go  directly  to  the  home 

From  which  I  bore  thee.    Tell  thy  angry  friends 

That  he  who  tempted  thee  to  thy  offence 

Toil'd  night  and  day,  'till  often  his  worn  sinews 

Refused  to  obey  him,  for  thy  maintenance. 
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Tell  ihettL  he  loved  thee,  nerer  used  thee  Ql ; 
And  ne^er  had  sent  thee  hack  to  them  to  heg, 
Had  Fate  not  frozen  up  his  willing  hand. 
They  will  have  pity  and  receive  tiiee,  Mary, 
When  I  am  gone.  ^ 

Mary,  When  thou  art  gone !  O,  then 

I  shall  not  need  more  kindness  at  their  hands 
Than  will  suffice  to  lay  me  by  thy  side. 
But  wherefore,  Luke,  when  thou  M  about  to  leave  me. 
And  Journey,  as  thou  say^st,  to  a  far  place — 
Wherefore  so  wilful  in  thy  wild  endeavours 
To  make  me  weep  more  sadly  o^er  thy  absence  i 
Thou  wilt  have  tears  enough. 

Luke.  Nay,  keep  them  now. 

The  moments  not  yet  come  which  calls  for  them. 
This  turn  hath  brought  us  where  we  bid  farewell. 
And  Caleb  waits  to  help  thee  on  the  bank. 
Good,  honest  Caleb !  that  small  hut  of  hb 
Shelters  a  world  of  most  industrious  virtue  I 
All  things  seem  smiling  round  him :  the  huge  elm 
Spreads  his  cams  o^er  him  with  parental  fondness, 
And  ev^ry  day  puts  forth  a  livelier  green. 
The  waving  osiers  which  enclose  his  path 
Appear  to  spring  more  lofty  and  elastic 
Because  his  hand  hath  pruned  them.    All  the  hues 
Of  his  small  garden>-patch  look  healthily, 
As  if  a  blessing  were  upon  them.     All 
His  nets,  which  waver,  drying,  in  the  air, 
Tell  how  that  cheerful  home  was  eamM,  and  prove 
No  labour,  that  is  honest,  is  too  humble 
To  gain  the  smile  of  Providence. 

Maiy,  How  blessM 

Am  I  to  hear  thee  say  so !  £br  it  shews 
Thou  hast  forgot  thy  ill-concealM  despair. 
And  in  good  Caleb^s  meek  prosperity 
Foresee^st  our  own.     Nay,  ^tis  begun  already 
In  thy  poor  friend^s  bequest. 

Zjuke,  Farewell,  dear  Mary ! — 

Here  we  must  part.        [They  larid  opponic  CaUbU  coHagt, 

Luxe,  Mary,  Caleb. 

€!aUb.  Welcome,  friend  Luke,  and  you,- 

My  precious  charge.     Right  glad  am  I  to  see 
So  sweet  a  face  beneath  my  roof  again. 

Mary.        Thanks,  Caleb,  thanks. 

ImU,  I  need  not  tell  thee,  Caleb, 

How  much  thou  hast  of  my  good  thoughts ;  here  is 
A  proof  thou  canst  not  doubt — ^it  is  my  all. 

[Dtlivtrit^  Mary  to  kim. 

'  Cohh,        It  were  no  lack  of  hospitality 

Were  I  to  hope  so  questionless  a  pledge 

Of  thy  good  will  might  quickly  be  redeemed. 

Mairy,        Ay,  tell  me,  Luke,  when  shall  we  meet  again  ? 
An  hundred  times  I  have  besought  thee  fix 
Thy  earliest  day,  and  thou  as  oft  hast  tumM 
To  other  things,  as  if  that  meeting  had 
No  joy  for  thee. 

Luk€,  O,  when  we  meet  again, 

'Twill  be  in  joy,  indeed  I 
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JKiry.  AodwiUitior 

Bat  wheii*->bQt  when,  my  Luke  I   To-morrow  ?    No. 

^TwUl  sorely  be  the  next  day  ? 
JLnAc.  Be  content: 

Ere  then  I  shall  be  watching  o^er  thee. 
Mvry.  Thanks, 

Thanks,  thanks,  O,  thanks  !     Why,  if  it  be  so  soon, 

I  shall  have  scarcely  time  to  shed  one  tear, — 

That  is— after  my  foolish  eyep  are  dried. 

Good  Caleb,  I  *m  ashamed  to  see  you  smile  : 

^Tis  our  first  parting.     Do  not  chide  me,  Luke ; 

I  cannot  help  it.  [FoUing  on  his  neek  and  sMfjmif  • 

Luke,  Chide  thee,  my  poor  girl ! 

I  am  too  ready  in  the  same  offence. 

But  now  farewell !  Until  we  meet  again 

I M  have  thee  pass  thy  time  in  thinking  over 

All  that  I  said  to  thee  upon  our  way. 

Thou  wilt? 
JIfafy.  Indeed  ^twas  very  melancholy. 

Luke»      Bat  say  thou  wilt. 
Mtay,  I  shall  not  soon  forget. 

But  why  art  thou  so  earnest  ? 
Lukt,  Heed  it  not. 

Thou  knowest  I  hav^  that  which  makes  me  sad. 

Perhaps  1  ^m  selfish,  and  would  have  thee  share 

My  heaviness.    So  now,  once  more,  farewell ! 
Jlfaf3f.     Adieu,  my  Lake ! 
Luke.  Caleb,  your  hand. 

Caleb.  God  speed 

Tour  journey,  Luke ! 
Luke.  I  hope  he  will.— My  Mary, 

One  oflier  kiss ;  which  I  will  keep'most  hoHly 

E^en  to  ray  bed  of  death.      [He  re-entert  hit  boat  and  puthes  off^ 
Caleb  and  Mart  looking  e^tr  him^ 
till  an  angle  of  the  river  bring*  him 
upon  a  new  tcene. 
So  now  His  past ! 
.   Poor  widowM  Mair,  we  shall  meet  no  more ! 

[The  river  beeomee  wider  at  he  ftroeeede^  and  ai 
last  expand*  into  a  large  dreuiar  pool.  He 
restt  upon  his  pole^  and  looks  slowly  and  cou- 
tiously  about  him. 

This  is  the  place. — How  fitting  for  a  deed 

Like  mine !    The  high  and  shelving  banks  have  nursed 

With  their  moist  clay  this  fringe  of  bulrushes 

To  an  uncommon  growth,  as  if  to  hide 

All  eyes  from  me,  and  me  from  all  the  world. 

The  sun  did  leap  aloft  an  hour  ago, 

But  here  he  hath  not  been — ^tis  scarcely  twilight. 

And  very,  very  silent !    How  my  breath 

Clings  to  my  heart,  like  the  affrighted  infant 

Which  struggles  closer  when  its  parting  ^s  nigh ! 

I  must  be  quick.— And  now  that  single  ray 

Points,  like  a  dial,  to  the  very  spot ! 

There  the  huge  whirling  eddy  in  its  round 

Comes  to  its  dimpled  centre,  and  glides  down 

To  unknown  depths,  bearing  whatever  floats 

Within  its  verge  in  lessening  circles,  like 

The  eagle  wheeling  round  his  prey,  until 

It  darts  on  death.     The  strongest  swimmer  here 

Must  ply  for  life  in  vain !  Many  are  here, 
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From  chance  <^  choice,  who  long  haye  lain  in  secret 

From  weeping  friends  and  wives,  as  I  shall  do, 

Leaving  no  thing  but  vague  surmise  behind. 

1  HI  find  their  mjstcrj.  [He  pushes  ike  boat  into  the  middU  of  the 
pooly  and  then^  laying  down  his  pole^ 
sinks  upon  his  knees, — T7u  scene  elosts. 


•  THE   LAST   OF   THE   PIGTAILS. 

^^  The  body  is  the  shell  of  the  soul ;  apparel  is  the  husk  of  that  shell ;  the  husk 
often  tells  you  what  the  kernel  is. — Qcja&lss. 

No ;  never  will  I  forgive  thee,  Frank  Hartopp !  Hadst  thoa  been 
mine  enemy,  I  might  have  obeyed  the  divine  injunction,  and  pardoned 
thee ;  but  as  we  are  no  where  enjoined  to  forgpive  our  friends,  thoa 
shalt  never  have  absolution  for  thine  offence.  Talk  not  to  me  of  the 
last  o(  the  Romans ;  thoa  hadst  a  prouder  distinction,  for  thoa  wert 
the  last  of  the  pigtails ! — And  to  cut  it  off  at  the  solicitation  of  thj  Da- 
lilah  of  a  daughter ! — verily,  Frank,  thou  must  wear  in  thy  head  the 
instrument  that  Samson  wielded  : — ^it  was  an  act  of  capillary  suicide,  a 
crinigerous/e/o-de-«e  ;  and  were  the  locks  of  Berenice,  which  ascended 
from  the  temple  of  Venus,  to  shoot  from  -their  constellations  or  the 
golden  hair  bj  which  Absalom  was  suspended  in  the  forest  of  Ephraim, 
or  the  immortal  ringlet  ravished  from  Belinda,  to  offer  themselves  as  a 
substitute  for  thy  loss,  they  could  neither  restore  thee  to  thy  former 
honours,  nor  to  thy  pristine  place  in  my  esteem.  Feeling  with  that 
author  who  could  not  bear  to  see  an  old  post  grubbed  up  to  which  he 
had  been  long  familiarised^ what  must  I  endure  at  the  excision  of  this 
appendage,  which  I  had  seen  hanging  from  a  head  1  loved  for  nearly 
half  a  century,  until  I  had  identified  it  with  my  friend  as  part  and 
parcel  of  himself? 

The  blow,  too,  fell  upon  a  wounded  spirit,  for  1  had  scarcely  re- 
covered the  extinction  of  the  last  of  the  cocked-hats,  with  which  my 
old  friend  John  Nutt,  of  happy  civic  memory,  had  walked  away  into  the 
other  world.  What  a  treat  was  it  to  me,  some  of  whose  senses  have 
already  Icfl  me,  and  gone  forward  to  the  land  of  shadows  to  annoonce 
my  speedy  coming — what  a  treat  was  it  to  me,  in  my  walks  city- 
wards, to  throw  mine  eyes  over  the  profane  round-hatted  vulgar  of 
Fleet-street  or  Cheapside,  and  encounter  in  the  distance  the  lofty  trian- 
gular summit  of  my  friend,  like  some  precious  argosy  or  ^  buge  ammi- 
raP'  sailing  up  out  of  the  last  century,  every  comer  richly  freighted 
with  antique  reminiscences,  and  as  pregnant  with  triple  associations  as 
the  trident  of  Pluto  !  What  a  collyrlum  to  my  feeble  eyes  to  gaze  upon 
his  blue,  coUarless,  basket-buttoned  coat,  ever  fresh  in  texture  though 
venerable  in  form,  with  its  circular  halo  of  powder  behind,  gradually 
shading  off  into  that  debateable  land  which  was  daily  invaded  by  pul- 
viliio,  and  daily  recovered  by  the  brush !  His  long-Happed  waistcoat 
was  of  the  same  material  and  hue  ;  so  were  his  breeches,  (for  I  renounce 
the  new-fangled  squeamishncss  of  expressing  them  by  ^^  small  clothes  ;^') 
his  nnrrow  stock  allowed  his  worked  frill  to  meander  upon  his  bosom, 
or  wanton  in  the  wind,  in  sympathy  with  the  ruffles  on  his  sleeve  ;  his 
powdered  wig  balanced  itself  with  majestic  curls,  like  fins,  on  either 
iJide  ;  and  behind— (dost  thou  hear,  Frank  Hartopp  ?)  there  depended 
fi  goodly  pigtail.    By  heavens !  Vl\  have  a  starling  taught  that  word  to 
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ring  it  in  thine  ear  ! — John  was  characteristic  in  eyery  thing,  even  in 
epicarism,  of  which  he  was  the  professed  high  priest.  Metliinks  I  now 
behold  the  peevish  expression  and  drop  of  the  under-jaw,  which  wodd 
sometiines  follow  the  first  mouthful  of  venison,  and  hear  the  gentle, 
oath  with  which  he  would  excommunicate  the  gamekeepers  for  shoot- 
ing a  buck  and  leaving  it  to  die  slowly  while  they  went  in  pursuit  of 
another.  His,  however,  was  not  the  anger  of  feeling,  but  of  taste  ;  in- 
asmuch as  the  animal  thus  expiring  in  a  feverish  state,  the  flesh  (to  use 
his  own  phrase)  ^^  ate  tough  and  coddled,  instead  of  being  short  and 
crisp  in  the  mouth  !"  How  important  and  reflective  was  his  look,  as 
his  palate  toyed  with  the  first  glass  of  Madeira,  ere  he  pronounced  that 
verdict  i^ainst  which  there  was  no  appeal ;  for  to  question  his  authority 
ID  a  tavern  would  have  been  to  deny  Diana  at  Ephesus.  it  was  said  that 
he  could  distinguish  by  the  flavour  from  what  island  a  turtle  had  heen 
imported,  and  in  what  forest  a  buck  had  been  shot ;  but  these,  I  ap- 
prehend, are  fond  exaggerations  of  his  disciples.  He  is  swept  into  the 
invisible  world,  but  his  form  and  figure  are  still  present  to  my  mind^s 
eye  :  the  warrants  of  the  grim  serjeant  cannot  be  served  upon  those 
who  reside  within  the  vei^e  of  the  imagination ;  Death  himself  cannot 
prevent  our  friends  from  living  in  our  memory. 

Time,  alas  !  has  not  left  me  many  with  whom  I  can  grapple  in  a 
more  tangible  form,  and  i  am  jealous  of  the  smallest  fragments  of  these 
relics.  Three-fourths  of  my  heart,  like  an  old  ivy-plant,  are  under- 
ground, and  i  do  but  cling  with  a  more  stubborn  and  sinewy  grasp  to 
that  which  I  can  still  embrace.  The  least  change,  even  in  the  exter- 
nal appearance  of  my  remaining  friends,  is  as  an  uplifted  finger,  point- 
ing to  the  great  metamorphosis  impending  over  them.  Their  outward 
figure  is  finally  made  up  in  my  mind,  and  I  cannot  bear  to  have  it  al- 
tered ;  they  are  all  remnants,  and  should  consider  themselves  as  hav- 
ing survived  the  fashions.  I  miss  even  an  old  button  from  their  coats, 
as  if  I  had  lost  one  of  my  hold-fasts.  To  me  the  very  hairs  of  their 
head  are  numbered  ;  and  to  cut  ofl*  a  whole  handful  of  my  afiections  at 

once  ! ^Fnink  !  Frank  !   if  /  should   purdon  thee,  how  canst  thou 

forgive  thyself  ? 

Whither  am  I  now  to  turn  these  aged  eyes,  if  I  would  seek  anything 
antique  or  picturesque  in  the  surfece  of  society  ?  i  see  the  earth  thickly 
studded  with  hlack  and  blue  reptiles  called  men  ;  but  as  to  distinguish- 
ing one  from  another,  1  might  as  well  attempt  to  pick  out  a  particular 
bee  from  his  hive,  or  ant  from  its  nest.  The  world  is  nothing  now  but 
a  monotonous  modification  of  broad-cloth — a  homogeneous  mass  of  bi- 
peds ; — ^and  so  far  from  encountering  those  pictorial  varieties  of  cos- 
tume which  give  such  graphic  animation  to  Chaucer^s  Canterbury  Pil- 
grims, we  have  lost  even  the  wig  and  gold-headed  cane  of  our  Doc- 
tors ;  oar  cocked-hats  have  fallen  into  as  much  desuetude  as  the  dese- 
crated Tripod  of  the  Pythoness,  and  the  last  of  our  pigtails  has  been 
decollated !  When  I  Jook  around  me  1  seem  to  have  survived  myself, 
or  to  have  walked  by  mistake  into  a  wrong  century.  I  hate  such  a 
congregation  of  duplicates  as  our  streets  present — such  a  mass  of  dittos 
— ^such  an  accumulation  offaosimiles — such  a  civil  regiment : — and 
as  if  the  human  monotony  were  not  sufficient,  we  build  our  streets  so 
like  barracks  or  manufactories,  so  mathematically  uniform,  so  much 
like  prolonged  honey-combs,  that  it  has  always  puzzled  me  to  explain 
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how  the  tenants  find  their  respective  celb,  even  iti  the  daj-time.  By 
night,  I  take  it  for  granted  that  they  rarely  succeed,  if  I  ever  cliaDge 
ray  residence,  it  shall  be  to  Regent-street,  where  there  is  at  least  a 
chance  of  my  findings  my  own  house  ;  or  where,  if  I  am  at  A  loss,  I  may 
at  ail  events  describe  it  aS  a  non-descript,  beloDging  to  the  order  of 
Disorder. 

The  establishment  of  mail  coaches  accelerated  this  social  amalga- 
mation,  by  conveying  the  fashions  in  four  or  five  days  from  Bond-atreet 
to  the  Highlands  and  the  Land^s  End,  and  enablii^  the  extremities  of 
the  island  to  be  whisked  up  to  London  by  four  blood-horses.  Bell  and 
Lancaster  have  completed  the  process  :  we  can  all  read  and  tallc  alike, 
though  I  flatter  myself  some  can  still  write  a  little  better  than  their 
neighbours :  the  rural  Echoes  no  longer  babble  in  dialect,  and  our  farmers 
neither  wear  cowskin  waistcoats,  nor  rusticisc  like  Hobbinol  and  Dlg- 
gon  Davy.  Character,  as  to  its  broad  delineations,  is  blotted  out ;  ia- 
dividuality  is  extinct ;  nobody  is  himself,  we  are  all  evetybody,  and 
we  ought  each  of  us  to  be  designated  as  Mr.  Community  or  ■  Pub- 
lic, Esq.  I  pity  the  dramatist  who  is  compelled  to  see  the  broad  foot 
of  Improvement  (as  it  is  termed,)  trampling  down  his  harvest,  and 
crushing  the  very  elements  and  materials  of  his  art.  We  have  do 
longer  any  genuine  quizzes  or  odd  fellows — society  has  shaken  vs  to- 
gether in  its  bag  until  all  our  original  characters  and  impressions  have 
been  rubbed  out,  and  we  are  left  as  smooth  and  polished  as  old  shillings. 
Having  no  angles,  we  slip  through  the  fingers  of  the  play-wright :  he 
might  as  well  attempt  to  dramatize  a  bag  of  marbles.  Can  we  wonder 
at  the  degraded  state  of  the  drama,  the  remaining  interest  of  which  is 
still  feebly  upheld  by  a  gross  violation  of  existing  costume,  and  the  re- 
tention of  those  ancient  modes,  particularly  in  our  farces,  which  by 
stamping  the  age,  character,  and  profession  of  the  wearer,  adapted 
themselves  so  happily  to  dramatic  representation. 

Dress  is  a  greater  ingredient  in  the  formation  of  character  than  is 
generally  supposed,  and  we  may  be  strictly  called  in  more  senses  than 
one  the  creatures  of  habit.  The  Romans  were  aware  of  this  when 
they  gave  their  citizens  the  exclusive  jus  ioga^  as  a  garment  which 
might  distinguish  them  in  every  quarter  of  the  world,  and  stimulate 
them  to  uphold  the  national  reputation.  Our  clergymen  are  restrained 
from  any  public  indecorum  by  respect  for  their  cloth  :  Quakers  carry 
about  with  them  a  drab-coloured  Mentor  T^hich  sticks  closer  to  them 
than  did  Minerva  to  Telemachus  ;  and  the  gentlemen  of  the  long  robe 
sec  in  their  garment  a  Janus-like  kind  of  monitor,  somewhat  resem- 
bling the  Agatho-demon  of  Socrates.  As  an  artificial  memory  may 
be  created  by  types  and  symbols,  so  we  may  peruse  these  woUen  didac- 
tics until  we  acquire  a  morality  of  broad-cloth,  and  derive  a  charac- 
ter from  our  wardrobe.  Individuals  may  partake  tiiis  sentiment  with- 
out reference  to  their  profession.  Could  the  wearer  of  laced  gar- 
ments, when  they  were  in  vogue,  be  seen  in  any  act  or  situation  un- 
worthy of  a  gentleman  ?  No  !  he  must  act  up  to  his  clothes.  But  now 
all  distinctions  of  rank  are  annihilated  : — hair-powder,  the  last  differ- 
ence between  masters  and  servants,  has  vanished  ;  our  heads  are  as 
much  alike  externally  as  they  are  within  ;  we  are  become  a  character- 
less multitude.  Elijah^s  mantle  retained  his  inspiration,  but  I  should 
wish  to  know  what  gifts  can  be  expected  to  reside  in  a  voodle  vnper- 
henjamin^  or  whether  artists  can  extract  more  from  our  moaem  uniiorms 
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than  the  dramatist  What  sort  of  a  figure  should  we  cut  in  marble ; 
or  could  any  existing  Hogarth  throw  a  mass  of  modem  hats  into  the 
comer  of  his  picture,  so  that  we  might  indiridaalize  every  one,  and 
appropriate  it  to  its  owner  amid  the  group  of  liring  figures  ? — The 
drab-coloured  Quakers  have  never  yet  produced  an  artist;  and  the 
black  and  blue  ones  will  probably  be  no  better  provided  should  the 
present  modes  continue. 

Bat  worse  than  this  confusion  of  ranks  is  the  levelling  and  jumbling 
of  1^^  by  this  preposterous  omniparity  of  appearance.  It  was  but 
last  week  that  a  young  acquaintance  of  mine  overtaking,  as  he  ima* 
gioed,  a  fellow  collegian,  and  saluting  him  with  a  hearty  slap  on  the 
back  and  the  exclamation-^-^^  Ah !  Harry,  is  it  you  ?^'  found  he  had 
nearly  knocked  the  breath  out  of  his  own  grandfather!  These  pedes- 
trian anachronisms,  these  walking  impostors,  these  liars  in  broad-cloth, 
these  habitual  cheats,  all  ought  to  be  sent  to  Bridewell ;  for,  if  the  repi^- 
lation  of  juvenility  be  a  good,  is  it  not  felonious  to  obtain  it  under  false 
pretences?  Every  superannuated  Adonia  and  ^^  Dandy  of  sixty"  should 
be  shut  up  with  all  the  Grandmothers  of  the  Loves  in  a  House  of  mutual 
correction.  What !  is  the  tailor  to  be  our  modem  alchymist,  and  take 
measure  of  us  for  a  new  youth  ?  Is  his  magical  goose  to  lay  the 
golden  egg  which  we  may  resolve  into  the  true  aurum  potabUe  and 
dixir  Tfitie  ?  Are  his  scissors  to  dash  the  fatal  shears  from  the  hand  of 
Atropos,  and  is  he  to  pass  the  thread  of  life  through  his  needle  ?  Some 
of  our  juvenile  septuagenaries,  who  strive  to  escape  a  second  child* 
hood  by  never  going  out  of  the  first,  seem  besotted  enough  to  imagine 
that  they  can  stop  the  great  wheel  of  time  by  stuffing  l^eir  wigs  and 
cocked'hats  between  the  spokes,  and  blunt  the  scythe  of  Death  by 
wreathing  it  with  bunches  of  touch-me-not,  as  the  Tyrannicides,  Har- 
modius  and  Aristogiton,  twined  roses  around  their  swords.  As  well 
might  they  expect  to  arrest  the  progress  of  senility  by  stopping  their 
watches,  or  ensure  a  perpetual  spring  by  sticking  artificial  primroses 
in  their  button-holes.  Let  them  '^bid  Taliocotius  trim  them  the 
calves  of  twenty  chairmen,"  and  if  he  obey  the  summons,  I  will  credit 
the  possibility  of  their  rejuveniscence ;  let  them  imitate  Sinbad  the 
Sailor  and  shake  the  old  man  from  their  shoulders,  and  I  will  allow 
them  to  be  covered  with  a  youthful  habit.  Rather  should  they  recol- 
lect the  reproach  ef  Fontenelle  to  a  greybeard  who  had  dyed  the  hair 
of  his  head  black — '^  Sir,  it  is  easy  to  see  that  you  have  worked  more 
with  your  jaws  than  your  brains."  The  old  Frenchman  who  refused  to 
take  physic  because  he  was  in  hopes  deathbed  forgotten  him,  and  was 
afraid  of  potting  him  in  mind,  had  better  plea  for  his  folly  than  these 
ancient  simpletons,  who  hope  to  sneak  by  him  in  the  disguise  of  boy's 
clothes.  When  any  such  are  detected  and  carried  off  by  the  hawk- 
eyed  King  of  shadows,  I  recommend  their  friends  to  insert  their 
deaths  in  somewhat  the  following  style  :  ^^  Died  in  the  full  flower 
of  his  poodle  great-coat,  aged  eighty" — or,  ^^  Cut  off  in  the  prime  of 
his  Cossack  trowsers,  aged  threescore  and  ten" — or,  *'  Suddenly 
snatched  from  his  friends  in  the  first  year  of  his  Petersham  hat,  and 
sixty-eeventh  of  his  age" — Mr.  such-a-one.  And  should  I  myself 
survive  a  certain  friend,  which  1  hardly  wish  now  that  he  has  disfigured 
himself  so  piteoosly,  I  will  take  care  to  perpetuate  that  which  he  has 
▼ainly  endeavoured  to  cut  off  from  my  recollection,  by  inscribiog  on 
his  tomb— «^  Here  lies  Frank  Hartopp,  the  la»t  of  the  Pigtails:^         H. 
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Ev'n  here  where  Alpine  solitudes  extend, 

I  sit  me  down  a  pensive  hour  to  spend.         Goldsmith. 

Leaving  Veyay,  we  passed  again  by  Laiisanne  ;  and  stopping  accord- 
ing to  engagement  to  say  farewell  to  our  hospitable  friends  at  Orbe, 
we  drove  to  Yverdun,  a  little  quiet  sombre  town,  at  the  foot  of  the 
Jura,  and  at  the  western  end  of  the  lake  of  NeuchateL  Its  loi^  ave- 
nues of  stately  poplars,  its  old  baronial  castle,  and  its  situation  on  the 
Lake,  give  it  an  air  of  ancient  consequence.  The  castle,  once  the 
abode  of  the  mailed  knights  of  Romont,  is  now  the  scene  of  Pesta- 
lozzi's  celebrated  seminary.  Armed  with  an  introductory  letter,  we 
repaired  to  the  school,  in  the  hope  of  conversing  with  this  renowned 
individual :  but,  unfortunately,  he  himself  and  the  greater  number  of  his 
pupils  (which  is  now  much  reduced)  were  absent  on  a  vacation  excur- 
sion. A  very  amiable  and  intelligent  lady,  a  relation  of  the  teacher, 
was,  however,  so  obliging  as  to  give  us  many  explanations  on  his 
system,  and  to  give  some  lessons  to  the  children  under  her  care  in  our 
presence.  Arithmetic  and  music  were  the  subjects  of  instruction. 
Three  very  clever  little  girls,  two  English  and  one  Swiss,  from  about 
seven  to  ten  years  of  age,  were  the  performers,  together  with  a  fine 
Swiss  peasant  girl  of  about  1 8,  who  was  a  senior  pupil  and  an  assistant 
instructress.  From  the  mode  in  which  these  lessons  were  giv^n,  some 
idea  might  be  formed  of  the  practical  execution  of  those  theories,  which 
in  the  exalted  rhapsodies  of  Pestalozzi  and  his  admirers  seldom 
assume  any  tangible  shape.  The  great  aim  of  the  system  is  an  early 
excitement  of  the  thinking  powers.  Rousseau,  seeing  the  difficulty  of 
making  children  learn  rationally  and  with  understanding,  flew  into  the 
other  extreme,  and  was  for  leaving  the  mind  long  barren  and  teaching 
children  nothing  at  all.  This  was  found  pregnant  with  mischief,  and 
Pestalozzi  set  his  mind  to  remove  the  difficulty,  and  to  discover  the 
means  of  rousing  the  minds  of  children,  and  making  the  tender  soil 
fruitful.  The  children's  faculties  are  to  be  early  developed,  and  actively 
stimulated.  They  are  to  learn  nothing  by  rote,  and  to  give  a  reason  for 
every  thing.  The  arithmetical  tuition  consisted  in  divers  problems, 
which  were  to  be  resolved  off-hand  without  slate  or  pencil,  and  to  be 
proved  and  explained  and  reasoned  upon  by  the  little  pupils,  so  ^  to 
evince  the  most  complete  understanding  of  the  question  and  all  its  con- 
sequences and  results.  For  instance,  instead  of  learning  the  multiplica- 
tion-table by  an  effort  of  memory,  as  we  in  England  are  content  to  do,  the 
little  girls  were  asked  '^  the  10th  part  of  100  multiplied  by  the  10th  part 
of  AO  are  how  much  f  They  immediately  knit  their  little  brows  and 
bit  their  fingers'-ends,  and  in  a  minute  one  replied  with  great  eagerness 
— ^50.  "  Why  so  ?"  was  the  next  question,  to  which  she  readily  replied, 
^^  because  the  lOth  part  of  100  is  10,  and  the  10th  part  of  50  is  5, 
and  five  times  ten  make  50.''  A  harder  question  was  then  proposed. 
"  The  10th  part  of  100  and  the  50th  part  of  200  make  what  part  of  140?'' 
This  was  too  difficult  for  the  two  youngest  girls,  but  the  eldest,  a  very 
•clever  little  English  girl,  replied  after  a  minute's  working  in  the  head, 
^«  the  10th ;— because  the  10th  part  of  100  is  10,  and  the  50th  part  of 
5^00  is  4,  and  10  and  4  are  14,  and  14  is  the   10th  part  of  140."    Ah 
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this  was  done  with  a  great  deal  of  laughing  Yivacity,  and  an  evident 
pleasure  in  the  active  stimulus  which  the  process  gave  to  the  mind, 
indeed  the  affectionate  good-humour  of  the  governess  could  hardly 
restrain  the  high  spirits  of  the  little  girb,  who  appeared  remarlsahiy 
fond  of  her.  They  were  then  desired  to  sing  several  bars  of  mgsic, 
which  the  young  peasant  girl  chalked  on  a  board.  They  were  made 
to  sound  every  note  distinctly  and  correctly ;  and  the  Swiss  girl,  who 
appeared  to  have  a  most  exact  ear,  stopped  them  on  the  slightest  error 
io  time  or  intonation.  They  then  explained  the  different  notes,  and 
musical  characters,  parsed  the  passages  as  it  were,  and  shewed  then^ 
selves  thoroughly  grounded  in  the  rudiments  of  music.  The  happiness 
and  gaiety  of  the  children,  and  the  ease  and  frankness  with  which  they 
answered  any  question  we  put  to  them,  were  truly  remarkable,  and 
clearly  evinced  that  the  habit  of  exerting  and  putting  forth  their  facul- 
ties had  in  no  degree  chilled,  but  on  the  contrary  seemed  rather  to  have 
quickened  the  playfulness  and  volatility  common  to  their  time  of  life. 
It  was  of  course  impossible  to  judge,  from  this  visit,  of  the  general 
effect  of  this  system  on  the  character,  tempers,  and  disposiUons  of 
children.  Certainly  the  little  we  saw  looked  well.  The  children  were 
unquestionably  more  awakened,  more  shrewd,  more  in  possession  of 
their  faculties  than  girls  of  that  age,  or  even  of  three  years  older, 
generally  are.  Other  branches  of  knowledge  are  taught  them,  as  we 
were  informed,  on  the  same  sort  of  principle — of  committing  nothing 
to  memory  which  the  mind  does  not  entirely,  master  and  make  its  own. 
The  rationale  of  every  rule  of  grammar,  or  rudiment  of  science,  it 
to  be  thoroughly  understood,  and  proved  and  explained,  before  any 
other  rule  is  learnt  No  arbitrary  dogmas  are  thus  laid  up  in  the  mind, 
as  to  which  a  child,  on  examination,  can  only  say — ^'  it  is  so,  because  it 
is  so.^'  They  are  to  learn  to  reason,  think,  and  combine  ;  not  simply 
to  acquire  and  get  by  heart.  There  appears  certainly  much  good  sense 
in  this  system,  and  perhaps  we  might  adopt  some  hints  from  it  with  ad- 
vantage. Our  own  plan  of  early  education  is  ollen  too  mechanical, 
cold,  and  unimpressive,  and  too  little  calculated  to  rouse  the  mind,  or 
to  invite  and  encourage  it  to  put  forth  its  energies.  We  store  the 
memory  with  dry  rules,  facts,  and  fundamental  principles,  without 
much  caring  to  make  the  child  comprehend  at  the  moment  all  their 
bearings  and  consequences  ;  trusting  to  the  improving  powers  of  per^ 
ception  to  comprehend  and  turn  to  account,  at  maturer  years,  what 
the  infant  has  acquired  almost  mechanically.  For  the  first  few  years 
of  tuition  we  exercise  the  memory  alone;  and  certainly  this  gives  a 
strength  and  capacity  to  that  faculty,  which  is  hardly  to  be  acquired  in 
any  other  way,  and  which  is  of  the  greatest  advantage  in  af^er-life. 
That  command  of  illustration  from  all  sources  of  history  and  poetry  in 
ancient  and  modem  languages — ^those  apt  quotations,  and  happy  ex- 
amples, which  Englishmen  of  talent  adduce  in  parliament,  in  writing, 
and  in  conversation,  so  nmch  more  copiously  and  readily  than  well- 
educated  men  of  other  countries — are  to  be  greatly  ascribed  to  the 
constant  and  active  exercise  of  the  memory,  which  our  system  of  edu- 
cation, from  the  nurse  to  the  university,  requires.  It  is  well  known 
that  several  of  our  eminent  lawyers  have  committed  great  part  of 
Coke  upon  Littleton  and  other  dry  works  to  memory,  before  they^ 
thoroughly  comprehended  their  doctrines.  Still,  however,  English  chil- 
dren iftight  with  advantage  be  taught  a  Uttle  earlier  to  think  as  well  as 
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to  recoUeet,'  The  memorj  would  not  be  injnFed,  but  anisted,  bj  elicit- 
ing the  redectiye  powers  somewhat  sooner  than  we  are  wont  to  at- 
tempt Pestalozzi^s  system  runs  into  the  opposite  extreme  ;  and  one 
of  the  greatest  evils  to  which  it  has  a  tendency,  is  that  of  giving  an  un- 
natural, precocious,  and  feverish  activity  to  the  faculties  of  children, 
which  is  neither  favourable  to  the  disposition,  nor  to  the  ultimate 
strength  of  the  mental  powers.  Pestalozzi  would  make  children  little 
philosophers,  and  casuists  and  reasoners-^apt  at  argument  and  dis- 
cussion—shrewd at  seeing  distinctions  and  drawing  inferences.  He 
would  '^  teach  the  young  idea,^'  not  ^^  how  to  shoot,''  but  to  blossom  and 
bear :  the  fruit  is  thus  likely  to  be  crude  and  vapid,  and  the  plant  to  be 
Btunted  of  its  growth.  It  is  forcing  the  intellect  in  a  hot-house — break- 
ing open  the  petals  of  the  mind  before  they  naturally  expand  to  the  in- 
Tigorating  rays  of  reason  and  intelligence.  Pestalozsd  has  done  good, 
unquestionably,  in  Switzerland-*-by  disturbing  narrow  old-fashioned 
ideas,  and  giving  an  impulse  to  minds  on  the  subject  of  education.  He 
first  established  himself  in  1799  at  Stanz,  in  the  canton  of  Unterwalden, 
with  the  benevolent  object  of  educating  the  orphans  of  those  who  had 
perished  in  the  devastation  and  plunder  of  the  canton  by  the  French. 
The  United  Helvetic  Qovernment  then  gave  him  the  Castle  of  Bnrg- 
dorf,  near  Berne,  for  his  plans  ;  but  he  was  afterwards  obliged  to  re- 
move to  Yverdun,  where  the  old  castle  was  assigned  him  by  the  Go- 
Temment  of  the  Canto  de  Vaud,  which  is  reckoned  one  of  the  most 
liberal  (or  revolutionary,. according  to  certain  classes,)  in  Switzerland. 
Prejudice  has  run,  and  still  runs  high,  among  the  upper  ranks  in  many 
parts  of  Switzerland,  against  Pestalozzi  and  his  plans.  Some  consider 
Mm  a  mere  dreamer  and  enthusiast,  full  of  German  mysticism ;  others 
connect  him  with  the  Swiss  Revolution,  and  consider  his  systems  as 
tending  to  jacobinism  and  disaffection ;  just  as  the  Ultras  in  France 
hold  the  Enseignement  Mutuel  (Lancaster's  plan)  a  Jacobinical  innova- 
tion, full  of  danger  to  religion  and  aristocracy ; — and  even  among  the 
most  moderate,  the  old  philosopher  of  Yverdun  does  not  appear  to 
enjoy  the  same  consideration  at  home,  that  his  doctrines  meet  with 
among  the  Princes  and  people  of  Germany. 

The  lake  of  Neuchatel  conyinced  us  that  a  large  expanse  of  water  is 
not  necessarily  a  picturesque  object.  It  is  nine  leagues  long  and  two 
in  breadth,  square  and  formal  as  a  parallelogram,  and  boatless  and 
lifeless  as  if  its  waters  were  infected.  Afler  the  lovely  bays  and  undu- 
lating and  varied  banks  of  Lake  Leman^  it  has  a  character  of  monotony 
and  gloom,  which  even  the  fine  green  slopes  and  forests  of  the  Jura 
above  it,  and  the  number  of  neat  little  villages  on  its  banks,  cannot 
charm  away.  Our  drive  from  Yverdun  to  Neuchatel  was  therefore  not 
veiy  lively.  The  Alps,  which,  when  they  are  in  view,  are  more  than 
enough  to  engross  the  eye  and  the  mind,  were  concealed  by  a  summer 
haze.  As  we  approached  Neuchatel,  and  were  within  the  limits  of  the 
Canton,  we  were  stopped  in  several  villages  to  pay  toll  to  the  Seigneur 
the  Count  de  Pourtal^s.  This  was  the  only  instance  of  the  kind  in  Swit- 
zerland ;  and  we  learnt  that  this  and  other  noble  families  in  the  Can- 
ton of  Neuchatel  have  retained  most  of  their  feudal  rights  and  emolu- 
ments, though  they  were  unsparingly  abolished  at  the  Revolution  in 
the  other  Cantons.  Neuchatel  is  a  neat,  compact,  but  singularly  life- 
less town.  The  grass  grows  in  the  streets  and  walks,  few  passengers 
are  seen,  the  shops  are  apparently  very  quiet,  and  the  inns  are  some  of 


Lttieriona  Tour  iti  SwiUerkmd,  849 

die  wont  we  found  io  Switserland.  The  old  castle,  which  U  the 
residence  of  the  Prussian  Governor,  and  the  seat  of  the  council,  stands 
ib  a  striking  position  above  the  town.  The  interior  is  handsome,  old- 
fashioned,  and  gloomy,  commanding  a  noble  prospect  of  the  lake  and 
the  distant  Alps.  The  Council  Rooms  are ,  hung  with  portraits  of 
Frederick  the  Great,  Marechal  Keith,  and  the  present  King  of  Prussia — 
sod  the  walls  emblazoned  with  the  arms  of  the  Counts  of  Neuchatel, 
from  the  Burgundian  and  Orleans  dynasties  down  to  the  present  Prus- 
lian  Sovereign.  The  Principality  of  Neuchatel  now  presents  the  only 
vestige  of  monarchical  government  in  this  land  of  republicanism  .ind 
aristocracy.  It  devolved  on  the  family  of  Prussia  in  1707,  on  the  ex- 
tinction of  the  princely  House  of  Ocleans-Longueville,  when  the 
King  of  Prussia  became  the  nearest  descendant,  through  the  Orange 
family,  of  Jean  de  Ch&lons,  a  great  Burgundian  noble,  to  whom  the 
Emperor  Rodolph,  of  Hapsbourg,  had  ceded  the  principality  in  the 
thirteenth  century.  The  people  of  Neuchatel  immediately  recognized 
the  King  of  Prussia  as  their  sovereign,  but  France  laid  claim  to  the 
succession ;  and  it  was  only  by  the  firm  conduct  of  the  country  and 
their  allies,  the  Canton  of  Berne,  that  their  rightful  sovereign  was  se- 
cured in  his  possession.  The  sovereignty  is  little  more  than  titular. 
The  King  of  Prussia  is  the  executive  organ  of  the  government,  but  the 
real  power  rests  with  the  Citizens,  or  rather  with  their  deputies  in 
council.  Neuchatel  is,  in  all  respects,  a  confederated  Swiss  Canton, 
subject  to  all  the  obligations  of  federal  union,  like  the  other  Cantons. 
The  people  are  not  compelled  to  serve  in  the  armies  of  Prussia,  and 
may  even  serve  (and  have  oflen  done  so)  against  their  Sovereign  of 
Prussia,  provided  he  does  not  wage  war  in  his  character  of  Prince  of 
Neuchatel.  In  the  seven  years  war  several  regiments  of  Neuchate- 
lois  served  with  the  French  against  Frederick ;  and  he  took  some  of 
his  own  subjects  prisoners  at  the  battle  of  Rosbach,  treated  them  with 
kindness,  and  made  inquiries  of  the  officers  about  the  town  of  Neucha- 
tel, and  whether  it  had  not  been  lately  damaged  by  an  overflowing  of 
the  River  Seyon. 

From  Neuchatel  we  drove  to  La  Neufville,  a  singularly  pretty  vil- 
lage, or  rather  a  little  ancient  walled  town,  situated  at  the  western 
extremity  of  the  lake  of  Bienne,  and  at  the  foot  of  the  chain  of  the 
Jura.  It  was  Sunday  evening:  the  rain  which  had  poured  all  the 
morning  had  ceased,  the  clouds  cleared  away,  the  sunset  was  clear 
and  bright,  and  the  banks  of  the  smooth  glassy  lake  which  washed  the 
village  were  peculiarly  green,  fresh,  and  beautiful.  The  little  town 
was  humming  with  all  the  busy  converse  and  innocent  enjoyment  of  a 
rural  Sunday  evening.  The  peasants  were  lounging  at  tbeir  doors, 
smoking  their  pipes,  or  wandering  listlessly  about  by  the  little  quay, 
and  in  the  fields  by  the  lake.  A  few  rustic  kind  of  boats  were  paddled 
about  here  and  there  on  the  lake,  filled  with  parties  of  young  men 
and  girls  in  their  varied  costume :  some  returning  home  from  the  isle 
of  St  Pierre,  where  they  had  made  parties  of  pleasure ;  and  others 
from  excursions  to  the  opposite  banks  of  the  lake,  all  laughing  and 
rallying,  and  joking,  with  an  easy  mirth  never  approaching  to  indeco- 
rum or  excess.  Among  the  buzz  of  gay  and  happy  voices  about  us 
we  were  struck  with  some  English  sounds  among  the  crowd ;  which 
had  a  striking  effect  in  this  sequestered  scene,  where  every  object  was 
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so  peculiarly  Swiss,  and  where  the  scene  had  a  character  of  remoteness 
und  seclusion  which  excluded  eveiy  idea  unconnected  with  the  country 
itself.  Presently,  a  fine  English  hoy  r^n  up  to  us,  and  accosted  as  with 
a  frank  ^^  How  do  you  do,  Sir?'' — which  was  almost  the  only  English 
sentence  he  had  retained,  and  then  ran  off  to  fetch  a  playfellow,  who, 
he  assured  us,  was  a  perfect  master  of  his  native  tongue.  When  he 
came,  we  asked  him  how  old  he  was  ? — ^^  Elf^  Sin''  was  his  reply,  in 
a  strange  accent,  neither  German  nor  English.  We  found  these  fkig* 
lish  hoys,  and  one  more,  were  under  the  tuition  of  the  TiUage  school- 
master of  La  Neufville,  where  they  had  lost  their  own  language  in 
acquiring  a  smattering  of  German  and  French.  Of  all  species  of  eco- 
nomy, this  of  econoB^  in  education  is  the  most  dangerous.  The  ac- 
quirement of  an  imperfect  knowledge  of  modem  languages  is  yery 
ill  purchased  at  the  expense  of  an  early  separation  from  country  and 
countrymen,  from  domestic  ties,  hahits  of  filial  and  fraternal  affection, 
and  all  those  other  wholesome  disciplines  of  the  character,  which  are 
the  hest  part  of  education,  and  far  more  valuable  than  all  the  syntax 
and  prosody  which  pedagogues  can  teach.  If  a  hoy  is  meant  to  be  an 
Englishman,  and  to  pursue  his  fortunes  in  England,  it  is  a  cruelty  and 
injustice  to  place  him  at  a  tender  age  where  he  not  merely  runs  the 
risk  of  losing  the  complete  and  perfect  mastery  over  his  own  language, 
but  makes  connexions,  acquires  habits,  and  imbibes  opinions  opposite 
to  those  of  his  countrymen,  and  unconnected  with  his  country. 

After  sleeping  at  La  Neufville,  we  took  boat  early  in  the  morning, 
and  were  rowed  by  a  tall  strong  peasant-woman  (her  husband  lolli^ 
at  the  head  of  the  boat)  to  the  island  of  St.  Pierre,  which  rises,  a 
shady  insulated  grove,  out  of  the  middle  of  the  clear  and  tranquil  lake. 
Our  fair  pilot  appeared  to  be  something  of  a  radical,  spoke  of  the 
French  with  great  favour,  and  of  the  Bernese  Government  with  much 
asperity — and  alluding  to  the  present  condition  of  the  people  as  sub- 
jects of  Berne,  she  said  shrewdly,  ^^  Oui^  Monsieur^  d  present  nous  som' 
mes  sous  Us  pdtes  des  ourses"^^ — ^a  bon  mot  which  would  have  made  a 
wit's  character  for  a  week  in  the  circles  of  Paris.  We  landed  at  a 
little  creek,  washing  the  gardens  and  walls  of  a  large  spacious  build- 
ing with  a  minaret  and  little  belfry  in  the  roof,  giving  it  a  picturesque, 
conventual  aspect  It  is  the  only  building  on  the  island,  now  a  farm- 
house and  inn,  surrounded  with  a  beautiful  grqve  of  oaks,  chesnuts, 
and  beeches,  which  nearly  covers  the  island.  Here  we  ate  a  very 
indifferent  breakfast,  which  was  hardly  rendered  appeiissant  by  being 
served  up  in  Rousseau's  parlour — a  square  dirty  room,  with  no  other 
furniture  than  the  tressel-board  and  oak  bench  which  are  said  to  have 
been  used  by  the  ^^  self-torturing  sophist." — Its  walls  are  scarred  and 
defaced  with  the  initials,  names,  mottoes,  and  votive  inscriptions  of 
the  many  votaries  of  the  philosopher,  who  constantly  make  pil- 
grimages  to  the  place  of  his  exile.  A  magnificent  grove  of  vene* 
rable  oaks  and  elms  crowns  the  summit  of  the  island — a  wide  walk 
traverses  their  shades  nearly  from  one  end  of  the  island  to  the  other. 
Openings  in  the  thicket  occasionally  let  in  lovely  prospects  of  the 
blue  Jura  on  the  one  side,  and  the  distant  Alps  on  the  other.  These 
groves  were  the  scene  of  the  wayward  musings  and  reveries  of  the 
unhappy  Jean  Jacques,  during  his  month's  abode  on  this  islet,  in 
1765.    In  these  sylvan  solitudes  his  fickle  and  extraordinary  spirit 
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appears  to  have  indulged  in  all  that  loxary  of  meditation  and  indolent 
mosing  on  its  own  emotions,  which  appears  to  have  been  his  highest 
state  of  enjoyment,  and  oyer  which  he  has  thrown  a  charm  and  an 
interest  which  few  narratives  even  oi'  actual  events  and  facts  are  foand 
to  possess.  Of  his  abode  here  he  speaks  with  great  fondness  : — ^^  De 
toates  les  habitations  od  j'ai  demeure,  aucune  ne  m'a  rendu  si  veri- 
tablement  heureux,  et  ne  m'a  laiss6  de  si  tendres  regrets  que  Tile  de 
St  Pierre.  Je  compte  ces  deux  mois  de  s6joor  dans  cet  lie  pour  le 
temps  le  plus  heureux  de  ma  vie,  et  tellement  heureux  qu'il  m'eut 
soffi  dnrant  toute  mon  existence  sans  laisser  naltre  un  seul  instant 
dans  mon  &me  le  desir  dW  autre  4tat.  Que  ne  puis  je  aller  finir  mes 
joQiB  dans  cet  lie  cherie  sans  en  resorter  jamais  V^ — ^Tbe  ^^  Lettres  de 
la  Montague,''  and  other  publications,  had  raised  a  storm  at  Geneva, 
aod  in  Switzerland,  which  soon  drove  him  from  that  country.  This 
had  already  driven  him  from  Val  Travers,  and  the  protection  of  Mare- 
chal  Keith,  to  the  island  of  St.  Pierre — and  here  he  was  soon  demanded 
by  the  Council  of  Geneva  to  be  given  up  by  the  government  of  Berne. 
That  Government  banished  him  accordingly  from  the  island,  and  soon 
after  from  Bienne,  whence  he  hastened  to  England  in  search  of  repose 
which  he  never  found,  and  which  his  feelings  and  temper  denied  him, 
let  his  abode  be  where  it  might. 

T—  "  Quid  terras  alio  calentea 
Sole  mutamus  ?    Fatris  quia  exol 
Se  quoque  fugit  ?'» 


PETER-FIHDARICS. 

Piron  and  the  Judge  of  the  Police, 

Piaow,  a  poet  of  the  Gallic  Dation, 

Who  beat  all  waggiah  rivala  hollow, 
Was  apt  to  draw  his  inspiration 

Rather  from  Bacchus  than  Apollo. 
His  hostess  was  his  deity, 
His  Hippocrene  was  eatt-de-vte, 
And  though  ^tis  said 
That  poets  live  not  till  they  die. 
When  living  he  was  often  dead, — 

That  is  to  say,  dead  drunk.—"  WhUe  !,'• 
Quoth  PiroD,  "  am  by  all  upbraided 

With  drunkenness,  the  yUest,  worst, 
Most  base,  detestable,  degraded, 
Of  sins  that  ever  man  repented, 

X'^one  of  you  blames  this  cursed  thirst  ' 
With  which  I  ^m  constantly  tormented* 
Worse  than  a  cholic  or  a  phthisic, 

E^en  now  it  gripes  me  so  severely. 

That  I  must  fly  to  calm  it,  merely 
Swallowing  brandy  as  a  physic.'* — 

To  cure  this  unrelenting  fever 

He  pourM  such  doses  through  his  lipt,  he 
Was  shortly,  what  the  French  call  trre, 

Anglic^ — ^tipsy ; 
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And  while  the  midnight  bell  was  pealing 

Its  solemn  tolling, 
Our  Bacchanal  waa'homeward  reeling, 

Tumbling  and  rolling, 
Until  at  last  he  made  a  stop, 

Suffering  his  noddle,  which  he  could  not  keep 
Upright,  upon  the  ground  to  drop, 
And  in  two  minutes  was  asleep 
Fast  as  a  top. — 
Round  came  the  guard,  and  seeing  him  extended 
Across  the  gutter, 
Incompetent  to  more  or  utter. 
They  thought  at  first  his  days  were  ended  ; 
But  finding  that  he  was  not  dead, 
Haying  lost  nothing  but  his  head, 
They  poppM  him  on  a  horse^s  back. 
Just  like  a  sack. 

And  shot  him  on  the  guard-house  floor, 
To  let  him  terminate  his  snore. 
Next  morning  when  our  tippling  bard 

Had  got  his  senses, 
They  brought  a  coadi  into  the  3rard, 

And  drove  him  off  to  answer  his  offences, 
Before  the  judge  of  the  police. 

Who  made  a  mighty  fuss  and  clamour ; 
But  like  some  justices  of  peace, 
Who  know  as  much  of  law  as  grammar^ 
Was  an  egregious  ninny-hammer. 
"  Well,  fellow,"  cried  the  magistrate, 
"  What  have  you  got  to  say  for  boosing, 
Then  lying  in  the  streets  and  snoozing 
All  night  in  that  indecent  state  V^ 
^^  Sir,"  quoth  the  culprit  to  the  man  of  law, 

^^  It  was  a  frost  last  night  in  town. 
And  tired  of  tripping,  sliding,  and  slipping, 

Methought  I  might  as  well  lie  down. 
And  wait  until  there  came  a  thaw.^' 

*^  Pooh !  nonsense  !  psha ! 
Imprisonment  must  be  the  lot 
Of  such  a  vagabond  and  sot. 
But  tell  me,  fellow,  what 's  your  name  ?"^ 
"  Pirpn."— "  The  dramatist  ?"— "  The  same." 
*'  Ah,  well,  well,  well.  Monsieur  Piron, 
Pray  take  your  hat  and  quit  the  court. 
For  wags  like  you  must  have  their  sport, 
But,  recollect  when  you  are  gone. 
You  Ml  owe  me  one,  and  thus  I  show  it : 
I  have  a  brother  who  ^s  a  poet. 

And  lives  as  you  do  by  his  wits." — 
Quoth  Piron,  ^^  that  can  never  pass, 
For  1  *ve  a  brother  who  ^s  an  ass. 
So  we  are  quits." 


The  Farmer  and  the  ComueUor. 


A  Counsel  in  the  Common  Pleas, 
Who  was  esteemM  a  mighty  wit, 
Upon  the  strength  of  a  chance  hit 

Amid  a  thousand  flippancies, 
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And  his  occaaional  bad  jokea 

In  bullying,  bantering,  browbeating, 

Ridieoling  and  maltreating 
Women  or  other  timid  folki, 
In  a  late  cause  resolved  to  hoax 
A  clownish  Yorkshire  fanner — one 

Who  by  his  uncouth  look  and  gait, 

AppearM  expressly  meant  by  Ihnte, 
For  being  quizzM  and  played  upon. 

So  having  tippM  the  wink  to  those 

In  the  back  rows, 
Who  kept  their  laughter  bottled  down 

Until  our  wag  should  draw  the  cork. 
He  smiled  jocosely  on  the  clown, 

And  went  to  work. 

'*  Well,  Farmer  Numscull,  how  go  calves  at  York  ?^* 

'*  Why— not,  Sir,  as  they  do  wi'  you, 

But  on  four  legs  instead  of  two.^* 
"  Officer  *y  cried  the  legal  elf, 
Piqued  at  the  laugh  against  himself, 
*'  Do  pray  keep  silence  down  below  there. 
Now  look  at  me,  clown,  and  attend, 
Have  I  not  seen  you  somewhere,  friend  ?"— 
**  Yees — ^very  like — I  often  go  there." 

**  Our  rustic^s  waggish — quite  laconic," 
The  counsel  cried  with  grin  sardonic  ;^ 
^'  I  wish  I M  known  this  prodigy. 
This  genius  of  the  clods,  when  I 

On  circuit  was  at  York  residing. — 
Now,  Farmer,  do  for  once  speak  true. 
Mind,  you  're  on  oath,  so  tell  me,  you 
Who  doubtless  think  yourself  so  clever. 
Are  there  as  many  fools  as  ever      ; 

In  the  West  Riding?" 

"  Why  no,  Sir,  no ;  we  Ve  got  our  share. 

But  not  so  many  as  when  you  were  there."  H. 
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O  VOTAOXR  of  life — ^the  stormy  wave 
Hath  o'er  thee  passM  with  wild  and  furious  sway, 
Threatening  to  'whelm  thy  frail  bark  on  its  way 

In  the  dark  horrors  of  the  watery  grave. 

Yet  steadfast  at  the  helm  the  tempest  brave 
Till  from  the  East  thou  hail'st  the  dawning  ray. 
And  the  rich  promise  of  a  calmer  day : 

For  He  who  rules  the  storm  hath  power  to  save, 
.    His  voice  shall  soothe  the  billows  of  the  deep. 

And  bid  the  fair  winds  soft  and  prosperous  blow, 

And  ocdan  heave  his  raging  tide  no  more ; 

Whilst  blissful  gales  o'er  the  still  waters  sweep. 

And  the  bright  skies  upon  thy  bark  bestow 
The  haven  of  her  rest^-the  long-sought  heavenly  shore.  R 
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On  the  Charaeierisiici  of  NaturaX  HeaUh. 

It  is^but  too  trae  that  yery  few  persons  set  a  value  upon  health,  if 
they  are  to  be  at  any  pains  to  obtain  it ;  and  that  they  esteem  it  a  bless- 
ing only  when  they  can  have  it  for  nothing.  Nature  has  done  all  that 
lies  in  her  power  to  facilitate  our  acquisition  of  this  benefit  Animab, 
whom  she  has  confined  within  a  much  narrower  range  than  man,  are 
subject  to  few  diseases,  and  mostly  attain  the  natural  limits  of  their 
career  without  suffejring  much  by  the  way.  To  man,  on  the  other 
hand,  she  has  given  greater  liberty,  and  he  avails  himself  of  it  without 
knowing  where  to  stop.  The  heart  demands  new  pleasures,  and  tbe 
understanding  invents  them ;  deluded  reason  approves,  and  the  will 
hurries  him  to  their  enjoyment,  without  his  being  aware  of  the  miseiy 
into  which  they  will  lead  him.  As  he  was  destined  to  be  a  free  and 
rational  creature.  Providence  had  no  other  method  of  keeping  liim  in 
the  paths  of  nature,  which  conduct  through  health  to  long  life,  than  to 
confer  upon  him  the  discrimination  necessary  to  enable  him  to  recog- 
nize and  avoid  dangerous  by-ways,  and  by  reason  to  restrain  the  un- 
ruly passions,  which  are  incessantly  urging  him  into  excesses.  This 
discrimination  we  actually  possess.  Physicians  preach  up  to  us  maxims 
of  health  which  are  consistent  with  reason,  and  which  reason,  gladly 
as  she  would  do  it,  cannot  annul :  for  she  is  in  league  with  the  passions 
which  she  ought  to  controul,  or  at  least  treats  them  with  as  much  in- 
dulgence as  a  mother  does  her  spoiled  child.  This  treason  is  oar  mis- 
fortune. Though  Naturp,  solicitous  for  the  welfare  of  man,  gives  to 
reason  tbe  most  express  commands  against  inordinate  gratification,  she 
performs  her  office  too  much  like  the  custom-house  officer  who  takes  a 
bribe.  When  the  passions  knock  for  admittance,  she  indeed  inquires, 
*^Are  ye  pernicious  f  but  they  need  only  answer — ^  No,^^  and  then 
present  an  intoxicating  potion ;  her  vigilance  is  lulled,  and  the  illicit 
traffic  encouraged.  But  for  this  wilful  negligence  men  would  be  much 
more  healthy  than  they  are  at  present ;  it  is  in  vain,  however,  to  pity 
or  to  censure  this  misconduct,  for,  while  there  are  human  beings 
upon  earth,  we  must  not  expect  the  case  to  be  otherwise.  Each  avoids 
only  what  he  fears ;  and  he  fears  only  such  things  as  are  disagreeable 
to  his  feelings,  but  disregards  his  own  false  heart,  the  blandhihments 
of  his  passions,  and  the  treachery  of  his  reason. 

Besides  this  voluntary  neglect  of  health  by  mankind,  there  is  a  natu- 
ral obstacle  to  its  enjoyment  of  the  blessings  of  which  I  am  treating, 
when  its  members  are  not  so  fortunate  as  to  be  bom  with  a  frame  pos- 
sessing the  essential  characteristics  of  health.  It  is  this  good-fortune 
more  especially  that  I  wish  my  fellow-creatures  to  possess.  The  health 
for  which  we  are  solely  indebted  to  the  performance  of  the  duties  pre- 
scribed by  nature,  is  ai)les8ing  that  we  may  enjoy  if  we  please.  We 
have  only  to  study  those  duties  with  attention,  and  we  shall  then  know 
the  way  to  attain  voluntary  health, 

A  poet,  whose  name  I  have  forgotten,  has  some  lines  to  this  effect : 

*  Ever  anzioQB  to  combine  the  useful  with  the  amasing,  it  gives  us  mndi  plea- 
sure to  be  able  to  announce  a  regular  series  of  papers  under  this  title,  from  the 
pen  of  an  eminent  Physician. 
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When  Ood  created  man,  that  he  might  not  set  limits  to  Us  happiness, 
he  conferred  on  him  the  faculty  of  thought,  and  said,  ^^  Be  thou  the 
architect  of  thine  own  felicity.^'  Such  is  the  answer  I  might  justly  ez* 
pect,  were  I  to  importune  Heaven  to  hestow  on  all  my  fellow-creatures 
a  blessing,  which  seems  to  be  so  little  prized,  that  we  cheerfully  sacri- 
fice it  to  a  momentary  gratification.  The  diseases  resulting  from  our 
deviations  from  the  path  of  doty  must  not  be  laid  to  the  charge  of 
Heaven ;  and  in  regard  to  them,  I  would  give  the  same  advice  to  my 
readers  as  Bias,  the  Greek  philosopher,  did  to  the  graceless  sailors, 
who,  in  a  tremendous  tempest,  implored  the  gods  to  save  them  from 
shipwreck:  ^^  DonH  pray  so  loud,"  said  he,  ^^  that  the  gods  may  not 
notice  that  you  are  here."  Our  voluntary  misery  is  a  natural  conse- 
qaeoce  of  our  vices,  for  which  we  have  a  farther  chastisement  to  expect 
from  the  justice  of  Heaven,  which,  in  making  man  a  free  agent,  by 
DO  means  authorized  him  to  ruin  his  health  by  the  indulgence  of  hhi 
passions. 

Natural  keakh  depends  on  the  concurrence  of  so  many  things  which 
are  not  under  our  own  controul,  and  to  which  our  virtues  and  vices 
contribute  so  little,  that  it  may  in  some  measure  be  considered  as  an 
accidental  benefit,  imparted  by  Heaven  to  those  who  are  destined  to 
long  life  and  exemption  from  pain.  Since  I  cannot,  as  a  physician,  be 
Immediately  instrumental  to  the  attainment  of  this  important  advantage 
by  my  readers,  I  will,  however,  wish  it  them  as  a  friend ;  and  thai 
they  may  be  aware  what  this  wish  actually  comprehends,  I  will  devote 
the  present  paper  to  a  delineation  of  the  Character  of  Ji'atural  Health* 
It  is  the  standard  by  which  each  may  measure  himself,  when  he  de* 
sires  to  know  what  he  may  reasonably  hope  for  in  regard  to  the  dura- 
tion of  liis  health  and  life.  It  is  also  the  criterion  of  disease,  and  the 
line  by  which  we  must  be  guided,  when  we  strive  to  amend  the  defects 
of  natural,  by  the  art  of  voluntary  health. 

The  first  requisite  for  a  sound  constitution  is  the  good  fortune  to  be 
bom  of  healthy,  vigorous,  and  virtuous  parents,  in  the  prime  of  life, 
and  whose  intercourse  is  the  result  of  ardent  attachment.  It  is  unde- 
niable that  children  may  inherit  the  diseases  of  tjieir  parents.  'The 
resemblance  of  children  to  their  parents  in  stature  and  features  is  an 
irrefragable  proof  of  a  certain  conformity  of  structure ;  and  as  this  is 
manifestly  transmitted  in  the  external  parts,  it  would  be  extremely  ab- 
surd to  suppose  that  the  structure  of  the  interior  of  the  body  had  no 
share  in  this  conformity.  I  have  known  numerous  instances  in  my 
own  practice,  of  consumptive  parents  having  only  such  children  as 
were  either  consumptive  from' their  infancy,  or  became  so  in  middle 
age  from  such  trifling  causes  as  could  not  possibly  otherwise  have  pro-  > 
duced  it,  had  there  not  been  in  the  constitution  a  predisposition  to 
this  species  of  disease.  The  same  is  frequently  the  case  with  the  issue 
of  persons  afflicted  with  stone,  palsy,  inflammation  of  the  eyes,  tooth- 
ache, and  other  complaints,  if  then  the  defects  of  structure  can  be 
transmitted  by  parents  to  their  oflsprinff,  how  much  more  likely  are  the 
latter  to  be  aflected  by  vices  of  the  fluids,  from  which  the  embiyo  is 
nourished  ?  The  constitutions  of  such  are  ruined  in  the  outset ;  ibr 
they  can  have  no  hopes  of  health  and  long  life.  It  may,  perhaps,  ad- 
mit of  argument,  whether  they  are  not  in  the  right  who  think  that  un- 
healthy persons  ought  to  be  prohibited  from  marrying.    So  much,  at 
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however,  does  not  apply  in  all  cases  to  sleep,  because  the  moat  healthy 
often  rattle  and  snore  londly  in  their  soundest  slumbers.  Tlie  pulse 
must  be  slow,  full,  strong,  uniform,  and  invariable,  even  though  the 
body  be  subjected  to  those  changes,  which,  in  weaker  persons,  produce 
great  alterations  of  the  pulses.  Hence  the  purchasers  of  slaves  were 
accustomed  to  count  the  number  of  their  inspirations  and  pubations  in 
a  minute  ;  ai\er  which  they  made  them  run,  and  then  took  notice  whe- 
ther the  rapidity  of  those  functions  was  much  accelerated.  He  who  can 
Mand  this  test  may  congratulate  himself  on  the  strength  of  hia  constitu- 
tion and  health ;  for  among  the  infirm  and  sickly  there  are  many  who 
cannot  turn  in  bed  without  producing  an  alteration  of  pulsation.  It  is 
an  indication  that  the  digestive  powers  are  strong,  when  the  natural 
evacuations  do  not  take  place  too  often,  and  the  body  is  not  too  much 
relaxed  :  for  this  proves  that  the  food  is  duly  elaborated.  On  the  con- 
trary, the  more  weakly  a  person  is,  the  more  frequent  are  those  evacu- 
ations, the  fuller  and  the  more  uneasy  his  stomach  feels  after  meals, 
and  the  more  difficult  is  his  digestion.  It  is  not  uncommon  to  hear 
hearty  old  people  make  the  oi^ervation,  that  they  never  could  tell 
where  their  stomach  lay ;  and  this  is  a  sign  of  excellent  health.  The 
•leep  of  the  healthy  is  sound  as  death,  but  refreshing  and  invigorating. 
Such  a  one  performs  the  severest  labour  without  fatigue ;  all  the  ener- 
gies of  nature  are  poured  into  his  muscles ;  but  his  head,  on  the  other 
hand,  too  commonly  remains  empty.  Strong  healthy  people  are  rarely 
found  among  those  gifted  with  great  talents,  and  those  who  have  at- 
tained extraordinary  longevity  have  seldom  puzzled  their  brains  with 
abstruse  subjects. 

Such  is  the  standard  by  which  the  reader  may  judge  whether  he 
possesses  a  great  degree  of  natural* health.  On  this  point  our  own 
sensations  are  the  best  instructors.^  We  are  in  good  health  when  we 
feel  well  after  an  abundant  meal;  Tf  we  can  breathe  with  freedom  five 
or  six  hours  after  the  repast,  when  the  chyle  mingles  with  the  blood ; 
if  we  do  not  perceive  that  one  part  of  the  body  is  heavier  or  less  alert 
than  another :  for  these  are  symptoms  of  an  unobstructed  circulation 
in  the  whole.  It  is  well  when  all  the  solid  parts  are  firm,  elastic,  well- 
formed,  and  duly  proportioned,  and  when  all  the  corporeal  foBctions 
are  readily  and  easily  performed.  It  is  well  when  all  the  juices  are 
properly  mixed,  duly  secreted,  and  carried  into  the  circulation  for  the 
nourishment  of  the  body,  and  when  the  surplus  passes  off  at  the  right 
time.  It  is  well  when  no  part  has  any  peculiar  feeling  of  pain,  heat, 
or  cold ;  in  short,  when  violent  exercise  may  be  taken  without  our  ex- 
periencing inconvenience.  It  is  well  when  we  do  not  find  the  lessons 
of  prudence  burdensome ;  and  still  better  when  we  have  no  violent 
passions  or  propensities  to  contend  with.  As  moths  consume  a  gar- 
ment, so  do  strong  passions  consume  the  body,  and  ui^e  the  blood  and 
heart  to  an  unnatural  celerity  of  motion. 

The  blessing  here  described  is  a  gift  of  Nature ;  but  still  so  much  is 
certain,  tha^^w-parents  on  the  one  hand,  and  those  who  are  intrusted 
with  our  education  Iti  early  youth  on  the  other,  have  it  in  their  power 
to  contribute  materially  to  procure  us  health  and  bodily  vigour.  Thire 
are  persons  who,  merely  by  constant  exercise,  have  acquired  almost 
auperhuman  power ;  but  the  groundwork  of  them  must  have  been  laid 
by  Nature.  % 
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J^  The  acton  are  come  hither,  my  Lord* 

Ham.  Buz!  Box! 

Pol.  Upon  my  honour.  Hamlst. 

It  was  a  comfoctable  and  refreshing  thing  to  a  lover  of  the  drama, 
to  hear  it  whispered  that  the  English  players  had  arrived  in  Paris. 
After  the  purgatory  of  the  Fran9ais  and  the  Odeon — ^afler  seasons  of 
mmatiiral  recitation  and  passion-tattering  hombast,  artificial,  action,  and 
ear-splitting  rhodomontade,  which  Talma  and  Duchesnois  alone  can 
make  endurable'-*-after  seeing  Shakspeare  masquerading  in  the  paro- 
dies of  DucIb,  and  Otwaj  piUoried  and  pilfered  in  the  clumsy  imita- 
tion of  La  Fosse  d^Aubigny — ^it  was  like  a  gushing  spring  in  the  desert 
to  mark  the  announcement  of  Othello  in  Ms  own  original  form,  to  be 
represented  at  the  Porte  St.  Martin  by  real  flesb-and-blood  English- 
men and  Englishwomen.  I  fastened  mj  eyes  upon  the  play-bill,  and 
itack  myself  almost  as  close  to  it  as  it  was  to  the  wall,  while  I  read  it 
over  and  over  again. 

High  as  I  had  felt  my  confidence,  which  a  moment  before  was 
plumed  by  the  very  wings  of  Shakspeare^s  fame,  and  seemed  soaring 
far  abore  each  poor  impediment,  a  cold  shivering  seized  upon  me  at 
the  sight  of  the  names  in  the  bill.  '^  Othello  by  Mr.  Barton ! — ^who  the 
deuce  is  Mr.  Barton  V^  cried  I,  suddenly  slapping  my  forehead,  as  if  to 
rouse  my  reminiscences.  "  Monsieur^  me  parU-t-U  .^'  asked  a  "  peri- 
wig-pated  fellow^'  beside  me,  who  was  gaping  at  the  play-bill,  and  who 
thought  I  had  addressed  him.  ^^  It  canH  be  Bernard  Barton,  the  qua- 
ker  poet  I'*'*  continued  I,  unmindful  of  my  neighbour,  and  seizing  my 
chin  as  if  memory  had  changed  its  throne  and  lodged  itself  in  that 
^  beaked  promontory."  "  Po'ite  /"  echoed  the  man  ;  "  Sacre  bleu  ! 
Je  crois  bien  que  vout  en  ties  un,"  '^  No,  no  ;  impossible  !  exclaimed  I, 
following  the  chain  of  my  abstraction.  ^^  Si^  ti!  fen  suis  «t2r,"  cried 
my  tormentor  ;  ^^  aiu  moina^  si  vous  n^^ietpoB  Poetejvous  ites  Fou.  CPest 
la  meme  chose^  n^est  ce  pas  /"'  ^^  Fou  /"  called  I  indignantly,  and  I  was 
very  near  changing  the  word  to  a  dissyllable,  when,  looking  round  me, 
I  savr  a  malicious  grin  on  thq  faces  by  which  I  was  environed.  There 
seemed  a  disposition  to  insult,  and  two  or  three  ^  Goddems^  were 
muttered  close  to  me.  I  pretended  unconcern,  but  was  not  unmoved 
hy  these  symptoms  ;  for,  auer  a  moment's  pause,  and  a  parting  glance 
at  the  play-bill,  I  walked  out  of  the  group,  and  turned  down  a  bye 
street  from  the  Boulevard.  As  I  got  round  the  comer  I  heard  Po'ete^ 
Anglais^  and  Goddem^  murmured,  half  at  me  and  half  to  each  other,  by 
the  knot  I  left,  and  I  was  not  sorry  to  efiect  my  retreat  so  quietly. 

This  little  interruption  to  the  flow  of  my  feelings  was  soon  forgotten. 
It  was  five  o'clock,  and  the  savoury  smell  from  a  Restaurat  reminded 
me  of  a  duty  to  perform.  I  accordingly  walked  in,  and  placing  my- 
self at  a  table,  I  consulted  the  carte.  I  was  all  English  at  tlds  moment. 
I  never  felt  so  national.  The  spirit  of  Shakspeare  seemed  thrilling 
through  my  veins,  and  I  proudly  anticipated  his  approaching  triumph. 
^  Quelle  soupe  Monsieur  .^"  asked  the  waiter.  "  Point  de  soupe^  ni  des 
grenouHles^^  replied  I  surlily — John  Bullishly :  "  donnez  moi  un  Hfieck 
ottx  pommes  de  terre.^^  I  was  resolved  to  have  as  good  an  imitation  of  an 
English  dinner  as  the  place  afibrded.    The  beef-steak,  such  as  it  was. 
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being  despatched,  I  next  called  for  ^  Rabif;^^  and  the  slender  portion 
which  they  gave  me  of  that  being  quickly  disposed  of,  I  ran  my  eye 
over  the  carle  for  some  other  English  dish.  Bat  I  saw  nothing  eke, 
except  ragouts  and  fricassees,  and  souffles  and  omelettes,  and  tlie 
like  ;  and  I  therefore  wound  up  my  repast  with  a  bottle  of  porter  dc 
Lnndres^  and  a  slice  of  frontage  dc  Chichetter  (the  French  for  Cheshire 
cheese,)  and  I  felt  myself  filringly  prepared  for  a  front  row  in  the  pit, 
to  witness  the  representation  of  Shiskspeare^s  master-piece. 

Away  I  went,  then,  towards  the  Porte  St.  Martin,  and  whenever  I 
reflected  on' the  appalling  names  of  Messrs:  Barton,  Fenton,  and  the 
rest,  I  consoled  myself  with  the  recollection,  that  when  I  first  saw 
Kean  he  was  playing  in  a  country-town  at  a  giiinea  a  week,  not  a  hit 
more  considered  than  the  rest  of  liis  company — 

'*  PeelM,  patched,  and  pie-bald,  linsey-woolsey  brothers, 
Grave  mummers,  sleereless  some  and  shirtiest  othen.^' 

Who  knows,  thought  I,  but  these  unheard-of  heroes  may  be  yet  des- 
tined to  fill  the  broad  end  of  Fame^s  trump  ;  to  revive  the  glories  of 
Garrlck,  and  throw  Kemble  and  Young  in  the  shade  ?  I  encouraged 
the  feeling  :  I  remembered  that 
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Is  framed  of  many  nameless  stars,^*- 
and  I  hoped  that  I  was  going  to  gaze  on  a  theatrical  constellation, 
which  had  only  hitherto  escaped  the  observation  of  the  astronomers. 
As  I  advanced  along  the  Boulevard  towards  the  Porte  St  Martin,  the 
number  of  persons  coming  in  the  opposite  direction  surprised  me  not  a 
little  ;  for  I  did  not  calculate  on  any  great  attention  being  excited  to- 
wards the  English  play.  Approaching  the  theatre,  the  crowd  was  im- 
mense. A  double  Une  of  carriages  stretched  far  down  the  Boulevard  ; 
hundreds  of  pedestrians  blocked  up  every  avenue  ;  and  a  strong  force  of 
gendarmerie^  horse  and  foot,  occupied  the  position.  Not  being  a  resident 
of  Paris,  and  only  having  come  to  town  that  evening,  I  could  not  divine 
the  meaning  of  all  this  ^^  dreadful  note  of  preparation  ;^^  so  I  set  my- 
self to  inquire  from  some  of  the  by-standers  what  it  was  all  about.  I 
soon  learned  that  for  two  or  three  preceding  days  a  notion  had  mn 
that  the  national  pride  was  concerned,  and  the  national  glory  compro- 
mised by  the  appearance  of  the  English  players.  It  was  thought  that 
they  were  particularly  patronized  by  the  Court;  and  that  was  of  itself 
enough  to  make  them  unpopular.  An  infamous  report  had  been 
spread  that  the  French  actors  in  London  had  been  treated  with  indig- 
nity, and  even  with  violence.  A  certain  set  of  writers  had  festered 
this  calumny  in  the  journals  ;  and  a  desperate  cabal  had  been  formed 
among  the  students  of  law,  physic,  etcetera^  (which  comprehensiTe 
word,  be  it  known,  is  not  here  meant  to  include  divinity  nor  the  other 
arts,)  to  oppose,  put  down,  and  annihilate  this  attempted  perform- 
ance of  English  plays,  designated  by  one  of  the  Journals  a  ^^mal- 
heureuse  innovation.^'  Dark  threats  of  vengeance  against  the  English 
generally  were  muttered  all  through  Paris.  Precautions  were  con- 
sequently taken.  The  armed  force  at  the  Theatre  was  trebled  ;  the 
Commissary  of  Police  in  that  quarter  was  replaced  by  a  magistrate  of 
well-known  vigour ;  and  measures  were  resolved  on  for  staring  the 
danger  in  the  face. ' 
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My  anxiety  to  get  io  was  redoubled  at  this  informatioD.  I  had 
known  the  French  well,  as  I  thoaght,  for  several  years,  and  I  offered 
to  stake  my  head  that  nothing  angenerous,  inhospitable,  or  unmanly, 
would  be  seen  that  night  in  the  theatre.  Luckily  for  me,  none  of  the 
by-standers  took  me  at  my  word,  or  I  might  hare  been  at  this  mo- 
ment 

^  A  headlesi  carcaae  and  a  nameleM  thing  ;^^ 

my  spirit  wandering  in  the  Shades,  like  the  fellow  encountered  there 
by  Dante  with  his  tHe  under  his  arm,  lighting  him  along  in  place  of  a 
lantern.  But  I  must  not  anticit>ate.  To  gain  entrance  was  impossible : 
hundreds  were  turned  away,  afler  manifold  efforts  of  persuasion  and 
force ;  carriages,  filled  with  fashionably  dressed  females,  retrograded 
from  their  stations ;  powdered  old  beaur  and  perfumed  young  dandies, 
whiskered  Liberals  and  curled  Aristocrats — all  were  driven  back  unsa* 
tisfied.     The  house  was  chock  full. 

A  thought  struck  me.  I  espied  a  mud-bespattered  tatterdemalion, 
whose  vocation  I  instantly  discovered  in  his  phiz,  for  there  was  a  deep- 
knit  frown  upon  his  brow  and  a  comic  twist  about  his  mouth,  that 
spoke  the  varying  shades  from  tragedy  to  comedy  so  natural  in  a 
Bcene-shiAer's  boy.  ^^  Him  I  approached,'^  as  Milton  says ;  and  I  very 
soon  made  him  understand  my  desire  of  being  guided  to  the  private 
door  which  served  as  the  actors'  entrance.  Straightway  darting  through 
the  crowd,  he  led  me  by  9  narrow  entrance,  and  sundry  devious  pas- 
sives, down  steps  of  stairs,  up  others,  through  subterranean  twinings, 
where  hung  an.occasional  solitary  lamp,  which,  were  not  the  quotation 
rather  hackneyed,  I  should  say,  but  served  to  ^^  make  darkness  visible.'^ 
At  last  we  emerged  into  a  narrow  street  at  the  back  of  the  theatre,  and 
my  conductor  brought  me  full  plump  against  the  door  in  whose  hos^ 
pitable  reception  all  my  hopes  of  admission  were  centered.  A  very 
surly  Cerbera  (if  I  may  be  allowed  the  term)  received  me  :  she  had 
been  worried  to  distraction  by  scores  of  applications  such  as  she  anti- 
cipated from  me,  and  ^'  Monsieur  c^est  impossibU^^  was  her  growling 
commencement  of  the  negotiation  which  I  should  have  begun.  Being 
a  man  of  few  words,  I  simply  held  up  a  ^Ye.  franc  piece.  Her  honour 
was  touched ;  she  looked  daggers  at  me,  and  was  on  the  point  of 
slamming  the  door  in  my  face,  when  I  begged  of  her  to  procure  me 
admission  to  the  English  manager.  ^^  Quoi  ?  a  Monsieur  PenUy  ? — Sor^ 
ere  !  Pesie !  Quelle  idSe — ei  lui  sur  la  scene  ?  Voir  Monsieur  Penley 
Diable  !  !  /''  ^  Mr.  Penley  !''  echoed  I ;  ^^  is  that  the  manager's  name  ? 
And  his  daughters — are  they  here  ?"  ^^  lAsez  Vafficke^'*  grumbled  she. 
I  turned  round  and  saw  a  play-bill,  which  I  began  incontinent  to  pe- 
ruse ;  and  there,  to  my  great  delight,  I  read  (skipping  hastily  over  the 
firm  of  Barton,  Fenton,  and  Co.^ 

Desdemona,  by  Miss  Rosina  Penley. 
Emilia,         by  Miss  Penley. 

Tills  is  good  luck,  indeed,  thought  I ;  and  indeed  it  was  so.  I  took 
out  a  card,  and  looking  round  me  for  a  trusty  messenger,  a  little  fellow 
with  knowing  glance,  frizzled  pate,  a  comb  behind  his  ear,  and  a  wig 
under  his  arm,  caught  my  attention.  I  had  experience  enough  of  stage 
trick  to  know  the  imporiance  of  the  hair-dresser,  and  to  divine  that 
this  was  the  powdered  personage  who  filled  that  station  at  the  Theatre 
de  la  Forte  St.  Martin.    ^^  Oest  6(m,"  thought  I,  and  it  was  good.    He 


took  my  card  and  mjr  meaiage ;  sfnrang  from  nie,  darted  ap  the  narrow, 
qpiral,  precipitous  ascent  yclept  the  actor^s  stairSy  and  was  oat  of  sight 
in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye.  It  would  be  vain  to  tell  the  rush  of  recol- 
lection which  I  experienced  wliile  he  was  away : — the  number  of  ad- 
yenturen  that  I  ran  oyer  in  my  memory,  in  about  six  minutes,  of  ail 
that  had  occurred  in  a  space  of  as  many  years : — the  numerous  friends 
I  brought  to  mind:  their . scattered  destinies  and  varioos  fortunes. 
What  a  rapid  casting  up  of  my  long  account  with  Time ! 

I  was  roused  from  my  reverie  by  the  rustling  of  silk.  A  light  step 
came  rapidly  patting  down  the  stairs.  The  little  door  at  the  bottom 
flew  open ;  and  Desdemona  and  Emilia  both  appeared,  to  answer  the 
summons  of  their  old  acquaintance,  and  bear  him  alofl  between  them, 
maugre  the  growling,  grumbling,  and  grinning  of  the  she-fury  at  the 
door.  I  was  soon  on  (he  boards^  in  the  midst  of  a  crowd  of  persons 
belonging  to  the  theatre,  mixed  with  a  plentiful  sprinkling  of  gau- 
d*artnei^  and  a  few  strangers  like  myself.  The  noise  in  front  was  pro- 
digious. I  peeped  through  a  hole  in  the  curtain  and  saw  by  far  the 
most  crowded  house  I  had  ever  beheld.  The  cries  of  disapprobation 
and  the  gestures  of  the  shouters  seemed  all  directed  against  one  of  the 
side-boxes ;  and  the  name  of  Martainville  was  vociferated,  with  a  run- 
ning accompaniment  of  abuse  and  execration  that  beggars  description. 
This  individual  so  obnoxious  to  public  disapproval  is,  I  was  told,  the 
editor  of  a  journal  which  advocated  strongly  the  cause  of  the  English 
players,  and  was,  on  that  account,  mixed  with  political  motives,  in  any 
thing  but  odour  with  the  audience.  ^^  This  augurs  ill,^^  thought  I,  "•  for 
Shakspeare  and  Othello.  But  never  mind.  I  stake  my  head,  1  do,  on 
French  urbanity!" 

Three  tremendous  thumps,  inflicted  on  the  stage  by  a  man  with  a 
weapon  resembling  a  paver's  mallet,  was  the  signal  for  the  raising  of 
the  curtain.  Every  one  around  me  fled  from  the  stage,  and  I,  carried 
with  the  current,  was  deposited  snugly  in  a  most  comfortable  comer  in 
ihe  side  scenes,  close  to  the  stage.  As  the  play  began^  my  heart 
throbbed  high.  The  credit  of  England  and  of  Shakspeare  seemed  at 
stake.  But  how  much  more  the  character  of  France !  On  this  night's 
conduct  hung  all  the  national  claim  to  pre-eminence  in  civilization,  in 
courtesy,  and  candour.  The  audience  soon  severed  the  slender  thread 
by  which  these  pretensions  were  suspended.  The  moment  the  play 
began,  the  uproar  of  the  spectators  commenced.  Interruption,  in- 
sult, and  outrage  were  volleyed  forth.  Not  a  word  could  be  distin- 
guished on  the  stage ;  and  in  the  body  of  the  house  it  was  ^  confusion 
worse  confounded.''  Desdemona  at  length  appeared.  '*Now,  now," 
cried  I,  ^^  the  interruption  is  at  an  end.  Now  for  French  gallantry ; 
now  for  the  victory  of  real  politeness  over  momentary  excitement  and 
national  prejudice !"  And  there  was  an  instant's  calm ;  but  not  the 
calm  of  gentle  blood  or  honest  shame.  The  fact  was,  that  the  appear- 
ance of  Rosina  Penley,  so  interesting,  so  lady-looking,  so  composed, 
and  yet  so  resolute  withal,  struck  the  observers  with  astonishment,  and 
produced  a  brief  propriety.  ^^  The  rabblement  hooted,  clapped  their 
chopt  hands,  and  uttered  a  deal  of  stinking  breath ;" — but  Coriolanus 
himself  never  gave  a  look  of  more  quiet  unconcern  upon  his  ruffian 
constituents  than  did  the  heroine  of  to-night  upon  hen.  They  heark- 
ened ;  but  it  was  only  a  momentary  gleam  of  decency.    The  sweet 
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tones  of  the  zettemPti  voice  were  soon  dirowiied  in  the  torrent  of  bmtml 
interraption ;  and  daring  tlie  first  act  every  species  of  base  and  black- 
guard indignity  was  heaped  upon  the  performers, — male  and  female  ' 
alike.  The  second  act  was  a  renewal  of  the  pantomime,  for  not  a  word 
could  be  distinguished.  The  drinking«6cene,  when  the  wine  is  pro- 
duced and  Cassio  fuddled,  was  received  with  shouts  of  laughter.  A 
drunken  man  in  a  tragedy  !  Shades  of  Racine  and  Comeille!  I  con- 
fess I  made  allowance  for  the  violence  which  this  exhibition  must  have 
produced  on  the  feelings  of  a  French  audience,  ignorant  of  the  Ian- 
guage  and  foreign  to  the  manners  in  which  it  originated  and  is  ex- 
plained. But  in  the  midst  of  all  the  uproarious  turbulence  which  this 
drunken  bout  produced,  when  Othello^ntered,  and  the  shocked  Cassio 
shrunk  from  Ids  rebuke,  the  effect  of  this  splendid  contrast,  even  in 
dumb  show,  was  irresistahle.  The  house  seemed  electrified ;  and  the 
triumph  of  Nature  and  of  Shakspeare  would  have  been  complete,  had 
Kean  been  on  the  stage  to  finish  the  formation  of  the  tritimvirate.  But 
Othello  soon  brought  the  audience  to  themselves.  Unluckily  ^he 
wants  the  natural  touch ;  and  elate  at  what  he  thought  hit  victory,  h^ 
out  roared 

^  The  roar 

Of  loud  Euroclydon.'^ 

His  ranting  set  all  the  catcalls  and  whistles,  and  groans  and  hisses, 
into  renewed  activity,  and  it  was  in  vain  to  think  of  reducing  the  rioters 
to  the  peace-establishment.    They  hooted. 

^  Therewith  he  'gan  full  terribly  once  more, 
And  chafed  at  that  indignity  right  sore.*^ 

They  laughed :  and  here  Milton  furnishes  a  quotation  as  well  as 
Spenser — 

^^  At  this  he  inly  raged,  and  as  they  laughM  (talkM) 
Smote  him  into  the  midriff.V 

Seeing  the  course  that  matters  were  likely  to  take,  I  turned  my  at- 
tention towards  the  players,  being  a  little  anxious  that  they  should  ke^ 
a  good  countenance.  They  presented  the  appearance  of  a  somewhat 
different  group,  described  by  Stillingfieet,  ^^  some  with  piteous  moans, 
others  grinning  and  only  showing  their  teeth,  others  ranting  and  hec^ 
toring,  others  scolding  and  reviling;''  and  some  were  brooking  it  with 
great  complacency,  in  consideration  of  the  overflowing  house,  that 
^  salve  for  any  sore  that  may  betide.''  1  recommended  them  to  follow 
the  example  of  Antonio,  in  the  Merchant  of  Venice,  ^^  patiently  to 
bear  their  wrath."  They  liked  the  quotation,  and  the  play  went  on. 
But  the  opening  of  the  third  act  gave  birth  to  a  new  scene.  The 
usual  obstructions  were  repeated,  when  some  half-dozen  English  in  the 
pit,  aided  by  a  few  French,  who  were  ashamed  of  themselves  for  their 
countrymen's  sakes,  manifested  some  slight  opposition.  O  for  the 
pencil  of  Hogarth,  or  the  pen  of  Grimm,  (or  even  of  Grimm's  Ghost,) 
to  sketch  the  display  of  national  character  which  followed !  In  an  in- 
stant the  ruffian  rioters  took  to  flight.  Hundreds  poured  over  the 
orchestra  like  a  torrent.  This  spot,  which  should  have  been  sacred  to 
harmony,  and  a  sanctuary  against  outrage,  for  it  was  filled  with  well- 
dressed  females,  was  violated  in  the  most  outrageous  manner.  The 
ladies  were  trampled  to  the  ground  as  the  fugitives  scrambled  up 
to  the  stage.    The  screams  of  women,  the  crash  of  benches,  music- 
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stands,  and  foot-lights,  which  last  were  crumbled  to  powder,  was  ap- 

dling.  But  if  so,  the  appearance  of  the  paltry,  pitiful  runaways  wai 
icrous  in  the  extreme,  and  to  me  how  gratifying !  I  stood  in  the 
middle  of  the  stage,  with  ^^  the  gentle  Desdemona'^  leaning  on  my  arm. 
I  begged  of  her  to  stand  her  ground  for  the  credit  of  our  countiy, 
and  to  shew  a  lesson  to  the  cowardly  rout  around  us ;  and  she  did  so 
with  admirable  composure.  As  the  recreant  groups  rushed  round  us, 
hid  themselves  in  the  side-scenes,  or  fled  in  every  direction — 1  remem- 
bered a  description  from  one  of  Ben  Jonson^s  plays ;  how  applicable ! 

^'  1  do  not  s^e  a  face 

Worthy  a  man,  that  dares  look  up  and  stand 

One  thunder  out ;  but  downward  all  like  beasts 

Running  away  at  every  flash/* 
What  then,  cried  l,is  this  my  knowledge  of  national  character? 
"  Are  these  the  youths  that  thunder  at  a  playhouse 

And  fight  for  bitten  apples  V^ 
How  would  an  English  pit  have  stood  a  row  like  this !  How  would 
every  heart  have  beat,  every  hsind  been  clenched^  and  every  foot  firm- 
rooted  for  the  fight !  But  1  need  not  press  the  contrast,  nor  the  moral 
of  this  disgraceful  and  disgusting  scene.  The  gensdartnes  poured  in 
upon  the  stage  in  force,  the  curtain  was  dropped,  and  all  government 
and  order  was  abandoned.  The  French  manager,  however,  made  his 
appearance,  and  ¥6quested  Othello  to  cut  short  the  play,  and  recom- 
mence with  the  fifth  act !  The  Moor  unfortunately  did  not  speak 
French,  and  the  manager  did  not  know  a  word  of  Arabic  or  English. 
So  I  offered  my  services  as  interpreter,  and  pleaded  strongly  against 
the  barbarism  of  cutting  out  nearly  two  acts  of  the  play.  I  ui^ed 
the  most  powerful  ai^uments :  the  memory  of  Aristotle — the  credit 
of  Shakspeare — the  reputation  of  Desdemona — and  the  verses  of 
Horace, — 

"  Ne  re  minor,  neu  sit  quinto  productior  actu 
Fabula  qus  posci  vult,  et  spectata  reponi.^* 
But  all  was  vain.  He  said  the  audience  would  tear  down  the  house  if 
the  tragedy  were  not  cut  short.  I  assured  him  they  were  not  of  that 
kidney.  "  And  then  the  unities^  Monsieur !"  cried  1.  «  And  then  the 
scenery^  Monsieur !"  replied  he.  The  retort  was  unanswerable,  so  1 
gave  up  the  point — and  I  wish  the  French  critics  would  yield  it  with 
half  my  facility.  I  shall  here,  too,  give  up  my  description.  In  fact,  I 
saw  little  more.  Desdemona  was  put  into  bed,  and  smothered  amidst 
roars  of  laughter.  Emilia  spouted  her  reproaches  like  Sappho  singing 
to  the  raging  winds.  Othello  stabbed  himself  to  prove  that  suicide 
was  a  most  mirth-moving  catastrophe — and  the  curtain  finally  fell 
down  upon  a  scene  of  national  disgrace,  unparalleled,  I  hope,  in  the 
history  of  the  stage. 

Some  contrition  having  been  expressed  in  the  Newspapers  next 
morning.  The  School  for  Scandal  was  announced  for  representation  on 
the  following  evening,  Friday  the  2d  of  August.  This  might  have 
been  prefaced  by  an  address  to  the  public  from  The  Taming  of  the 
Shrew— ^*  Your  honour's  players,  hearing  your  amendment^  are  come 
to  play  a  pleasant  comedy.^'  But  the  symptoms  of  amendment  were  de- 
ceitful.  The  outrage  of  the  former  night  was  renewed,  and  after  the 
first  act  the  representation  was  abandoned,  and  a  French  farce  substi- 
tuted for  the  English  comedy — ^which  seems  thus  prohibited  from  being 
exhibited  in  Paris.  E. 
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ALrmU^S   rOUTICAL  eOMBDOS. 

Of  all  the  faults  which  the  panegyrists  of  good  old  absolute  monnr- 
chj  (as  it  was  half  a  century  ago)  can  find  with  our  troublesome  times, 
they  can  at  least  allege,  with  justice,  that  ridicule,  as  the  source  of  co- 
medy, is  neariy  exhausted.  The  strongly  marked  distinction  of  social 
orders,  which  afforded  the  comic  poet  so  many  different  foibles,  pecu- 
liarities, and  caricatures,  has  been  decaying  for  these  thirty  years  in 
the  best  part  of  continental  Europe.*  The  barriers  between  different 
classes  of  society  had  been  so  long  established,  and  were  of  so  much 
importance,  that  both  the  worshippers  and  idols  of  etiquette  considered 
its  institutions  as  almost  founded  in  nature : — hence  mutual  prejudices 
were  rooted  in  their  minds  with  a  kind  of  comic  conviction,  and  shone 
forth  in  their  manners  with  true  comic  effect.  These  barriers  have  now 
been  dashed  to  the  ground  by  the  shock  of  revolutions ;  or,  being  daily 
shaken,  make  it  universally  apparent, ^that  if  the  widely  different  con- 
ditions inclosed  within  them  may  rise  or  fall  every  moment  into  the  situ- 
ations of  each  other,  the  difference  has  ceased  to  exist.  All  distinc- 
tions of  rank  are,  at  any  rate,  removed  from  the  general  estimation,  since 
snch  various  vicissitudes  of  fortune  have  proved  the  uncertainty  of  their 
continuance ;  an^,  indeed,  all  societies  seem  now  to  be  blended  into 
one-^-namely,  that  of  politicians,  breathing  nothing  but  politics,  and  aim- 
ing at  nothing  but  political  ends.  Or,  if  there  still  remains  any  variety 
jo  them,  it  is  between  the  few  who  seek  to  retain  their  contested  power 
^d  the  manv  who  endeavour  to  have  it  tempered,  or  taken  from  them. 
Society,  in  these  days,  consists  but  of  two  orders — the  ruling  and  the 
ruled— the  only  ones  which  cannot  perish  in  revolutions  but  to  ri99 
again.  Social  man  is  become,  if  we  may  say  it  without  offence,  a 
kind  of  general)  uniform,  monotonous  personage — see  one  and  you 
have  seen  all :  he  puts  on  the  manners  and  the  habits  of  the  most  op- 
posite conditions  as  a  matter  of  course,  and  keeps  each  of  them  as 
loug  as  it  suits  his  convenience.  Surely,  if  the  extoller  of  times  gon.e 
b^  can  upbraid  modorn  man  with  being  selfish,  he  cannot  with  being 
Xidiculoos.  But  this  very  gravity,  both  of  our  thoughts  and  actions, 
proves  a  real  misfortune  to  comedy.  The  ends  commonly  pursued  by 
jBankind  in  oar  days  are  too  serious,  and*  the  means  employed  often 
toojgrievously  contemptible,  to  conjure  up  the  genuine  spirit  of  laughter. 

The  comedy  of  manners  and  characters  being  nearly  exhausted,  we 
possess  but  one  other  vein  of  ridicule  (far  less  diversified,}  which  arise? 
from  the  abortive  attempt9  of  mankind  when  they  would  grasp  at  things 
beyond  their  mental  or  personal  capacities.  But  still  how  melancholy 
would  be  the  laugh  called  forth  by  Don  Quixote,  if,  instead  of  a  vain, 
cluvalrous  object,  he  aspired  to  a  real,  interesting, — ^in  other  words,  a 
political  one  I  Yet  are  the  political  attempts  of  the  people  still  more 
melancholy  than  those  of  the  Spanish  knight;  for  tneir  failure  can 
neither  be  imputed  to  a  fantastical  view  of  human  affairs,  nor  to  a 

*  It  may  not  be  unnecessary  to  remark,  once  for  all,  that  whatever  may  be  ad- 
vanced in  tbii  or  any  other  essay  by  the  same  writer  respecting  politics  and  lite- 
rainre  is  only  meant  as  applicable  to  the  Continent,  or  rather,  in  strictness,  only 
to  Italy,  France,  and  Spain.  The  circumstances  of  England,  both  political  and 
literary,  are  peculiar  to  herself,  aad  the  writer,  who  is  a  foreigner,  presumes  not 
to  interfere  witb  them.' 
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complete  abstraction  from  sorronndiiig  objects.  Alat!  tbia  bad  suc- 
cess can  seldom  be  comic,  since  it  is  too  often  occasioned  by  the  per- 
fidy or  cowardice  of  those  who  start  up  as  public  leaders  only  to  finish 
their  career  in  treachery  and  desertion— of  those  who  cry  for  liberty 
for  the  mere  purpose  of  obtaining  the  invidious  power  which  they  pre- 
tend to  temper  or  destroy.  Those,  on  the  other  hand,  whose  authority 
is  thus  threatened  with  diminution  or  destruction,  envelope  themselves 
in  a  more  impenetrable  garment  of  hypocrisy,  and  conduct  their  de- 
fence by  means  no  less  lamentable. 

To  unmask  political  hypocrisy,  therefore,  whatever  colour  it  might 
assume,  to  lay  open  the  secret  springs  by  which  powerful  men,  whether 
princes,  patricians,  or  popular  champions,  are  commonly  actuated,  was 
the  object  of  Alfieri  in  his  political  comedies,  as  a  means  of  inculcating 
a  not  unnecessary  lesson.  Alfieri  invented  these  comedies  when  grow- 
ing in  years :  the  natural  disgust  arising  from  a  too  minute  study  of 
human  actions,  and  the  tremendous  follies  of  the  French  revoludon, 
made  him,  more  than  ever,  despair  of  beholding  that  political  freedom 
which  is  known  to  have  been  the  ruling  passion  of  liis  life.  Hence, 
both  as  a  patriot  and  as  an  Italian,  he  was  inflamed  against  tlie  fallacy 
of  French  liberty ;  and  still  more  against  those  French  armies,  which, 
at  the  moment  they  trampled  upon  unhappy  Italy  mth  conquering 
despotism,  still  mocked  her  wijth  the  vain  show  of  a  republic.  That 
which  we  have  dwelt  on  with  the  most  ardent  expectation,  will  natu- 
rally in  its  failure  give  birth  to  a  corresponding  keenness  of  disappoint- 
ment. Amongst  the  efilects  of  the  French  revolution  (which  were  of- 
ten unaccountable)  it  is  not  the  least  remarkable,  that  it  should  have, 
at  last,  abated  in  such  a  man  as  Alfieri  even  his  generous  hatred  of 
absolute  power.  His  upright  sense  of  true  liberty  soon  confirmed  his 
hostility  to  that  which  was  merely  ostensible ;  and,  whilst  in  this  mood, 
he  composed  his  political  comedies,  most  of  his  satires,  and,  above 
all,  his  Miiogallo^  which  we  are  told  by  himself  was  suggested  to  him 
^  by  the  vengeance  of  betrayed  and  polluted  liberty .''  Nevertheless, 
the  frantic  and  bloody  deeds  of  the  French  revolutionists  caused  the 
highly  republican  spirit  of  Alfieri  to  undertake  even  the  satire  of  De- 
mocracy as  well  as  that  of  Aristocracy  and  Monarchy. 

Like  the  Greeks,  he  composed  his  dramas^  with  an  active  view  to 
politics,  and  sometimes  addressed  them  to'posterity  that  he  might 
more  forcibly  awaken  the  shame  of  liis  supine  countrymen.  D^Ancillon, 
we  believe,  has  justly  said  that  the  main  circumstance  by  wliich  a  high 
and  active  character  maybe  distinguished  from  a  great  speculative 
genius  is  the  strong  influence  of  some  single  master-pasdon  over  the 
whole  tenour  of  his  thoughts  and  actions.  Such  was  the  case  with 
Alfieri.  Gifted  as  he  was  by  nature  with  an  extreme  sensibility,  we 
think  he  could  have  exhibited  a  more  versatile  delineation  of  character, 
had  his  mind  been  less  powerfully  riveted  to  the  consideration  of  Ids 
country.  In  consequence  of  this  one  paramount  feeling,  the  whole  of 
his  compositions  are  deficient  in  variety — his  muse  almost  always 
prefers  political  subjects,  and  of  all  human  passions  delights  to  sing 
but  of  two— the  thirst  for  power,  and  the  impatience  ot  servitude. 
Moreover,  the  country  of  Alfieri  having  long  been  the  scene  of  accu- 
mulating misfortunes,  his  colours  are  uniformly  dismal,  like  those  of 
Tacitus.    People  who,  from  the  absence  of  politics,  or  from  a  aatisfac- 
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tioo  in  the  €tate  in  which  they  are  placed,  are  more  pleased  with 
rarlefy  than  dedroos  of  penetrating  the  depths  of  profound  literature, 
cannot  hut  find  the  Italian  dramatist  equally  monotonous  with  the 
La^n  liistorian.  Alfieri,  in  his  youthful  days,  exhibited  the  tragic 
conflict  of  political  passions ;  grown  old,  he  laughs  at  them,  and  draws 
public  men  of  all  times,  nations,  and  governments,  end^thabUle^  that  the 
hero  being  stripped  of  his  tragic  plumes,  the  man  may  be  leA  exposed 
in  all  his  natural  insignificance.  But  this  portraiture,  which  perhaps 
might  be  taxed  with  malignity,  were  it  only  adopted  for  the  purpose 
of  rendering  its  subjects  odious,  is,  to  Alfieri,  merely  the  means  of  com- 
passing a  nobler  end.  His  comedies  are  not  the  continuation  of  a 
single  fable,  like  the  Grecian  Trilogue,  but  are  carried  on  for  the  de- 
velopement  of  a  single  political  truth — that  since  there  is  little  reliance 
to  be  placed  upon  the  virtue  of  mankind,  their  very  wickedn'ess  may 
be  turned  to  public  advantage  ;  for  which  purpose  one  bad  passion  is 
contrasted  with  another,  till  envy  appears  beneath  the  cloak  of  disin- 
terested censure,  and  ambition  beneath  that  of  public  zeal — a  lesson 
by  which  the  powerful  are  taught  the  art  of  restraining  the  encroach- 
ments of  each  other.  Such  is  the  import  of  his  last  political  comedy, 
which  he  called  '^  The  Antidote."  The  poet,  however,  does  not  arrive 
at  this  moral  till  he  has  exposed,  with  a  very  Aristophanic  license, 
the  vices  and  follies  of  the  three  primitive  forms  of  simple  government. 
In  order  to  remind  all  political  factious  of  the  necessity  of  remaining 
satisfied  with  a  mixed  constitution,  he  freely  ridicules  monarchy  in  the 
comedy  of  the  "  One,"  aristocracy  in  the  **  Few,"  and  democracy  in 
the ''Too  many." 

The  humour  in  these  comedies,  if  they  may  be  said  to  possess  any, 
is  grave  and  philosophic.  That  which  excites  our  laughter  must  ne- 
cessarily command  but  a  small  portion  of  our  interest :  we  can  hardly 
laugh  at  ourselves,  or  at  persons  and  things  which  are  dear  or  important 
to  us.  How  then  could  we  laugh  at  that  which  deeply  interests  the 
social  welfare,  when,  as  in  the  present  day,  the  means  of  attaining 
that  end  (which  is  at  least  the  ostensible  aim  of  both  parties)  are  so 
fearfully  controverted,  and  the  usual  results  of  the  contest  are  battles, 
proscriptions,  and  the  scaffold?  Such  was  the  situation  of  the  greater 
pari  of  continental  Europe  at  the  period  at  which  these  plays  were 
composed ;  and  into  the  same  calamities  it  seems  every  moment  about 
to  relapse.  Hence  the  smile  which  they  produce  is  such  as  may  be  ex- 
pected from  such  topics  and  such  circumstances.  We  laugh  indeed, 
bat  it  is  at  the  destiny,  no  less  melancholy  than  laugliable,  of  our 
species,  which  is  bom  to  be  the  sport  of  the  whims,  passions,  vices,  or 
even  virtues  of  a  handful  of  individuals.  Such  a  laugh  is  more  like 
the  irony  of  misfortune  than  the  luxury  of  happiness.  It  is  the  philo- 
sopher who  laughs  in  Alfieri  at  the  passions  of  the  man,  but  without 
caring  those  passions,  or  abating  the  grief  of  his  disappointments.  It 
is  the  comic  poet  who  ridicules  the  tragic  one,  but,  like  Juvenal,  Al- 
fieri can  only  laugh  through  an  excess  of  spleen. 

We  propose  giving  such  a  sketch  of  these  comedies  as  may 
convey  some  idea  of  their  great  originality  and  comic  effect.  They 
were  never  re-touched  by  the  author,  but  add  not  a  little  to  his 
dramatic  fame,  although  they  are  scarcely  known  out  of  Italy  except 
by    a  few  slighting  notices  by  foreign  writers.    Those  who  have  a 
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relish  for  tke  tragic  muse  of  Alfieri,  will,  we  dottbt  not,  exptriMce 
eqaftl  delight  from  his  comic  one.  We  shall  speak  lastly  of  Aelt 
Wjrle,  which  will  he  found  not  the  leaiBt  Worthy  of  remark. 

The  "  One"  is  not  the  most  striking  of  these  comediei  In  It^  por- 
traiture of  the  government  and  corresponding  mabners  winch  it  is  in* 
tended  to  ridicule.  It  is  Somewhat  bare  of  comic  plot,  and  perhapi 
abounds  too  much  in  political  disquisition — a  dramatic  fault  which  na- 
turally arises  from  the  subject.  The  scene  is  laid  at  Susa :  the  actiea 
ts  supposed  to  commence  at  the  time  when  the  seren  Satraps^  afttt 
havitig  detected  and  inurdered  the  impostor  Smerdia,  usurper  of  the 
trown  of  Cyrus,  are  deliberating  upon  the  manner  in  which  they  shaU 
te-model  the  government  of  Persia.  This  question  being,  of  course, 
far  more  perplexing  than  that  of  getting  rid  of  a  tyrant,  kiodiea  a  mo- 
tual  jealousy  amongst  the  competitors,  and  causes  considerable  anxiety 
to  the  people,  who  are  impatient  to  be  Ittld  the  nature  of  their  Ibture 
yoke,  and  the  person  for  whom  they  are  to  bear  it— on  impatience 
Which  late  experience  had  rendered  by  no  means  onreasonable.  At 
this  time  Parisa,  the  wife  of  Darius,  one  of  the  seven,  has  a  mysteri- 
ous dream,  which  seems  to  fortell  the  future  greatness  of  her  husband. 
Proud,  envious,  and  highly  born,  the  glory  of  regal  greatness  appears 
scarcely  less  gratifying  to  the  mind  of  this  woman  than  the  proapect 
of  mortifying  her  rivals,  the  wives  of  Orcanes  and  Artibanes,  two 
others  of  the  seven.  Ambition,  the  parent  of  many  a  waking  dream, 
causes  Parisa  to  dream  in  her  sleep  that  these  females,  having  attended 
her  to  a  banquet,  instead  of  the  enmity  wluch  they  were  accustomed 
to  display  on  such  occasions, 

^^  Mi  pareva  ch^  ambedue  m  umil  atto 
Inginocchiate  mi  s^  eran  davantl, 
E  mi  adoravan,  ed  a  tutto  costo 
Volean  haciarmi  i  piedi  :^^ 

^^  Methought  both  of  them  knelt  down,  and  worahipped  me  in  the 
most  humble  posture,  endeavouring,  in  spite  of  my  efforts  to  prevent 
them,  to  kiss  my  feet ;"  and  with  unusual  (lattery  they  fawned  upon 
her;  whilst,  enveloped  in  a  cloud  of  gold,  whatever  she  looked  upon, 
or  touched,  spoke,  swallowed,  or  spat,  was  all  instantly  converted  into 
ihe  same  precious  material.    Upon  this  her  nvak,  followed  at  first  by 
^ome,  and  afterwards  by  the  whole  of  the  Company,  strove  who  sfaonld 
most  greedily  inhale  the  riches  which  she  breathed  around  her.     To 
dream  of  enjoying  such  prerc^tives  is  to  dream  of  possesdng  a  crown. 
Parisa,  however,  for  additional  satisfaction,  has  sent  for  an  astrologer 
to  confirm  the  interpretation  which  she  has  put  upon  this  splendid 
vision  of  her  sleep.    The  play  opens  with  a  stolen  interview  with  the 
seer  Oneiro  in  the  dead  of  night,  lest  Darius,  who,  by  the  bye,  is  a 
Satrap  free-thinker,  should  be  informed  of  her  womanish  credulity. 
Oneiro,  having  heard  the  dream,  and  much  admired  it  as  an  apparent 
intimation  from  Mithras,  is  unwilling  to  afford  an  immediate  solution, 
lest  his  professional  reputation  should  be  undervalued  from  the  facili- 
ty of  his  labours.    But  aAer  having  informed  himself  of  the  position  in 
wliich  the  Satrapessa  lay  during  the  action  of  her  dream,  like  a  DOtable 
muster  of  his  art,  he  defers  pronouncing  judgment  till  he  hcis  had  doe 
time  for  deliberation.    They  agree  to  meet  the  following  nig^ht,  and 
Parisa  hurries  to  bed  again  that  her  husband's  suspicioos  siay  not 
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be  awakteed.  'As  the  prophet  is  about  to  depart,  he  Is  detab^d  hj 
the  groom  df  Dartat,  who,  like  his  mistrefls,  is  anxious  for  the  intep- 
pretatioii  of  a  dream.  This,  indeed,,  is  the  masterudream  of  the  pfaij^ 
but,  oh,  what  an  irreverent  allegory  does  it  present !  The  man  had 
been  sleeping  on  the  stable^litter  near  Darios^s  faroarite  hone,  Che^ 
balleoo,  cmd  dreamed  that  he  was  suddenly  awakened  hy  the  groans  of 
this  prince  of  Persian  steeds,  which,  prancing  and  tossing  itself  into 
Tarioas  attitudes)  appeared  to  he  labouring  with  excessive  n^oay.*^ 
We  caADot  proceed  with  the  images  of  our  poet  Alfieri  waa  in  the 
habit  of  paying  too  little  regard  to  the  punctilious  delicacy  of  modera 
manners' — ^the  usual  fault  of  authors  who,  like  him,  consider  only  th6 
object  to  be  attained.  He  is  accustomed,  in  his  comedies  as  Well  aa 
hti  satires,  to  call  things  by  their  proper  names,  and  cares  little  to 
vfM  broad  or  even  indecent  ideas,  whenever  they  are  suitable  to  his 
purpose.  At  times  he  expressed  himself  coanely  from  a  high-minded 
indifference,  aad  perhapa  he  thought  it  ^allowable  in  some  degree  to 
avail  Idmseif  of  the  license  of  the  ancient  comic  poets ;  particularly  ai 
these  plays  were  neither  intended  for  the  stage,  nor,  on  weightier 
grounds  than  common  decency,  ever  likely  to  be  permitted  a  represen* 
tation.  This,  however,  would  not  be  a  sufficient  apology  fojc  ^y  were 
we  rash  enough  to  be  more  explanatory.  To  be  brief, — the  groom 
dreamed  that  he  administered  the  proper  remedies  for  the  pangs  of  the 
sick  Cfaesballeno,  when,  wonderful  to  say,  there  came  forth  (it  was 
only  a  dream) 

*^  Una  ben  langa,  e  lottilina,  e  lucida 
Purpurea  fascia  aurata,  un  bel  diadema 
Realiftftimo/* 
^  A  long,  bright,  purple  and  gold  ribbon — a  beautiful  and  most  royal 
diadem.^'    The  distemper  still  continuing,  the  dose  was  repeated — the 
product  being 

^^  Un  prezioao  e  aodo 

E  ben  tomito  di  purissim^  oro 

Scettro  regio,  apuntin  qual  nelle  (ante 

Sue  immagini  yediam  nella  man  destra 

Tenerai  il  nostro  magno  Ciro.^^ 

^  A  precious  and  well-wrought  sceptre  of  the  purest  gold,  precisely  like 
that  which  we  see  wielded  in  the  right  hand  of  the  numerous  statues  of 
Our  great  Cyrus.''  The  interpreter  is  struck  with  astonishment,  and 
heartily  congratulates  the  man  on  having  dreamt  so  like  a  statesman. 
There  can  be  now  no  possibility  of  mistake ;  such  a  pair  of  dreams,  so 
corroborative  of  each  other,  and  dreamed  exactly  at  the  moment  when 
the  throne  of  Persia  is  vacant,  must  needs  portend  a  high  fortune  to  the 
house  of  Darius. 

Of  the  seven  satraps,  upon  whom  depends  the  question  of  appointing 
a  successor,  or  successors,  to  the  murdered  Smerdis,  and  likewise  the 
form  of  the  new  government,  our  poet  introduces  only  four  in  the 
play  ;  for,  as  the  question  is  to  be  carried  simply  by  a  majority,  four 
voters  are  considered  sufficient.  In  the  second  act,  three  of  them, 
Orcanes,  Megabyzus,  and  Darius  himself,  being  more  anxious  than  the 
rest  for  the  public  good,  assemble  in  a  council  of  state.  The  fourtli, 
Gobria,  though  earnestly  entreated  by  his  companions,  refuses  to 
attend.  These  three  personages  are  severally  the  advocates  of  the 
three  divers  forms  of  simple  government.    Fear  nothing,  ye  lovers  of 
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poDtkal  quiet,  who,  of  all  evils,  are  moat  fearful  of  innoTatioD ;  fear 
nothing  from  this  wide  diversity  of  constitational  tenets ;  these  legisla- 
tors are  not  jacobins,  they  are  not  of  a  different  mind.  The  three  he- 
roes hairing  equally  laboured  in  the  delivery  of  their  country,  each 
one  most  reasonably  designs  to  make  himself  the  master  of  it ; — such 
being  the  civic  garland  commonly  in  view,  and  oflen  snatched  from 
the  people  by  their  deliverers.  Darius  is  rather  a  plain,  ambitious  man, 
«nd  frankly  proposes  the  government  of  the  One ;  which  he  means, 
somehow  or  other,  shall  devolv.e  upon  himself.  Both  his  friends  desire 
and  intend  to  appropriate  the  same  dignity  to  themselves ;  hot  opine 
that  more  modest  and  philanthropic  measures  are  preferable  in  their 
enlightened  times.  What  cannot  be  compassed  by  a  plausible  exterior  ? 
•Megabyzus  assumes  the  patrician  cloak,  and  Orcanes  the  plebeian  cap. 
Their  constitutional  debate  is  conducted  with  great  spirit  Let  us  hear 
them  speak  a  little  for  themselves.  Darius  begins  by  strongly  profess- 
ing his  disinterested  intentions ;  but  repeats,  what  he  has  often  said  be- 
fore, that  Persia,  both  from  its  extent  and  the  length  of  the  late  dynasty, 

^  Tide  e  tanto  d  di  Persia  il  regno  omai 
Ch}i  un  mero  sc^o  il  credere  di  dargli 
Altro  goveroo,  che  d^Un  solo,  d^Uno 
£  facitore,  e  esecutore,  e  interprete 
Di  leggi,  qual  fu  Ciro.^^ 

^  Such  and  so  large  is  now  the  kingdom  of  Persia,  that  it  is  a  mere 
dream  of  fancy  to  suppose  that  we  can  give  it  any  other  government 
than  that  of  the  One  ;  at  once  the  giver,  interpreter,  and  executor  of 
the  laws,  as  was  our  Cyrus."  Darius,  however,  pays  Orcanes  the 
masterpiece  of  courtesies  by  tendering  his  suffrage  that  he  might  be- 
come the  One.  Hearing  the  One  mentioned,  Orcanes  takes  fire  with 
democratic  wrath.  "  What  is  it  which  you  dare  to  propose  T*  he  replies. 
^^  Did  you  not  hear  me  thunder  forth  yesterday,  to  the  best  of  my  lungs, 
my  implacable  hatred  of  absolute  power  ?" 

*^  Omai  sol  pu6  la  Persia  govemarsi 
Con  egua  legge  ed  infrangibil,  data 
Con  popolari  e  coUettizie  forme 
Alia  custodia  de^  Persietni  tutti 
Ch^  esser  mertano  uu  popolo.^* 

«*  Persia  shall  now  be  ruled  only  by  equal  and  irrefragable  laws,  en- 
trusted, with  popular  and  collective  forms,  to  the  custody  of  all  Persians, 
who  now  well  deserve  to  become  a  free  people." — "  Stark  nonsense  !" 
exclaims  Megabyzus:  "when  all  men  rule,  if  they  do  it  even  by  rota- 
tion, none  will  obey;  nor  can  there  be  any  sovereigns,  if  there  are  not 
a  far  greater  number  of  subjects.  In  short,  he  who  is  the  champion  of 
democracy  flatters  himself  that  he  shall  obtain  all  that  he  desires  from 
anarchy."  And  then,  after  many  similar  Batrapian  invectives,  he  con- 
cludes, as  all  genuine  satraps  ever  did  and  will  do,  that  the  stale  is  to 
be  governed — 

"  Con  quell'  alta  felicc  tempra, 

Che  scaturir  le  leggi  ed  eseguirle 

Fa  dal  senno  di  Pochi  e  scelti.'' 

*«  in  that  dignified  and  happy  medium,  which  derives  both  the  law  and 
its  execution  from  the  wisdom  of  a  chosen  few."  Here  he  is  inter- 
rupted  by  Orcanes  with  the  stale  question  :  "  Chosen !  and  by  whom  T* 
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— ^(  Whj,  by  tfaemselyes,"  reply  the  friends,  in  concert :  thus  diMn- 
tangling  UiemseWes  at  once  from  their  electorial  perplexities.  Mega- 
bjzas  adds,  that  the  few  whom  they  selected  must  of  course  be  the  seven 
Satraps.  For  from  seven  men,  every  one  of  whom  was,  in  the  Ughest 
degree,  qualified  to  fill  a  throne  by  himself,  saving  that  they  were  too 
m^est  to  aspire  to  such  distinction,  must  needs  arise  a  government 
seven  times  as  good  as  that  of  the  One.  Orcanes,  however,  is  not  sa- 
tisfied with  this  summing  up  of  aristocratic  deserts.  ^^  Pshaw,"  he 
cries,  ^^  were  dominion  confined  to  seven,  or  even  more  persons,  these 
exalted  patricians,  through  mutual  envy  and  hatred,  would  each  vie 
with  the  other  in  contriving  the  downfall  of  his  rivals,  for  which  the 
state  most  pay  the  penalty ;  and  so  many  factions  and  public  calamities 
would  come  to  pass,  that  the  hapless  people  would  look  back  to  the 
reign  of  Cambyses  as  a  positive  blessing,  when  compared  with  that  of 
your  more  worthy  few.    So  that 

"  Ne  icampi  11  Ciel  da  li  ricca  mimra. 
In  Ctti  tra  tanti  Re  d'  intenzione 
Uno  mai  non  te  n^  ha  per  le  belP  opre, 
£  ttttti  il  suon  per  nuocere.^^ 

^  May  Heaven  defend  us  from  such  an  abundance  of  kings ;  for, 
amongst  so  many  as  are  intended,  none  is  ever  to  be  found  for  virtuous 
deeds,  and  the  whole  of  them  for  mischief."  The  answer  of  Darius  is, 
perhaps,  the  best  excuse  ever  pleaded  for  despotism.  Even  the  friends 
of  liberty,  who  are  acquainted  with  the  world,  cannot  help  feeling  to 
their  hearts  its  melancholy  truth.  In  this  comedy,  though  expressly 
levelled  against  monarchy,  there  are  to  be  found  many  occasional 
attacks  upon  the  government  of  the  people.  But  Alfieri  shews  no 
farther  lenity  towards  absolute  power  than  will  suffice  to  demonstrate 
the  fatal  necessity  of  re-establishing  such  a  bulwark  against  the  vices  of 
mankind  whenever  the  torrent  of  disordered  times  have  swept  it  away ; 
and  the  only  objection  which  he  advances  to  the  substitution  of  a  po- 
pular government  is  in  the  disqualifications  contracted  from  a  long  ser? 
vjtude.  Both  of  which  arguments  are  of  a  republican  cast  By  plead- 
ing for  absolute  monarchy  only  the  vices  of  the  subject,  our  poet 
scaadalizes  it  by  the  defence  itself;  by  opposing  to  a  new  democracy 
nothing  bu^  the  corruption  of  the  intended  people-king,  he  praises  it 
by  the  very  objection.  Darius  answers,  that  whatever  Orcanes  up- 
braids the  chosen  few  with, 

"  Cal2a  ed  astai  meglio 

At  fozzi  Re  di  bettola,  che  darci, 

O  fingere  di  darci  tu  vorreiti ; 

Da  cui  poi  tanto  e  tanto  xi*  esce  PUno 

Ma  n^  esce  sporco  al  qnanto  pi^  che  U  mio. 

Uditemi,  credetemi ;  che  omai 

L^esperienza  e  il  genio  tutelare 

Di  Persia  nostra  iin  solo  Re  ci  ban  dato 

Per  mal  minore  :  facciansi  le  fole 

Di  un  ben,  cbe  i  rei  c^  infingono,  e  che  i  buoni 

Si  sognano— Fra  gli  uomini  il  gran  numero 

Sono  i  tristi ;  piik  tristo  indi  il  govemo 

Quanti  c^i  n*  entrapii^ — Bastone  e  borsa; 

Borsa  e  bastone ;  e  a  tuo  piacer  poi  gira 

£  volta  c  scrivi,  e  chiacchiera,  e  connetti 

R  sconnetti ;  baston,  borsa,  bastone, 

Questo  i  il  codice  etemo— ^^ 


f  7f  Madrigal  to  JtpoBo, 

«^tiekfl  are  good  enough,  and  far  too  good  foF  the  drvoken  alehooie 
kingi,  with  whom  you  wish,  or  pretend  jou  wlih,  to  blew  the  •tote, 
and  from  whom,  at  last,  whether  yon  will  or  not,  starts  «p  the  One— 
peradrenture,  something  dirtier  than  the  One  I  propose.  Hear  me, 
believe  me,  experience  hitherto  and  the  tutelary  genius  of  Persja  ha?e 
taught  us  that  a  single  king  is  the  least  of  unavoidable  evils.  Do  not  bs 
deceived  by  the  hopes  of  a  blessing  which  is  the  dream  of  honest  mea 
and  the  nostrum  of  knaves.  Mankind  are,  for  the  most  part,  ^^^ 
and  the  more  who  have  a  share  in  the  government,  the  worse  it  will 
be.— You  most  employ  the  whip  and  the  purse,  and  then  do  what  yoa 
please  at  your  leisure."  Darius  continues  his  entreaties  that  Orouia 
will  receive  the  whip  and  the  purse  from  his  friends  rather  than  from 
the  rabble,  who,  if  they  were  suffered  to  bestow  them,  would  arrogats 
to  themselves  the  right  of  resuming  them.  Orcanes  still  declines— 
the  offer  is  too  great  to  be  believed.  Megabyzus,  however,  grows  jeal- 
ous, and  declares  that  if  he  ever  *A(wW  agree  to  the  proposal  of  the 
One,  that  One  should  not  be  Orcanes.  "  Right  1"  exclaims  the  other ; 
"  I  am  not  base  enough  to  accept  of  it."  The  debate  becomes  warn, 
when  Darius,  who  conducts  his  ambition  with  better  temper,  proposes 
that  the  question  shall  be  referred  altogether  to  Sobria,  a  philosophic 
Satrap,  if  ever  a  Satrap  deserved  the  epithet.  His  two  friends,  rather 
than  afford  an  opportunity  for  some  brisker  can^date  to  step  betweea 
them  and  the  prize  whilst  they  are  debating  upon  it,  {for  a  vacaat 
throne  admits  of  no  delay,)  agree  to  the  proposal,  and  depart.  The 
wisdom  and  patience  of  Darius  are  now  put  to  a  harder  test  than  they 
underwent  even  in  the  discussion  of  the  new  government.  His  groom, 
all  in  tears,  brings  him  the  intelUgence  that  his  beloved  Chesballcno, 
the  noble  yellow  steed,  is  in  imminent  danger  of  dying  of  the  cholia 
Daiins  is  quite  beside  himself  at  the  danger  of  his  brave  animal,  apd 
hurries  off  from  the  state  council  to  the  stable  consulUtion,  fol- 
iowod  by  the  groom,  whose  wondrous  dream  is  now  beginning  to  be 
fclfiUed.  V- 


MADRIGAL  TO  AFOIXO. 
FROM   GILBERT. 

DumiU  metjeuiui  ans  mes  ardeurt  tYuen«£e#,  $lc. 

l!f  early  youth,  by  paBsion  led  astray, 
Venus  and  Mars  alone  possessed  my' lay; 
Now  wiser  grown,  dispelled  each  idler  dream, 
I  make  the  God  of  Verse  my  only  theme. 
His  ripening  powers  the  fairest  forms  diseloae, 
The  bashfid  virgin  and  the  blushing  rose ; 
The  happiest  bard,  that  pours  the  liring  song. 
Is  bat  a  well-tuned  lyre  by  Phoebus  strung. 


(    873    ) 

LONDON  AND  THE  COUNTET. 

**  O,  bear  me  to  the  paths  of  fair  Pall  Mall !    . 
Clean  are  ita  parementa,  grateful  is  its  smell/*— Gat. 

**  The  bappinets  of  London  is  not  to  be  conceived  bat  by  those  who  haTe  been 

fal  it.^' — JOHNION. 

What  affectatioD  and  ignorance  do  they  not  display  wbo  affect  to 
despise  London !  for  it  is  onlj  affectation  that  can  lead  any  to  assert 
the  superiority  of  the  country.  London  is  too  mighty  an  object  to  be 
sincerely  contemned,  and  tbe  abnse  lavished  upon  it  is  therefore  nothing 
more  than  mere  cant.  The  country  is  very  well  in  its  way ;  and  they 
who  prefer  to  do  so,  may  ^  babble  about  green  fields^'  as  much  as  they 
iirt.  Let  them  keep  their  cattle  and  dank  pastures  to  themselves ;  let 
them  exclusively  move  in  the  obscuiity,'  uniformity,  and  insipidity  of 
their  rotatory  existences ;  let  them  resign  the  exhibitions,  pleasures,  and 
decorations  that  give  to  life  a  more  exalted  character ;  let  them  prefer 
an  isolated  to  a  social  state  of  being ; — ^bnt  let  them  not  affect  to  despise 
that  for  which  they  have  no  relish.  ^'  Is  not  this  fine  f  said  Johnsoif 
to  Boswen,in  Greenwich  Park.  "  Yes,^'  replied  the  parasite,  knowing 
what  reply  was  expected, — "yes;  but  not  equal  to  Fleet  Street." — 
«  Yoa  are  right.  Sir,"  said  Johnson  ;  and  he  was  right.  In  London  all 
that  can  contribute  to  comfort  and  elegance,  all  that  can  embellish  life 
and  heighten  the  pleasure  of  existence,  is  to  be  found  in  greater  perfec* 
tioo  than  in  the  country.  He  who  has  known  London  a  little  time, 
and  then  leaves  it  to  reside  in  the  country,  feels  that  he  makes  a  great 
sacrifice.  Filthy  streets  and  a  murky  atmosphere,  long  rows  of  dingy 
houses,  and  clamorous  cries  heard  there  upon  every  side,  are  to  be 
classed  among  those  drawbacks  which  occur  in  every  state  and  situation 
in  life.  But  the  intellectual  advantages  of  London  are  incomparable  ; 
it  affords  a  union  of  a  higher  order  of  mind  than  can  be  found  else- 
where. The  middling  shopkeeper  of  London  is  far  superior  to  the  fox- 
hunting countiy  9quire  in  intelligence,  though  the  squire  is  considered  in 
society  a  grade  above  tbe  shopkeeper  in  rank.  Go  into  the  little  coun- 
try town  or  village  and  mark  the  narrowness  of  feeling,  the  scandal, 
and  backbiting  that  exists  there.  Were  it  not  for  the  gentry  that 
reside  part  of  ^the  year  in  London,  and  carry  back  and  dif^se  around 
their  country  residences  some  little  of  the  manners  and  polish  of  Lon-* 
don,  added  to  the  newspapers  from  thence  (for  country  newspapers  have 
neither  novelty,  life,  nor  Independence,  with  a  few  exceptions,  and  are 
mere  copyists,)  that  excite  and  keep  up  a  spirit  of  inquiry,  besides  giv- 
ing information,  the  inhabitants  of  the  country  would  be  all  downright 
boors  to  the  Londoners.  From  London  has  flowed  in  a  continued 
stream  over  the  kingdom,  all  its  refinement  and  information ;  it  is  from 
thence  that  the  farthest  comers  of  the  land  have  been  fertilized  at 
later  or  remoter  periods,  and  by  London  is  th)e  current  still  kept  up. 

There  is  a  fashion  lately  come  in  of  praising  the  country  at  tbe  ex- 
pense of  London,  and  comparing  meadows,  hedgerows,  corn-fields,  and 
blue  skies,  with  brick  walls,  a  foggy  atmosphere,  and  sooty  streets ;  as 
if  London  had  nothing  more  to  display  in  the  arena  of  dispute  on  this 
•abject.  The  advocates  of  the  country  bring  all  their  strength  into  the 
field— ttod  what  is  that  all  but  a  few  things  pleasing  to  the  eye  ? — while 
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London  has  a  vast 'reserve  to  bring  forward,  and  in  modem  warfare  tlie 
reserve  is  the  hope  of  the  battle.  Art,  science,  literature,  fashion— all 
the  stores  of  intellect — all  that  is  truly  noble  and  great,  concenlrtite  in 
London.  It  is  a  vast  storehouse  for  the  mind,  perpetually  increasing 
its  contents,  and  delivering  them  to  the  multitude.  In  the  country  the 
mind  degenerates ;  its  knowledge  of  what  is  moving  on  the  great  stage 
of  life  gets  more  and  more  confined,  and  it  rapidly  diminishes  its  stock 
of  ideas :  while  in  London  the  entire  of  human  life,  in  all  its  shiAing 
variety  of  forms  and  inexhaustible  combinations,  is  united  ia  one  focus. 

'*  How.  great  the  mystery  !  let  others  smg 
The  circling  year,  and  promise  of  the  spring, 
The  stunmer^i  glory,  and  the  rich  repose 
Of  autumn,  and  the  winter^s  silvery  snows : 
Man  through  the  changing  scene  let  me  pursue— > 
Himself  how  wondrous  in  his  changes  too ; 
Not  man  the  sullen  savage  in  his  den, 
But  men  called  forth  in  fellowship  with  men.^^ 

What  is  a  country  life  biTt  a  mere  repetition  of  the  same  things — a 
rery  round-about — the  ^^  lalntur  et  labetur  in  amne  volubilis  (nmm.^'  If 
man  be  placed  upon  the  earth  to  perform  high  duties,  he  cannot  fulfil 
them  by  gazing  upon  luxuriant  foliage,  or  bending  over  the  reflection 
of  his  own  image  in  a  trout-stream.  He  must  live  in  a  congregation 
of  his  species,  watch  their  pursuits,  mingle  in  their  amusements^  listen 
to  their  complaints,  and  even  indulge  in  their  vanities. 

The  advocates  for  a  country  life  contend  strongly  for  the  superior 
moral  excellence  of  country  people.  This,  however,  is  not  a  tenable 
position ;  there  is  a  greater  aggregate  of  virtue  in  London  than  in  an 
equal  population  in  the  country.  Besides,  country  people  are  more  shy 
in  their  vices,  and  are  apt  to  conceal  those  which  a  Londoner  would 
commit  at  least  without  such  hypocrisy.  In  the  country,  men  are  often 
virtuous  from  feeling  no  temptation  to  be  otherwise ;  while  in  London, 
the  man  of  virtue,  surrounded  by  snares,  yet  invulnerable  to  temp- 
tadon,  exhibits  the  moral  character  in  much  higher  perfection.  The 
morality  of  tli^  countryman  often  arises  out  of  blind  custom,  or  the  fear 
of  detection  in  evil ;  while  that  of  the  Londoner  must  originate  more  io 
principle.  It  is  true  that  among  great  associations  of  men  the  greatest 
extremes  will  always  be  found  ;  but  there  is  a  sort  of  liberality  even  in 
the  vices  of  London,  which  those  of  the  country  do  not  exhibit : — the 
profligacy  of  the  country  is  also  coarser  than  that  of  the  town,  and 
it  is  equally  abandoned. 

As  to  the  simplicity,  rural  love,  unsophisticated  manners^  and  primi- 
tive innocence  of  cquntry  life,  if  they  exist  beyond  the  gilded  halo  that 
~  encircles  the  poet^s  dream,  or  beyond  the  visionary  field  of  romance, 
they  are  not  to  be  found  among  Norfolk  ploughmen  or  Yorkshire  far- 
mers. Let  the  careful  observer  attend  the  quarter-sessions  and  the 
arizes  in  the  country ;  let  him  put  on  a  waggoner^s  frock,  and,  ming- 
ling at  a  wake,  witness  the  loathsome  vulgarity  of  a  rustic  debauch  ; 
let  him  inquire  of  the  parish  officers  the  number  of  illegitimate  children 
it  is  their  lot  to  dispose  of  in  a  year,  and  his  idea  of  the  optimism  in 
morality  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  country  will  dwindle  into  nothing. 
It  is  really  painful  to  dissipate  one^s  early  notions  of  rural  perfection — 
of  the  virtues  of  shepherd  and  shepherdesses,  and  the  innocent  loTes 
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of  cocing  Corjdoiw.  But  the  race  of  these  fancied  creatures  is  ex* 
tinct,  and  we  only  recall  the  reoiembraDce  of  aa  absurdity  when  we 
dwell  apon  them ;  for  they  hare  none  of  the  redeemiDg  beauty  of  the 
pastoral  images  of  Greece  to  preserve  them  from  oblivioo.  Our  coun- 
try wenciies  and  stiSjointed  ploughboys  never  remind  us  of  Fauns  and 
SiWani  and  Nymphs  or  Naiads.  In  short,  we  most  dismiss  from  our 
minds  the  whole  macliinery  of  the  poets  in  making  our  comparisons, 
and  place  ourselves  among  the  stem  realities  of  life.  There  is  much 
more  of  the  imaginary  character  of  a  nymph  in  a  pretty  London  shop- 
girl, or  a  neat-footed  little  milliner,  than  cjin  be  found  in  half-a-dozen 
country  villages  among  the  assembled  Blouzelindas.  Churchill  hat 
draira  a  picture  of  a  modem  Naiad : 

^  Beneath  an  aged  oak  Lardella  lies — 
Green  niois  her  couch,  her  canopy  the  ikiet. 
From  aromatic  thrubs  the  roguish  gale 
Steals  young  perfumes,  and  wafts  them  through  the  vale. 
The  youth  tumM  swain,  and  skiUM  in  rustic  lays. 
Fast  by  her  side  his  amorous  descant  plays. 
Herds  low,  flocks  bleat,  pies  chatter,  ravens  scream, 
And  the  full  chorus  dies  adown  the  stream.^* 

The  London  chambermaid,  or  the  smirking  waiting-woman  of  my  lady, 
are  far  before  the  rustic  in  neatness  of  drees,  ele|^nce  of  appearance, 
and  intelligence.  What  is  there  captivating  in  the  drabs  of  afarmer^s 
kitchen,  or  the  Fastoras  of  his  turnip-field  ?  A  cottage  and  cottage 
love  may  sound  well  in  a  tale,  and  may  be  very  pretty  things  to  hang 
poetical  associations  upon ;  but  I  hate  hogsties,  and  smoky  peat  fires 
are,  to  my  seeming,  a  bad  substitute  for  Wallsend  and  Russei's  Main, 
blazing  through  the  polish  of  a  London  grate. 

Then,  as  to  rural  sports,  what  an  animal  is  a  foxhunter ;  yelling, 
like  an  Indian  savage,  after  an  unfortunate  animal,  that  he  pursues  over 
hedge  and  ditch,  for  twelve  successive  hours,  with  a  regiment  of  yelping 
curs ;  and  finishing  his  day^s  diversion  with  a  drunken  debauch !  That 
statue-like  being  the  angler,  also,  who  stands  a  whole  day  among  wet 
flags  to  be  repaid  with  a  ^^  glorious  nibble,"  the  very  image  of  unpro- 
ductive population,  of  stagnant  bodily  and  intellectual  powers !  A  walk 
in  Hyde  Park,  a  Thames  water-party,  a  visit  to  Vauxhall,  or  to  the 
theatre,  are  superior  pleasures,  giving  and  communicating  social  de* 
light.  The  good  health  enjoyed  by  that  portion  of  the  city's  popula- 
tioo  which  is  not  confined  to  labours  directly  prejudicial  to  being, 
shews  that  the  violence  of  country  exercise  is  not  essential  to  good 
health.  Men  live  to  as  great  an  age  in  London  as  in  the  remotest  vil- 
lages of  the  country.  I  would  not  be  thought  to  disparage  the  beau- 
ties of  nature ;  on  the  contrary,  I  think  they  are  very  delightful  in  their 
way;  but 

— -'^  the  loveliett  prospects  may  be  seen 
Till  half  their  heauties  fade.'' 

We  cannot  look  at  a  g^een  field  for  ever,  and  I  always  feel  in  a  state  of 
widowhood  when  I  am  long  among  them.  I  am  isolated,  and  become 
melancholy  and  dull ;  nor  do  I  recover  until  I  find  myself  again  on 

"  The  sweet  shady  side  of  Pall  Mall ;'' 

or  vratching  ^  the  full  tide  of  human  existence^'  rolling  its  triple  current 
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at  Charing  Cross.  If  we  must  see  trees,  we  have  them  in  the  paiks, 
and  our  rooms  are  filled  with  eiotic  plants,  to  which  both  ^^Pene  and 
Ind^'  have  contributed  their  share.  London,  excellent  as  it  is,  canooC 
give  everjr  thing,  we  cannot  have  town  and  country  too  ;  bat  we  have 
almanacks  to  inform  us  how  the  jear  passes  on,  and,  if  we  do  not  choose 
to  consult  these, 

*^  SuccessiTe  cries  the  season^s  change  prepare, 
And  mark  the  monthly  proereti  of  the  year:— 
Hark  !  how  the  streeta  with  treble  Toicet  nag^ 
To  sell  the  bounteous  product  of  the  q;>rlng.^^ 

In  the  country,  it  is  true,  a  man  may  be  intellectually  bosy.  HaTing 
first  stored  his  mind  in  London,  he  may  go  into  the  coontry  and  rest 
quiet  till  be  has  digested,  like  a  goi^ed  serpent,  what  he  has  swallowed; 
but  cannot  he  do  this  as  well  in  London  ?  The  seclusion  of  a  dumber 
in  the  Temple,  or  a  back  room  up  two  pair  of  stairs  in  a  peaceable 
street,  has  the  advantage  of  a  vicinity  to  life  and  bustle,  and  to  the 
lively  scenes  of  fashion,  without  going  fifty  miles  to  relax  among  them. 
There  are  hermits  in  London,  who,  for  twenty  years  together,  have 
scarcely  looked  out  of  their  front  doors,  and  have  had  little  reason  to 
complain  of  interruption. 

.  The  charities  of  life  are  no  where  exhibited  to  such  perfection  as 
in  London ;  there  they  go  hand  in  hand  with  the  refinements  of  loxory. 
There  is  more  good  done  in  London  in  the  space  of  a  year^  and  done, 
too,  from  praiseworthy  motives,  than  in  all  the  rest  of  the  kingdom 
besides  in  double  that  space  of  time.  While  the  country  housewife  is 
doling  out  ^  farthings  to  the  poor,^^  the  town  lady  is  giving  away 
pounds,  and  that,  too,  where  the  value  of  money  is  most  sensibly  ex- 
perienced. Close  living  and  hoarding  are  the  bane  of  benevolence : 
the  prodigal  is  always  charitable,  the  miser  cruel :  generosity  is  most 
rife  where  all  is  on  the  largest  scale,  and  the  mind  accustomed  to  con- 
template tilings  of  magnitude  scorns  to  be  little  only  in  its  measures  of 
beneficence.  Thus  great  good  is  done  in  London  with  far  leas  efibrt 
tlian  accompanies  the  microcosmic  charities  of  the  country. 

To  the  disciple  of  literature,  London  is  the  great  focus  of  enjoyment 
The  student  may,  as  before  observed,  go  into  the  country  to  digest 
what  he  has  taken  of  intellectual  food,  but  he  can  enjoy  the  feast  no 
where  but  there.  Men  and  books  in  all  possible  variety  may  be  there 
contemplated,  and  that  knowledge  acquired,  which  alone  leads  to  lite- 
rary excellence.  The  greatest  men  the  schools  have  sent  forth  were 
unluiown  to  the  public  until  they  had  unlearned  much  of  what  tiiej 
had  learned  in  them,  discarded  the  stifihess  of  pedantic  rules,  and 
caught,  almost  by  intuition,  that  knowledge  which  London  and  lis 
society  affords,  re-modeiling  also  their  opinions  before  they  could  attain 
celebrity.  Many  who  were  only  thought  dunces  at  Oxford  or  Cam* 
bridge,  or  were  scarcely  noted  for  parts  there,  have  been  drawn  forth 
by  the  inspiring  effect  of  London,  and  attained  immortal  eminence. 
Thus  London  has  matriculated  all  in  her  more  liberal  circle,  and  with- 
out  her  genial  power  many  a  man,  now  great,  would  have  remained 
^^  unknowing  and  unknown.'^  Her  institutions,  libraries,  lectures,  mu- 
seums, her  booksellerVshops  and  rendezvaut  of  talented  men,  are  advan- 
tages wiiich  the  country  cannot  afford,  and  must  ever  confer  upon 
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her  the  pre-emineiice  in  the  ejes  of  literary  men.  In  the  country,  ex- 
cept among  the  better  class  q£  persons,  tiie  ig;norance  of  the  people 
respecting  all  that  thej  do  not  see,  and  even  some  part  of  what  they  do, 
18  sarprifling.  In  London^  every  class  is  comparatively  wise.  Burke 
said,  that  one  of  the  best  speakers  and  plain  sensible  men  he  had  ever 
heard  was  a  journeyman  carpenter,  at  a  debating  society  which  he  had 
himself  attended  in  London. 

A  man  is  more  independent  in  London  than  he  can  ever  be  in  the 
cooDtry,  He  may  utter  his  opinions  in  the  public  coffee-room  without 
fearing  the  revenge  of  the  parson,  the  attorney,  or  the  exciseman — 
those  tyrants  of  the  village, — ^in  case  he  presume  to  oppose  their  dicta 
in  matters  of  religion  or  politics.  In  London,  people  mind  their  own 
affiiirs,  and  are  liberal  and  tolerant  towards  such  as  differ  from  them  in 
opinion — ^the  sure  sign  of  superior  mental  cultivation.  Scandal  is  not 
propagated  there,  as  it  is  in  the  country,  for  the  actions  and  conduct  of 
neit-door-neighbours  raise  little  curiosity.  London  is  adapted  to  all 
pursuits,  and  every  man  finds  his  own  followed  up  to  a  pitch  of  excel- 
lence of  which  he  had  little  idea  till  he  witnessed  it.  The  politician 
may  there  study  politics,  and  observe  the  vox  popuH  of  the  most  dis* 
criminating  multitude  in  the  world  ;  the  merchant  find  himself  in  the 
first  of  commercial  cities  ;  the  lover  of  the  drama  in  the  best  field  for 
dramatic  excellence  ;  the  man  of  pleasure  in  the  best  scene  of  enjoy- 
ment ;  the  philosopher  on  the  spot  where  every  subject  for  observa« 
tion  is  congregated,  upon  which  he  may  meditate  undisturbed ;  and  the 
philanthropist  at  the  place  of  all  others  where  there  is  the  widest  field 
for  the  exercise  of  his  benevolence.  Can  all  these  things  be  said  of 
the  country  ?  Shades  of  Johnson  and  of  De  Stael !  names  not  easily  for- 
gotten, how  wisely  ye  preferred  the  advantages  of  city  life !  The 
^^  literary  colossus'^  has  left  testimonies  to  his  conviction  of  the  supe- 
riority of  London  not  easily  overturned.  Hail  to  thee,  mighty  city  of 
Cockaigne !  they  who  impudently  jeer  thee,  whether  the  insidious  fry 
of  northern  libellers,  or  the  ill-judging  race  who  assert  the  superioii^ 
over  thee  of  spring  hedge-rows,  green-mantled  pools,  mud  cottages 
made  for  poverty  and  love,  cawing  rookeries,  village  Cinderellas,  flail- 
swinging  Corydons,  unsophisticate  Delias,  pickle-making  aunts, 

^^  Demurest  of  the  tabby  kind,^* 

foxhunting  ^sauires,  raral  parsons,  ^^  much  bemused  in  beer,"  and  the 
whole  race  of  thy  traducers — may  they,  one  and  all,  be  condemned  to 
slumber  forever  in  the  rust  of  dulness,  and  die  fattened  in  the  sties 
which  they  have  erected  for  themselves  in  the  ^^  bliss"  of  their  own 
^  ignorance !"  Whilst  thy  empire,  dark-brown  Augusta,  shall  extend  on 
every  hand,  and  over  thousands  of  additional  population.  Highgate 
and  Hampstead,  Greenwich  andDeptford,  shall  ere  long  be  domiciliat- 
ed with  thee  ;  and  even  Richmond  Hill  be  within  thy  circuit,  on  which 
thoa  mayst  erect  thy  capitol,  so  that  the  city  of  the  seven  hills  can  no 
more  be  nid  to  have  outshone  thee  in  extent  than  in  freshness  of 
glory  I  V. 


(  w  ) 


THE  DllfKEll* 

Trvs  to  his  mate  Sir  Richard  spoke— 
^^  The  Hoose  is  up ;  from  London  smoke 

AU  fly,  the  Park  grows  thinner  ; 
The  friends,  who  fed  us,  will  condemn 
Our  backward  board ;  we  must  feed  them : 

My  dear,  let  ^s  give  a  dinner.^' 

*^  Agreed,^^  his  lady  cries,  ^*  and  first 
Put  down  Sir  George  and  Lady  Hurst*^ 

"  Done !  now  /  name—the  Gatties  !" 
"  My  dear,  they  're  rather  stupid."—"  Stuif » 
We  dine  with  them,  and  that 's  enough  : 

Besides  I  like  their  paties." 

"  Who  next  ?"  "  Sir  James  and  Lady  Dunn.'^ 

**  Oh  no."—"  Why  not  ?"— "  They  '11  bring  their  too^ 

That  regular  tormentor ; 
A  couple,  *with  one  child,  are  sure 
To  bring  three  fools  outside  their  door, 

Whene'er  abroad  they  venture." 

"  Who  next?"—"  John  Yates."-"  What !  M.  P.  Yates  ; 
Who  o'er  the  bottle,  stale  debates 

Drags  forth  ten  times  a  minute  ?" 
"  He  's  like  the/est :  whoever  /oiZt, 
Out  of  St.  Stephen's  school  tells  tales 

He  'd  quak/to  utter  in  it." 

"  Well,  have  him  if  you  will."— «  The  Grants." 
"  My  dear,  remember,  at  your  aunt's 

I  view'd  them  with  abhorrence." 
"  Why  so  ?" — "  Why,  since  they  've  come  from  Lisle, 
(Which  they  call  Letl)  they  bore  our  isle 

With  Brussels,  Tours,  and  Florence. 

"  Where  could  you  meet  them  ?"— "  At  the  Nore." 

"  Who  next  ?"— "  The  Lanes."    "  We  want  two  more,— 

Lieutenant  General  Diz^y." 
"  He 's  deaf."    "  But  then  he  '11  brmg  Tom  White." 
"  True  !  ask  them  both  :  the  boy 's  a  bite  ; 

We  '11  place  him  next  to  Lizzy." 

'Tis  seven — the  Hursts,  the  Dunns,  Jack  Yates, 
The  Grants  assemble :  dinner  waits : 

In  march  the  Lanes,  the  Gatties. 
Objections,  taunts,  rebukes  are  fled, 
Hate,  scorn,  and  ridicule  lie  dead 

As  so  many  Donatties. 

Yates  carves  the  turbot.  Lane  the  lamb, 
Sir  George  the  fowls,  Sir  James  the  ham, 

Dunn  with  the  beef  is  busy. 
His  helpmate  pats  her  darling  boy, 
And,  to  complete  a  mother's  joy, 

Tom  White  sits  next  to  Lizzy. 
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All  trot  their  hobbiet  rovnd  the  room ; 
They  talk  of  routs,  retrenchments^  Haia«« 

The  bard  who  wonH  lie  follow, 
The  Turks,  the  statue  in  the  Park, 
Which  both  the  Grants,  at  once,  remark 

Jumped  down  from  Mount  Cavallo. 

They  talk  of  dances,  operas,  dress. 
They  nod,  they  smile,  they  acquiesce ; 

None  pout ;  all  seem  delighted  : 
Heavens !  can  this  be  the  self-same  set, 
So  courteously  receired,  when  met ; 

So  taunted,  when  invited  ? 

So  have  I  seen,  at  Drury-Lane, 

A  play  rehearsed  :  the  Thespian  train 

in  arms  ;  the  bard  astounded ; 
Scenes  cut ;  parts  shifted ;  songs  displaced  \ 
Jokes  mangled ;  characters  effaced  \ 

*'*•  Confusion  worse  confounded.^^ 

But,  on  the  night,  with  seeming  hearts, 
The  warring  tribe  their  several  parts 

Enact  with  due  decorum. 
Such  is  the  gulph  that  intervenes 
'  Twixt  those  who  get  behind  the  scenes, 

And  those  who  sit  before  ^em ! 


TO   SEFHYR. 
ffBOM  DON  X8TKVAX  1L4VVSL  PI  VXLLXOAff, 

SwEST  inmate  of  the  verdant  wood, 

Of  flowery  April  aye  the  friend, 
Thou  who  with  Love  canst  fire  the  blood« 
Zephyr !  attend. 

Oh  !  didst  thou  know  mj  hearths  dismay 

When  floated  on  tby  breast  my  sigh ! 
Listen !  and  to  my  false  nymph  say — 
Say,  that  I  die. 

To  Phillis  once  my  grief  was  dear. 

My  sorrows  once  would  Phillis  mourn  \ 
She  loved  me  once,  but  now  1  fear— - 
I  fear  her  scorn. 

So  may  the  gods  propitious  prove, 

The  Heavens  with  kindly  ardour  glow. 
And  free  the  earth,  wherever  you  rove, 
From  chilling  snow ! 


Ke^er  may  thy  airy  flight  be  bound 

By  those  dark  clouds  that  morning  brings, 
Ke'^er  may  the  hail-storm  rudely  wound 

Thy  balmy  wings  !  A«  Z. 


{   «w   ) 


jomiTAL  or  A  Tomuar^— HO.  tr. 
•O  qai  me  gelidis  in  TaUibut  Heenti 


Sistat,  et  ingenti  ramorum  protegat  iimbr4 ! 

Let  every  man,  even  if  his  imagination  be  ^<  duller  than  the  &t 
weed  that  rots  itself  at  ease  on  Lethe's  bank,'*  rest  contented  with  its 
creations,  and  not  attempt  to  compare  them  with  the  realities  which 
they  anticipated ;  for  he  may  be  well  assured  that  in  the  great  majority 
of  instances  he  will  be  hitterly  disappointed.  The  tamest  embodying 
of  fancy  generally  surpasses  the  moat  brilliant  matter-of-fact ;  and  to 
have  all  one's  rich  hut  indefinite  ideas  dissipated  by  the  rude  assault  of 
ocular  demonstration,  is  like  being  awakened  out  of  a  delicious  dream 
hy  the  dustman's  bell.  He  is  a  wise  man  who  saves  all  the  expense  of 
travelling  ;  performs  the  grand  tour  in  his  easy  chair ;  sets  his  mind  in 
motion  instead  of  his  limbs  ;  and  conjures  before  him,  hy  an  instan- 
taneous process  of  his  mind,  all  those  celebrated  towns,  ruinS|  and  land- 
scapes, which  tourists  expend  so  much  time  and  trouble  in  exploring, 
and,  after  all,  never  behold  in  half  so  magnificent  or  picturesque  a  point 
of  view,  as  the  fire-side  visionary,  whose  eyes  have  never  wandered 
from  the  poker  or  the  rug.  According  to  the  old  adage  of  ^  omne 
ignotum  pro  magnifico,"  the  less  a  man  knows,  the  more  magnificent 
are  his  ideas  ;  and  let  him  repose  upon  this  imaginary  grandeur,  for 
there  is  poetical  authority  for  declaring,  that  where  ^^  ignorance  is  bliss 
'tis  folly  to  be  wise."....The  reader  may  well  think  me  timid,  but  I  really 
feel  seriously  alarmed  at  the  daily  increase  of  my  information,  for  evefy 
step  forward  seems  to  be  the  demolition  of  some  delightful  conception ; 
and  every  new  sight  seen  by  the  bodily  eye,  destroys  in  a  moment  some 
beautiful  vision  on  which  the  mind^s  eye  had  feasted  for  years.  Such 
has  been  the  effect  of  my  visit  to-day  to  the  Hermitage  of  Jean  Jacques 
Rousseau,  in  the  woods  of  Montmorency.  0  what  picttiresque,  what 
romantic  associations  did  I  connect  with  this  spot !  A  hermitage  in  the 
midst  of  woods  is  abstractedly  scenic  and  piquant  to  the  fancy ;  bat 
when  I  recollected  the  glowing  and  pastoral  beauties  with  which  tins 
morbid  enthusiast  had  invested  it  in  his  Confessions — when  I  called  to 
mind  that  he  had  here  composed  some  of  his  moAt  touching  effuaions, 
and  had  attributed  their  fervour  to  the  inspiration  of  these  sylvan  and 
sequestered  haunts,  my  imagination  was  disposed  to  run  riot  in  the 
luxuriance  of  its  rural  shadowings.  I  had  determined,  however,  that 
the  Hermitage  itself  was  a  kind  of  Swiss  cottage,  somewhat  like  those 
in  the  gardens  of  the  little  Trianon,  the  trellis-work  of  whose  latticed 
windows  was  nearly  hidden  hy  clusters  of  roses,  jessamin,  and  honey- 
suckle ;  while  acacias,  monntein  ash,  laburnum,  and  other  flowering 
trees  gracefully  threw  their  varicoloured  foliage  over  the  roof^  con- 
trasting finely  with  the  gigantic  boughs  and  impenetrable  shade  of  the 
forest  in  wldch  the  whole  was  embowered.  Alas !  this  inauspicious 
day  was  but  a  tissue  of  disappointments.  After  toiling  up  )he  hill  of 
Montmorency,  I  looked  around  me,  and  if  its  valley  be  in  reality,  what  it 
Is  generally  stated  to  be,— one  of  the  most  picturesque  and  romantic 
spots  in  France,  I  can  only  say ,  so  much  the  worse  for  France.  I  acree  with 
the  Parisian,  who  pronounced  that  the  view  from  Richmond  Hill  would 
he  no  great  matter,  if  you  took  away  the  wood  and  water,  for  here  they 
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are  both  waDtiog,  and  the  prospect  is  predsely  as  he  states — no  great 

matter. The  town  itself  is  small  and  shabby,  and  would  be  little 

known  but  from  its  Ticinitj  to  the  Hermitage,  and  the  influx  of  pil- 
grims to  visit  it,  for  whose  accommodation  a  large  and  well-appointed 
establishment  of  donkies  is  in  perpetual  readiness.  Not  choosing  to 
arail  ourselves  of  this  conveyance,  we  walked  along  a  winding  road, 
which  led  to  the  point  of  attraction,  and  here  we  d^d  encounter  the 
prettiest  and  most  pastoral  scene  imaginable.  A  sudden  dip  of  the 
path  left  some  high  and  broken  ground  on  our  left,  thickly  planted  with 
the  finest  walnut-trees  we  had  yet  seen.  The  sound  of  music  induced 
us  to  climb  this  ascent,  and  upon  the  summit,  under  the  shade  of  out-: 
spreading  boughs,  was  a  group  of  peasant  girls  dancing  quadrilles^  all 
attired  alike  in  their  Sunday  costume,  (for  it  was  the  Sabbath-day,) 
consisting  of  crimson  cotton  gowns,  black  aprons,  and  elegantly-worked 
caps ;  while  the  band  had  converted  a  grassy  bank  into  an  orchestra, 
and  the  parents,  seated  on  benches,  or  reclining  upon  the  ground,  en- 
circled the  whole  assemblage.  Nothing  could  be  more  melo-dramatic 
than  the  dresses,  scenery,  £mcing,  and  Umt-etuenUfU  of  this  picturesque 
little  company ;  and  yet  nothing  could  be  more  unaffected,  simple,  aud 
modest,  than  ti>e  air  of  the  performers.  It  seemed  a  spontaneous 
efitisioo  of  tranquil  enjoyment,  and  was  rendered  doubly  attractive  to 
us,  wliatever  it  might  be  to  the  parties  concerned,  by  the  absence  of 
men,  who  in  this  country  are  in  woeful  discordance  with  all  pastoral 
associations.  Unwillingly  quitting  this  primitive  scene,  we  bent  our 
steps  to  the  Hermitage,  which  we  found  to  be  a  common-place,  square, 
vulgar  house,  in  the  court-yard  of  which  stood  a  carriage,  no  very 
hermit-like  appendage.  Passing  through  some  shabby  rooms,  we  were 
ushered  into  the  far-famed  garden,  a  small,  formal,  square  encldsure, 
surrounded  by  walls,  in  one  comer  of  which  was  a  poor  bust  of  Jean 
Jacques,  with  some  lines  by  his  quondam  patroness ;  in  another  was  a 
bust  of  Gretry,  the  musician,  who  tenanted  the  house  after  Rousseau ; 
and  at  the  extremity  was  a  miserable  miniature  attempt  at  rusticity, 
consisting  of  a  cork-screw  walk,  a  gutter  with  a  large  stone  or  two, 
meant  to  imitate  a  cascade  and  rock,  and  that  indispensable  article  in 
all  French  gardening,  a  little  basin  with  a  jei  d^eau,  ^^  O  what  a  falling 
off  was  here  !" — ^Disappointed  and  detected  I  left  this  paltry  cabbage- 
garden,  resolved  to  plunge,  for  consolation,  into  the  woods  of  Mont- 
morency ;  but  these  have  long  since  gone  to  warm  ragouts  and  frican' 
deaus  for  the  epicures  of  Paris,  and  nothing  now  exists  but  some  ma- 
thematical rows  of  poplars,  and  straggling  plantations  of  young  trees 
and  underwood.  Yet  this  dry  chalky  valley,  glaring  with  white  houses, 
thl^  forest  of  twigs  and  young  poplars,  this  cockney  hermitage,  worthy 
of  Mile  End  or  Homerton,  the  Parisians  consider  as  the  beau  idSal  of 
all  that  is  wild,  sylvan,  and  romantic ;  proudly  adducing  them  as  irre- 
fragable proofs  of  the  superiority  of  their  own  environs,  whenever  a 
Londoner  ventures  to  say  a  word  in  behalf  of  Richmond  Hill. 

Almost  every  eminence  in  the  vicinity  of  Paris  capable  of  affording 
a  view,  has  been  seized  by  some  monarch  or  mistress  for  the  construc- 
tion of  a  chateau ;  and  if  Voltaire  and  other  leading  writers  of  the 
French  have  fixed  their  Augustan  sera  of  literature  in  the  reign  of 
Louis  Quatorze,  and  decried  all  deviation  from  this  standard  of  per- 
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fection  as  barbarous,  it  is  not  to  be  expected  that  succeeding  builden 
of  palaces  shoald  depart  from  the  established  system  of  gardening 
practised  by  Le  Notre  under  that  grand  monarque^  and  so  happily  il- 
lustrated in  the  quincunxes,  stars,  terraces,  parterres,  clipped  allies,  and 
rerdant  sculpture  of  Versailles.  The  ostentatious,  formal  and  artifi- 
cial style  of  that  age  has  not  only  extended  itself  by  means  of  the 
Academy  to  the  literature  of  France,  but  has  stamped  itself  upon  the 
taste  of  the  country,  and  left  a  legible  impress  upon  the  national  cha- 
racter. Magnificence  and  extent  in  some  degree  redeemed  the  origi- 
nal ; — ite  successors  have  only  meanness  and  poverty  superadded  to  the 
reproach  of  servile  imitation,  and  this  is  the  character  of  nearly  all 
the  gardens  and  grounds  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  the  capital.  Cir- 
cumstances have  conspired  to  perpetuate  the  parsimony  of  nature.  The 
practice  of  cutting  down  all  the  trees  of  a  certain  age  for  fuel  is  utterly 
destructive  of  any  thing  like  scenery.  Those  hoary  monarchs  of  the 
forest  which  impart  a  character  of  grandeur  te  the  glades  they  over- 
shadow, and  awaken  correspondent  emotions  in  the  spectator  by  car- 
rying his  thoughts  into  the  past  and  the  future,  are  strangers  to  these 
purlieus ;  but  there  is  no  lack  of  slim,  sickly  shoots, — plantations  of 
underwood,  and  forests  of  sticks  disposed  in  rows,  with  rectilinear 
avenues.  With  the  exception  of  the  trees  that  line  the  roads,  and 
those  forming  the  Boulevards,  1  have  not  yet  seen  one  of  any  apparent 
age ;  nor  even  among  these  have  I  encountered  a  single  noble  or  ma- 
jestic specimen. 

There  is  nothing  fantastical  in  supposing  some  general  analogy  to 
exist  between  the  features  of  a  country  and  the  character  of  its  inha- 
bitants. Unconversant  with  the  physical  beauties  of  nature,  the  Fcench 
know  not  how  to  appreciate  her  moral  charms ;  and  as  they  supply  her 
niggardliness  in  the  one  instance  by  a  jet  d*eau  and  an  evergreen  maze, 
so  they  substitute  for  the  other,  frigid  declamation,  pedantic  rules,  and 
elaborate  art.  Who  can  wonder  at  La  Harpers  declaration,  that  pastoral 
))oetry  is  more  in  discredit  among  them  thian  any  other  species  of  com- 
position ?  or  atthe  Abbfc  de  Lille's  regretting  that  the  "  false  delicacy 
and  unfortunate  prejudices''  of  his  countrymen  should  have  proscribed 
the  style  suited  to  such  writings?  Who  can  be  amazed  that  they  are 
not  only  blind  to  that  fervent,  impassioned,  and  enthusiastic  drama 
which  draws  its  inspiration  from  the  deep  founts  of  Nature,  but  that 
from  the  time  of  Voltaire  they  have  ever  flouted  it  with  derision  and 
contempt?  Is  it  not  consistent  that  they  should  exalt  the  classical, 
meaning  by  that  term  the  productions  of  Comeille,  Racine,  and  Vol- 
taire, over  the  romantic,  as  exemplified  in  the  works  of  such  bunglers 
as  Shakspeare  ?  Can  we  wonder,  in  fine,  that  they  should  utterly  ^1 
in  gardening,  and  in  all  those  works  of  art  the  periection  of  which  re- 
quires an  intense  feeling  of  nature,  or  taste  for  simplicity ;  while  they 
are  the  inventors  of  cocked-hats,  hoops,  and  hair-powder ;  nnrivalled 
in  bijouterie^  and  all  the  littlenesses  of  art ;  peerless  in  dancing,  as  far  as 
perfection  consists  in  deviating  from  all  natural  attitudes,  slnd  para- 
mount in  cookery,  which  necessarily  implies  a  similar  departure  from 
every  thing  primitive  and  simple. 

The  demolition  of  the  wood  of  Boulogne  is  eagerly  ascribed  to  the 
English  who  were  quartered  in  it  at  the  second  occupation  of  Paris; 
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but  the  assertion  is  only  true  to  a  Tery  limited  extent  It  bos  been  cut- 
doirn  )ialf  a  dozen  times,  and  its  principal  destruction  was  effected  by 
the  French  themselves,  for  the  purpose  of  forming  palisades  at  the 
period  alluded  to.  Have  they  not,  moreover,  in  the  Tery  heart  of  this 
classical  metropolis  fountains  of  the  Elephant,  of  the  Naiad,  of  Bac- 
chus, and  of  the  Devil;  Barriers  of  Battle,  Mount  Parnassus,  and 
Hell ;  a  Hospital  of  Scipio,  a  Pantheon,  Odeon,  Gyjnnasium,  Olym- 
pic Circus,  a  Cosmographic  Saloon,  besides  Turkish  Gardens,  gardeiA 
of  the  Delta,  and  Tivoli?  Not  only  haye  they  triumphal  Arches  and 
Columns,  but  a  single  Co6ee-House  of  a  thousand  Columns,  which  is  at 
the  same  time  a  k>w  shabby  room  with  a  fine  lady  in  the  bar,  and  a 
few  pillars  against  the  walls.  May  not  the  traveller  who  pays  attention 
to  their  gaudy  signs,  encounter  in  the  single  street  of  St.  Honor^,  the 
Guardian  Angel,  the  Symbol  of  Peace,  the  Palm  of  Victory,  the 
Triumph  of  Trajan,  the  Blush  of  Aurora,  and  the  Pharos  of  Leander  ? — 
Even  the  Christian  names  of  the  rabble  are  pagan  and  poetical.  The 
writer  being  in  want  of  a  maid-servant  received  applications  from  a 
Zoe,  a  Rosalie,  an  Adrienne,  two  Augustines,  one  Anastasie,  and  one 
Ad^ie ;  the  latter  of  whom,  by  way  of  summing  up  her  qualifications, 
declared  that  she  was  of  a  disposition  altogether  sweet  and  aouable  ; 
knew  how  to  touch  the  piano  a  little,  and  could  sing  songs  for  the 
amusement  of  children.  The  French  of  all  ranks,  and  under  all  cir- 
cumstances, are  just  as  fond  of  grandiloquence  and  altisonant  phrases 
as  they  were  in  the  time  of  Sterne.  Boileau's  maxim  that  ^^  one  would 
rather  tolerate,  generally  speaking,  a  low  or  common  thought,  expressed 
in  noble  words,  than  a  noble  thought  expressed  in  mean  language,^^ 
has  not  been  lost  upon  them ;  for  it  was  exactly  adapted  to  the  pride  of 
a  people  who  could  more  easily  obtain  the  command  of  a  thousand 
sounding  words  than  of  a  single  fine  idea. 


THE  KISS. 
IMITATXD  r&OM  dUlIBRKT. 

Bowe,  baiie  may  tout  a  Pheure. 

From  Fhillis  I  received  a  kits, 

And  quite  transported  with  the  bliss, 

^^  Kiss  me,  oh  kiss  me  !^^  still  I  cried  ; 

When  thus  the  laughing  fair  replied : 

*'^  What !  is  your  memory  so  bad. 

That  you  forget  the  kiss  you  ^ve  had — 

The  very  moment  it  was  taken, 

£re  the  warm  blush  my  cheek^s  forsaken  V^ 

*'  No,''  I  rejoin'd,  "  you  reason  wrong ; 

If  for  another  kiss  I  long, 

'Tis  that  my  memory  so  steady, 

StiU  dwells  on  that  I  're  had  already.''  M. 


(    M4     ) 
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^^  But  what  BO  pore  which  enrious  tongnei  will  spare  ? 
Some  wicked  wits  have  libelled  all  the  fair.^  Pops. 

^^  On  me  when  donees  are  satiric, 
I  take  it  for  a  panegyric/^  Swipt. 

Anacreon,  being  asked  why  he  addressed  all  bis  bjmns  to  womea 
and  none  to  the  gods,  answered, — ^*'  Because  women  are  mj  deities ;" 
and  the  ladies  were,  no  doabt,  migbtilj  indebted  to  him  and  similar 
voluptuaries  who  set  them  up  in  their  houses,  as  certain  barbarous 
nations  did  their  Lares  and  Lemures,  for  playthings  and  ornaments,  to 
be  deified  when  their  owners  were  in  good  luck  and  good  humour,  and 
vilipended  and  trodden  under  foot  in  every  access  of  passion  or  re- 
verse of  fortune.  Little  flattering  as  is  such  praise,  it  is  still  observa- 
ble that  the  ancient  writers  seldom  abused  the  sex  ^^  in  good  set  terms,'' 
or  carried  their  vituperation  beyond  the  excusable  limits  of  raiileiy 
and  a  joke.  Socrates  vented  only  witticisms  against  Xantippe :  Xenar- 
chus,  the  comic  poet,  in  noticing  that  none  but  the  male  grasshoppers 
sing,  exclaims,  ^^  How  happy  are  they  in  having  dumb  wives  !'*  and 
Eubulus,  another  old  Grecian  jester,  after  mentioning  the  atrocities  of 
Medea,  Clytemnestra,  and  Phesdra,  says  it  is  but  fair  that  he  should 
proceed  to  enumerate  the  virtuous  heroines,  when  he  suddenly  stops 
short,  wickedly  pretending  that  he  cannot  recollect  a  single  one. 
Among  the  Romans  we  know  that  Juvenal  dedicated  his  sixth  Satire 
to  the  abuse  of  the  fair  sex,  but  his  worst  charge  only  accuses  them  of 
being  as  bad  as  the  men ;  and  if  we  are  to  infer  that  the  licentiousness  of 
his  own  life  was  at  all  equal  to  the  grossness  of  his  language,  we  may 
safely  presume  that  ids  iemale  acquaintance  were  not  among  the  most 
favourable  specimens  of  the  race.  The  unnatural  state  of  Monachism 
has  been  the  bitter  fountain  whence  has  flowed  most  of  the  still  more 
unnatural  abuse  of  women  ;  the  dark  ages  have  supplied  all  the  great 
luminaries  of  Misogyny,  who  have  ransacked  their  imaginations  to  sup- 
ply reasons  for  perverted  religion,  and  excuses  for  violated  humanity. 
Valeriuses  letters  to  Rufinus,  the  gulden  book  of  Theophrastos,  and 
Saint  Jerome's  Exhortations  to  Celibacy,  have  furnished  all  authors, 
from  the  Romance  of  the  Rose  downwards,  with  materials  for  this 
unmanly  warfare, — so  narrow  is  the  basis  on  which  are  grounded 
all  the  sorry  jests,  shallow  arguments,  and  pitiful  scandals  of  ribalds 
and  lampooners;  and  so  easy  is  it  to  obtain  a  reputation  for  that 
species  of  wit,  which,  as  Johnson  says  of  scriptural  parody,  ^a 
good  man  detests  for  its  immorality,  and  a  clever  one  despises  for  its 
faciUty.'' 

Chaucer^s  Wife  of  Bath,  Merchant's  Tale,  &c.  all  borrowed  from  the 
abovementioned  sources,  were  little  more  than  good-humoured  though 
gross  caricatures ;  Boileau,  whose  tenth  Satire  is  a  more  bitter  denun- 
ciation, should  have  recollected,  that  he  was  naturally  as  well  as  pro- 
fessionally compelled  to  celibacy,  and  might  have  consulted  his  friend 
Fontenelle  upon  the  Fable  of  the  Fox  and  the  Grapes  :  it  was  perhaps 
to  be  expected  that  the  melancholy  Dr.  Young,  who  undervalued  hu* 
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man  natare  and  happiness,  should  have  levelled  his  shafts  against  the 
masterpiece  of  one  and  the  dispenser  of  the  other — Woman ! — ^bnt  what 
shall  we  say  to  the  contemporarj  satirists,  Pope  and  Swift,  each  of 
whom,  after  trifling  with  and  inveigling  the  affections  of  two  accom- 
plished ladies,  who  sacrificed  every  tUng  to  the  promotion  of  their 
happiness,  slunk  hack  from  marriage,  or,  if  married,  were  not  only  mean 
and  cowardly  enough  to  conceal  it,  hut  ungrateful  enough  to  publish 
heartless  libels  against  the  whole  sex  ?  Let  this  be  always  recollected 
when  any  one  ventures  the  hackneyed  quotations  from  Pope, — ^^  Every 
woman  is  at  heart  a  rake^^ — ^^  Most  women  have  no  characters  at  all'' 
— ^'  The  love  of  pleasure  and  the  love  of  sway :"  with  other  citations 
equally  just  and  novel.  As  to  Swift,  he  can  luckily  be  seldom  quoted 
in  decent  company ;  yet  even  he  could  confess  that  the  grossness  and 
degeneracy  of  conversation  observable  in  his  time  were  mainly  attribu- 
table to  the  exclusion  of  women  from  society.  Conscious  that  this 
8df«potting  calumny  is  somewhat  like  spitting  against  the  wind,  later 
writers  have  generally  had  the  good  sense  to  avoid  putting  themselves 
in  the  way  of  its  recoil ;  and  if  a  living  author  delights  to  vent  his 
spleen  against  the  sex  in  general,  and  his  wife  in  particular,  he  may 
plead  in  his  defence  that  which  I  believe  might  be  adduced  by  all  simi- 
lar libellers — 

^*  ForgiTenen  to  the  injured  doth  belong, 
They  never  pardon  who  commit  the  wrong.^^ 

Nor  be  it  forgotten  that  such  men  may  be  only  exemplifying  the  fable 
of  the  Painter  and  the  Lion,  for  it  is  easier  to  traduce  fifty  women  than 
practise  one  virtue. 


•  "  Women  want  the  ways 


To  praise  their  deeds,  bat  men  want  deeds  to  praise.^^ 

I  do  not  merely  admire  women  as  the  most  beautiful  objects  of  cre- 
ation, or  love  them  as  the  sole  sources  of  happiness,  but  I  reverence 
them  as  the  redeeming  glories  of  humanity,  the  sanctuaries  of  the  vir- 
tues, the  pledges  and  antepast  of  those  perfect  qualities  of  the  head 
and  heart,  combined  with  attractive  external  charms,  which,  by  their 
union,  almost  exalt  them  into  the  angelic  character.  Taxation  and 
luxury,  and  stru^les  for  existence,  have  made  us  such  a  cold,  selfish, 
plodding  nation,  that  we  should  be  base  indeed,  were  it  not  for  the 
disinterestedness  and  enthusiasm  of  our  females,  whose  romance  even 
is  necessary  to  qualify  the  painful  reality  of  our  existence.  And  yet, 
from  the  first  moment  when  I  began  to  reflect,  I  have  always  thanked 
God  that  I  was  not  bom  a  woman,  deeming  them  the  bestowers  rather 
than  enjoyers  of  happiness — the  flower-crowned  victims  offered  up  to 
the  human  lord  of  the  Creation. 

Passing  over  the  early  period  of  her  life,  which,  however,  is  one  of 
perpetual  restraint  and  unvaried  subjection  to  the  most  self-denying 
farms  and  observances,  we  will  suppose  a  female  to  have  attained  a 
fitting  age  for  that  great  and  paramount  end  of  her  being — marriage. 
Men  have  a  thousand  objects  in  Ufe — ^the  professions,  glory,  ambition, 
the  arts,  authorship,  advancement,  and  money-getting,  in  all  their  ra- 
mifications, each  sufficient  to  absorb  their  minds  and  supply  substitutes 
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in  case  of  primary  failure ;  but  if  a  woman  succeed  not  in  the  one  sole 
hope  of  her  hazardous  career,  she  is  utterly  lost  to  ail  the  purposes  of 
exertion  or  happiness,  the  past  has  been  all  thrown  away,  and  the 
future  presents  nothing  but  cheerless  desolation.  Love  is  only  a  luxuiy 
to  men,  but  it  may  be  termed  a  necessary  to  women,  both  by  the  con- 
stitution of  society  and  the  decrees  of  nature,  for  she  has  endowed  them 
with  superior  susceptibility  and  overflowing  affections,  which,  if  tbej 
be  not  provided  with  a  vent,  perpetually  corrode  and  knaw  the  heart 
And  what  are  her  feelings  and  chances  in  this  fearful  lottery  ?  A  con- 
stant sense  of  degradation,  in  being  compelled  to  make  her  whole  life 
a  game,  a  manoeuvre,  a  speculation ;  while  she  is  haunted  with  the  fear 
and  shame  of  ultimate  failure.  And  how  alarmingly  must  the  number 
of  these  involuntary  nuns  increase  with  the  yearly  augmenting  distress 
of  taxed,  and  luxurious,  and  expensive*  England,  where  the  moral  re- 
straint of  Malthus,  while  it  inflicts  no  privations  upon  the  num,  con- 
demns the  female  to  an  utter  blighting  of  the  soul,  aggravated,  perhaps, 
by  dependency  or  want.  Blistered  be  the  tongue  that  can  ridicule, 
and  paralyzed  the  hand  that  can  libel  those  victims  of  an  artificial  and 
unnatural  system  who  have  been  unfeelingly  taunted  as  Old  Maids. 
Well  could  I  excuse  them,  if,  in  the  bitterness  of  sickened  hope  and 
the  idleness  of  unjoyous  solitude,  they  were  even  prone  to  exercise  a 
volant  censorship  over  the  peccadilloes  of  their  more  fortunate  rivals ; 
but  I  repel  the  chaige,  and  can  safely  affirm  that  some  of  the  most 
amiable,  kind-hearted,  liberal  women  I  have  ever  known  were  in  this 
calumniated  class. 

One  chance  of  ^  single  blessedness^'  is  still  reserved  for  these  Celi- 
bates. Their  affections,  unclaimed  upon  earth,  sometimes  seek  a  re- 
cipient in  the  skies  ; — responding  to  the  manifestations  of  divine  love 
which  they  sec  on  every  side  of  them,  they  draw  down  religious  light- 
ning direct  from  Heaven,  wliile  men  seek  conductors,  which  only  guide 
it  towards  the  earth.  The  devotion  of  the  former,  as  it  is  founded 
upon  feeling,  may  be  uninquiring  and  have  a  tendency  to  enthusiasm, 
but  it  will  be  cheerful  and  happy,  because  emanating  from  the  heart ; 
the  latter  approach  this  subject  with  their  heads — a  process  wliich  not 
unfrequently  makes  them  sceptics,  or  bigots,  or  hypocrites. 

But  let  us  suppose  the  happier  case  of  a  ^oung  woman,  who,  from 
her  beauty  or  fortune,  is  sure  to  receive  offers — ^that  is  to  say,  who 
will  attract  fools  or  sharpers,  and  be  taken  as  a  necessary  appendage  of 
her  face  or  her  purse.  Even  here,  how  little  selection  is  allowed  to 
her  : — she  may  reject  one,  perhaps  two,  but  if  the  third  be  merely  free 
from  positive  objections,  prudence  ui^es  his  acceptance,  relations  se- 
cond prudence,  and  she  marries  a  man  because  he  affords  her  no  good 
excuse  for  hating  him.  The  Circassians  of  Europe  have  little  more 
choice  than  their  namesakes  of  Asia.  The  ^^  happy  pair''  begin  by 
committing  a  great  mistake — ^they  withdraw  themselves  from  the  world 
to  spend  the  honeymoon  together ;  familiarity  produces  its  usual  effects, 
they  see  too  much  of  one  another  at  first,  and  the  results  are  exhaustion 
and  ennui.  She  who  marries  an  Idler,  who  will  hang  upon  her  society 
till  he  is  wearied,  and  then  seek  recreation  elsewhere,  has  not  so  many 
chances  of  happiness,  as  the  woman  whose  husband  is  coihpelled  to 
tear  himself  from  her  company  for  his  duties,  and  gladly  returns  to  it 
for  his  enjoyments. 
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A  man^s  love  generally  diminishes  after  marriage^  while  a  woman^s 
increases  ;  both  of  which  results  might  have  been  anticipated,  for  that 
appetite,  either  of  person  or  parse,  which  the  Bridegroom  too  often 
dignifies  with  the  name  of  love,  disappears  with  enjoyment ;  while 
the  Bride,  whose  affections  were  perhaps  little  interested  at  first,  finds 
them  imperceptibly  kindled  by  a  sense  of  duty,  by  the  consciousness 
of  her  dependence,  and  the  gratifications  and  novelty  which  her  total 
change  of  life  invariably  presents  at  the  outset  Awakening  from  this 
trance,  she  has  leisure  to  discover  that  she  has  made  over  to  her  lord 
aod  master,  strictly  and  truly  so  designated,  not  only  all  her  present 
possessions,  but  aU  her  future  expectations,  all  that  she  may  even  earn 
by  her  talents  :— she  has  not  become  his  servant,  for  servants,  if  ill 
used,  may  depart,  and  try  to  better  themselves  elsewhere,  but  his  serf^ 
his  slave.  Ills  white  negro,  whom,  according  to  Judge  Buller,  (himself 
a  married  man)  he  may  correct  with  a  stick  of  the  same  thickness  as 
his  thamb,  whatever  may  be  its  dimensions.  We  hear  of  rosy  fetters, 
the  silken  chains  of  love,  the  soft  yoke  of  Hymen — ^but  who  is  to  bear 
the  soul-^indlng  bondage  of  dislike,  contempt,  hatred  7  How  is  a 
woman  to  avoid  these  feelings  if  she  be  maltreated  and  insulted  ;  and 
how  is  she  to  redress  her  wrongs  ?  The  laws,  made  by  the  men,  and 
therefore  flagrantly  in  their  own  favour,  provide  no  remedy  :  if  she 
use  her  sole  weapon,  the  tongue,  she  is  proclaimed  a  scold,  a  shrew, 
and  reminded  of  the  ducking-stool ;  if  she  make  his  own  house  un- 
comfortable to  her  husband,  every  body's  else  is  open  to  him  ;  he  may 
violate  his  marriage  vow,  and  is  still  a  marvellous  proper  gentleman ;  he 
may  associate  with  profligates,  and  his  friends  exclaim — ^  Poor  man  ! 
he  has  been  driven  to  this  by  a  bad  wife  P'  If  the  deserted  and  injured 
woman  meantime  seek  relief  from  her  sorrows  in  the  most  innocent 
recreation,  Spite,  with  its  Argus  eyes,  keeps  watch  upon  her  door,  and 
Calumny  dogs  her  footsteps,  hissing  at  her  with  its  thousand  tongues, 
and  spitting  out  lies  and  poison  from  every  one.  Let  no  man  choose 
me  for  umpire  in  a  conjugal  dispute.  I  need  not  ask  who  is  the  delin- 
quent— ^my  heart  has  decided  against  him  by  anticipation. 

Such,  i  shall  be  told,  is  the  result  of  uncongenial  unions ;  but  it  is  a 
mistake  to  suppose  that  men  seek  congeniality  in  their  wives.  In 
friends  who  are  to  share  their  sports  and  pursuits ;  to  accompany  them 
in  shooting,  hunting,  fishing ;  to  talk  politics  or  religion  over  a  bottle  ; 
they  naturally  select  similarity  of  tastes ;  but  women  are  to  do  nothing 
of  all  this,  they  are  chosen  for  their  domestic  duties,  and  as  these  are 
perfectly  distinct  from  the  man's,  he  looks  out  for  contrast  rather  than 
uniformity.  Hence  the  male  horror  of  Bluestockings,  the  sneer  with 
wliich  every  blockhead  exclaims — "  Our  wives  read  Milton  and  our 
daughters  plays  !"  the  alacrity  with  which  he  assumes  that  such  team- 
ed ladies  must  necessarily  ^^  make  sloppy  tea,  and  wear  their  shoes  down 
at  heel ;''  and  the  convincing  self-applause  with  which  he  quotes  the 
trite  epigram — 

^^  Though  Artemisia  talks  by  fits 
Of  councils,  fathers,  classics,  wits, 

Reads  Malbranche,  Boyle,  and  Locke,^^  &c. 

Liet  us  imagine,  not  a  patient  stock-fish,  like  Griselda,  but  an  ac- 
complished woman,  '^  paired,  not  matched,^'  with  ^^  a  sullen  silent  sot, 
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one  who  to  ever  musiog  but  neyer  thinks,^'  an  aninud  who,  like  London 
small  beer,  gets  sour  if  not  soon  drunk; — or  united  to  a  drone  and  a 
dunce,  who  lounges  all  day  long  before  the  fire,  spitting  into  it  like  a 
great  roasting  apple ;— or  submitted  to  the  caprices  of  a  man  who  keeps 
hto  good  temper  for  company  and  hto  bad  for  his  wife ;  abroad  as  smil- 
ing and  promising  as  a  Siberian  crab,  wliile  at  home  bis  heart's  core  is 
sour ;— or  tormented  with  a  profligate,  who  But  I  must  have 

done,  although  I  have  not  half  finished,  for  I  might  stretch  the  line  to 
the  crack  of  doom.  When  I  consider  all  the  hardships  and  trials  to 
which  the  iUr  sex  are  subject  by  those  unjust  institutioos  of  society 
which  exact  the  greatest  strength  from  the  weakest  vessel,  and  reflect, 
moreover,  that  Nature  has  unkindly  imposed  upon  it  all  the  pains  aad 
penalties  of  continuing  the  race,  I  can  only  repeat  once  more,  that  I 
thank  Heayen  for  not  haying  made  me  a  woman. 

H. 


STANZAS. 

Oh,  come  to  me !  my  heart  is  sick 

With  fear,  arid  sorrow,  and  remorse  \ 
Hui  poise  01  thooght  beats  Aeroe  and  l^cick, 

And  o^er  my  brain  darlc  fanciea  oourae. 
Oh,  come  to  me,  my  unseen  lore ! 
.    Dear  shadow,  soothe  me  into  rest ! 
like  a  sweet  breeze  from  Heaven  above^ 

Descend,  and  wander  o^er  my  breast ! 

•  Be  thou  a  minister  ofgrace — 

A  messenger  from  wd  on  high ! 
And  care  and  woe  shall  fleet  apace 

Beibre  thy  mild  and  radiant  eye : 
And  fear  shall  wane,  and  hope  increase, 

Till,  from  my  age-long  thraldom  free, 
1  walk  the  pattu  of  earth  m  peace, 

And  sing  of  truth  and  liberty !  R* 


efighajc 

AnnnsssD  to  miss  xoonwoKTa. 

Wk  every-day  Bards  may  "  Anonymous^^  sign : 
That  refuge,  Miss  Edgeworth,  can  never  be  thine : 
Thy  writings,  where  satire  and  moral  unite, 
Moat  bring  forth  the  name  of  their  author  to  light. 
Good  and  bad  join  in  telling  the  source  of  their  birth. 
The  bad  own  their  Edgt  and  the  good  own  their  worth. 
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OTW  PUBLICATIONS,  WITH  CRITICAL  REMARKS. 

lT%€faamting  LUjurmry  J^^titu  «re  /nm  iht  Hutwieal  ReguUr^  which  is  pub- 

Uiked  ma  « third  v6kwm  of  tht  Engtith  edition  of  tht  J^eufMornhly  Magagine.] 


Hesioin  of  BenTennto  Cellini,  a 
FloreDtine  artist,  written  bj  him- 
wlf;  containing  a  variety  of  infor- 
mation respecting  the  Arts,  and 
the  History  of  the  Sixteenth  Cento- 
ly.  A  new  edition,  corrected  and 
enlarged,  from  the  last  Milan  edi- 
tion, with  the  notes  and  observa- 
tions of  G.  p.  Carpani,  now  first 
translated  by  Thomat  Roscoe,  Esq. 
2  vols.  8vo. 

Thn  cnriottt  piece  of  auto-biography 
fomcaan  ttie  aioct  striking  claitni  to  at- 
lentxon.  t^e  Italian  literati,  partiea- 
krlj  Baretti,  Parmi,  and  Timboachi, 
h^re  carried  their  admiratloa  of  CelU- 
wH  hiatory^  of  his  own  life  to  the  very 
hig^t  pitch,  and  Lnrd  Wal|>ole,*whote 
admiiatioa  iraj  not  apt  to  be  unipar: 
inglj  esEpresied,  regarded  it  as  mora 
imniwig  tlian  any  novel.  The  distin- 
goished  eminence  of  this  man  as  an/ 
artist,  in  the  times  of  the  old  masters; 
an  age  so  pecaliarl]r  fertile  in  genius, 
and  to  which,  next  to  Orecian  anti- 
quity, we  owe  all  the  most  noble  mon- 
uments of  the  fine  arts ;  the  intimacy 
of  Cellini  with  BAichael  Angelo,  Titian, 
and  all  the  great  Italian  painters  and 
acolpCors  of  his  age;  hu  connexion 
with  Francis  1.  of  I'Vance,  the  Emperor 
Charles  V.  P<^pes  Clement  VII.  and 
Paul  III.  the  Dttkes  Alessandro  and 
Cosmo  of  Florence,  and  with  many  of 
IBhe  princes,  statesmen,  commanders,* 
and  dignified  ecclesiastics  of  that  tur- 
bulent age,  the  events  of  which  com- 
pelled our  aath<«  more  than  once  to 
exchange  the  chisel-  for  the  sword-^ 
these  circumstances  afforded  him  op- 
portonities  of  making  the  most  interest* 
ing  obsenrations,  and  few  men  were  so 
capable  of  making  use  of  sudi  advan- 
tages. Of  the  great  and  prominent  cha- 
racters of  tboae  times,  wlumi  the  historic 
page  presents  in  all  the  formality  and 
Vol.  IV,  No.  21.— 1825.  P 


stiffness  of  state  ceremony,  Cellini  gives 
us  at  every  turn  a  transient  but  distinct 
view, — a  glimpse  which  displays  them 
in  tiieir  private  domestic  moments,  when 
^ey  little  thought  they  were  sitting  for 
their  portraits  to  one  whose  pen  was  as 
imitative  as  his  pencil.  T^ere  is  no 
doubt  that  his  narrative  is  sometimes 
disfigured  by  the  incredible  ;  but  that 
defect  may  be  ajcribed  to  his  confined 
education,  his  susceptible  nerves,  super- 
lative credulity  and  superstition,  and 
'wild  fancy,  ralher  than  to  intentional 
misrepresentation,  whilst  the  great  bulk 
of  his  work  must  be  allowed  to  be  fer- 
tile, in  zfiatdngsaL  knowledge  of  life  and 
of  the  passions  and  conduct  of  men. 

The  Literary  Character,  ilins- 
trated  by  a  History  of  Men  of  Ge« 
nius,  drawn  from  their  own  feelings 
and  confessions.  By  I.  D'Israeli. 
Tliird  edition,  considerably  enlarg- 
ed and  improved,  in  2  vote. 

We  notice  this  work,  because  there 
is  a  great  deal  of  new  and  agreeable 
matter  added  to  that  of  the  former  edi- 
tion. Mr.  D^Israeli  has  been  long  known 
to  the  public  as  a  pourtrayer  of  the  lit- 
erary character,  who  possesses  indus- 
try, feeling,  philosophical  observation, 
a  strong  love  of  truth,  and  a  graceful 
manner  in  composition.  Rich  and  co- 
pious as  he  is  as  a  collector  of  literary 
anecdotes,  he  does  not  amass  them  like 
a  mere  compiler,  but  arranges  them  so 
as  to  be  conducive  to  the  illustration  of 
general  principles  in  the  history  of  ge- 
nius. He  acutely  marks  the  similarity 
of  events  that  have  befallen  literary 
men  and  the  coinddSng  traits  of  their 
dispositions,  and  thus  may  be  said  to  de- 
lineate their  moral  consanguinity.  It  is 
not  to  be  presumed,  ind^d,  that  any 
single  man  of  genius  will  resemble  every 
man  of  genius ;  for  not  only  man  differs 
froin  man,  but  varies  from  himself  in  the 
stages  of  life.  All  that  oar  author  as- 
2 


18 


JSTew  Publieatwni^  with  Critical  Remarks. 


Sept.  1, 


serts  18,  that  every  man  of  genius  will 
discover  "by  hu  personal  history,  soon  or 
late,  that  he  belongs  to  the  btotherfaood 
of  his  class,  and  cannot  escape  froin  cer- 
tain habits  and  feelings,  aiMl  disorders 
arising  from  the  same  sympathies  and 
the  same  situations,  whenever  we 
compare  men  of  genius  wiHi  each  other, 
the  history  of  those  who  are  no  more 
will  serve  as  a  perpetual  commentary 
on  our  contemporaries,  lliere  are  in* 
deed  secret  feelings  which  their  silence 
conceals,  or  their  fears  obscure,  or  their 
modesty  shrinks  from,  or  their  pride  re- 
jects; but  even  these  circumstances 
will  not  always  prevent  the  clue  of  re- 
semblance from  being  traced  through  its 
labyrinth.  In  tracmg  the  peculiarities 
of  the  literary  character  (understanding 
ormnality  of  mind  to  enter  into  it)  Mr. 
D^Israeli  may  have  sometimes  refined 
too  far  in  his  ttieory ;  but  his  specula- 
tions, on  the  whole,  are  ingenious,  and 
his  illustrative  facts  are  at  once  abun- 
dant and  entertaining. 

Moral  Gallantry.  A  Discourse  by 
tbe  late  Sir  George  Mackenzie.  6s« 

This  is  a  reprint  from  aa  author,  whote 
works,  admired  as  they  were  in  the 
reigns  of  Charles  II.  and  his  son,  and 
admirable  as  they  are  for  their  fine  sense 
and  lofty  morality,  can  now  only  be 
found  in  the  cumbrous  folios,  every  day 
becoming  more  scarce,  in  whidi  they 
we]^<«iginally  printed.  The  introduc- 
tory address  to  the  nobility  awl  gentry 
is  a  dignified  a^d  impreMive  piece  of 
writing,  well  adapted  for  the  elevated- 
class  to  whom  it  is  directed,  and  to  the 
high  nature  of  the  subject  it  is  meant  to 
usher  in.  Sir  George  undertakes  to 
prove  two  things,  ^^  that  nothing  is  so 
mean  as  vice,**  "  nothing  so  easy  as  t» 
be  virtuous.^^  Few  will  deny  their  as- 
sent to  his  first  proposition ;  but  we  foar 
fewer  still  will  be  able  honestly  to  agree 
with  him  in  the  second.  One  of  the 
means,  however,  which  may  enable 
them  to  do  so,  is  the  perusal  of  works 
written  in  the  spirit  and  with  the  feeling 
which  characterise  this  essay  on  ^^  Mo- 
ral Gallantry.*^ 

Traditional  Tales  of  the  English 
and  Scottish  Peasantry.  By  Allan 
Cunningham,  author  of  "  Sir  Mar- 
maduke  MaxwcU,^^  &c.  a  dramatic 
poem,  S  vols. 

All  the  stories  in  these  volumes,  with 
ttie  exception  of  the  first,  have  appeared 
at  different  periods  in  the  London  Maga- 
zine.   As  they  respectively  did  credit  to 


that  publication,  they  cannot  fall  in  a 
collected  shape  to  enhance  the  repntar 
tion  of  Mr.  Cunningham.  Miles  Col- 
vene^  or  the  Cumberland  Mariner,  b  to 
our  taste  the  most  Btrikin|  and  plestfing 
of  the  colfection.  Mr.  Cunnin^am  it 
one  of  the  happiest  imitators  of  &  Wal- 
ter Scott's  legendary  style :  and  whilst 
he  dewends  to  pictnres  of  iMunble  life, 
gives  them  simplicity  without  vulgarity. 
The  immortal  Novelist's  praise  of  his 
friend  Allan,  as  he  denon&iaates  Mr. 
Cunningham,  is  a  plume  in  our  author^i 
cap,  equally  honourable  16  him  aad  to 
the  mighty  authority  which  beatowed  it. 
The  way  in  which  he  gathered  the  out- 
lines of  his  fables  is  thus  explained  by 
Mr.  Cunningham.  ,^^  In  former  times,  and 
within  my  own  remembrance,''  he  says, 
^«  old  men  wandered  from  house  to  house, 
chanting  ballads,  redtfng  portions  ef  tbe 
old  rpmances  and  curious  stories  of  real 
or  fictitious  adventures.  I  have  listened 
to  these  oral  novelists  at  our  fanners' 
hearths  when  they  pleased  many  an  aQ- 
dience,  and  like  the  minstrel  of  old,  woa 
their  food  and  their  raiment,  of  whkh 
they  were  worthy.  To  theae  humble 
and  wandering  novelists  I  owe  the  wi- 
gin  of  many  of  the  stories  whidi  are  in- 
serted in  this  collection."  But  without 
an  impulse  from  the  pages  of  Scott,  and 
an  eye  attentive  to  his  colours  and  cha- 
racters, we  believe  that  his  friend  Allan 
would  have  drawn  but  scanty  matterials 
from  the  fireside  recitals  of  the  afixoaid 
rhapsodbts. 

The  Steam  Boat.    By  the  An- 
tfior  of  «  Annals  of  the  Parish,'^ 
"  Ayrshire  Legatees,''  «  Sir  An- 
drew Wylie,"  and  "  The  Provost'* 
To  judge  by  several  lucubrations  fro« 
flie  North,  it  would  seem  as  if  the  suc- 
cess of  Sip  Walter  SooU's  magical  pea 
had  inspired  an  idea,  that  merely  to 
write  the  Scottish  dialect  was  to  obtain 
a  warrant  iar  the  ajttaiament  of  hwnour, 
funeel^,  and  originality.    The  mistake 
is  pret^  much  the  sane  as  if  an  artist 
should  onagine  by  adoptmg  Wilkie^s 
s»bjocts,to  seiie  the  charm  of  his  pen* 
ctl.    The  novel  before  us  professes  to  be 
a  series  of  stories  compiled  by  Mr.  Duf- 
fle,  a  shopkeeper  of  the  Salt^market 
street,  of  Glasgow,  from  recoUectioiia  of 
a  trip  whicii  he  made  to  Greenock  m 
the  steam-boat,  from  the  broomilaw  of 
his  native  town.    The  narratives  were 
repeated  before  publication,  to  tbe  com- 
piler's neighbour  Mr,  Sweeties,  the  gro- 
cer, and  his  landlady  Mrs.  Mac  Lecket. 
Our  opinion  of  the  Steam-boat  stones 
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we  coofen  iobe  not  quite  wo  iaVonrable 
as  those  of  the  grocer  and  the  landlady, 
with  the  exception  of  two  which  are 
told  in  KnyViiih,  yiz.  the  Rusaian  story 
and  that  of  the  Yankee  man.  The  lat- 
ter Ai  called  the  Deucalion  of  Kentucky. 
We  are  inclined  to  reckon  him  also  the 
Deucadion  of  the  Steam4)oat. 

DangerooB  Erron ;  a  Tale.  1 2mo. 
price  66. 

If  fhe  authoress  of  these  pages  had 
considered  her  title-page  a  UtUe  nore 
closely,  she  would  hare  Ibund  out  that 
all  errors  are  dangerous,  as  leading  to 
erU,  either  of  thought  or  action.  The 
errors  she  narrates  are  neither  very  wh 
conimon,nor  related  with  any  great  force 
of  language  or  incident  to  set  them  forth 
as  warnings ;  neither  do  the  characters 
contain  any  6itng  of  novelty,  kud  not 
much  of  consistency.  AlU^ther  we 
should  suppose  the  work  to  be,  what 
uied  to  be  modestly  styled  m  fbrmer  days, 
when  it  required  some  strength  of  nerve 
to  appear  before  the  public  as  an  author, 
^*  the  firrt  literary  attempt  of  a  young  la- 
<^,^^— in  that  case  we  wish  not  to  criti- 
ciie  it  too  closely,  but  are  rather  glad 
to  remark,  that  towards  the  close  of  the 
volume,  it  creates  an  interest  which 
shews  the  writer  capaUe  of  improve- 
ment, and  atones  for  ttxe  insipidity  of  the 
precsidiog  parts. 

Faithfol  and  FoiBaken;  a  dnh 
madc  ftketeh. 

Tbis  little  poem  has  not  been  pnblidi- 
ed  except  in  a  periodical  work.  Several 
copies  of  it  however  have  been  circulate 
ed  among  ^e  author^s  friends.  Of  these 
the  editor  of  this  Journal  was  not  one, 
but  the  production  accidentally  met  hit 
eye.  It  aAwded  him  a  pleasure  which 
he  can  never  forget,  and  an  interest  not 
a  little  heightened  by  learning  that  the 
author  is  a  very  young  man,  and  that 
these  dramatic  scenes  are  the  first  po^ 
etlcal  fruits  €f  his  genius  which  he  has 
offered  to  the  pubUc.  The  story  is  very 
simple.  Annabelle,  a  young  French- 
'troman,  in  the  worst  times  of  the  Revo- 
lution is  forsaken  by  her  lover  Eustaobe^ 
to  whom  she  had  been  betrothed.  Her 
inconstant  admirer  gains  a  new  object 
of  aifection,  Matilda,  and  disappoints  a 
rival  Merzon,  who  had  been  attached  to 
her.  That  rival,  in  revenge,  procures  a 
death-warrant  from  the  revolutionary 
tribunal  against  Eustache.  His  faithful 
suid  forsaken  Annabelle  follows  him  to 
the  icaiTold,  and  shares  his  fate.  Before 
the  catastrophe,  Merzon  visits  the  con- 
demned Eustache,  and  insults  him  with 


announcing  that  Matilda  had  heard  of 
hiJB  sentence,  and  had  consented  to  be 
fhe  bride  of  Merton  after  it  shoQld  be 
put  into  execution.  Out  of  these  mate- 
rials our  author  has  wrought  a  little  dra- 
ma which  really  touches  the  heart»  ThfS 
scene  of  Eustache  receiving  pardon  from 
his  mistress  n  the  only  part  which  we 
shall  quote. 
Eustache,    Oh,  Annabelle,  I  came 

to  thee  witii  trembling, 
But  still  preparM  and  anxious  for  te- 

proach, 
Not  to  be  cursed  with  pardon. 

AnnabeUe,  Must  I  not 

Remain  your  friend  ?  This  moni,while 

yet  the  sun 
Dwelt  with  a  crimson  mist  upon  our 

vineyard. 
And  purple  clouds  like  happy  lovers  stoU 
With  smiles  and  tears  hito  each  other^s 

bosom, 
I  threw  my  lattice  wide  to  drink  thv 

streaun 
Of  liquid  odours  rolling  from  the  south, 
And  there  came  mixt  with  it  a  mar* 

riagesoiig) 
Whose  distant  melody  did  seem  to  dance 
Upon  an  hundred  Ups  of  revelry, 
And  bells,  and  flageolets,  and  aU  the 

sounds 
Befittinr  happiness  and  summer  sun- 

uiine. 
»Twas  a  strange  filing  to  weep  at— yet 

I  vrept, 
I  know  not  why;  some  weep  for  griel| 

and  some 
IV»r  Joy,  but  I  for  neither  or  for  both, 
MixM  in  a  feeling  ihore  belovM  thaa 

either, 
Whtdi  weigh'd  my  heart  down  like  a 

drooping  bough 
Overloaded  widi  its  luxury  of  reses  i 
And  then  and  then  (the  thoughts  of  siUy 

maids 
Run  wilder  than  these  roving  vines) 

I  found 
My  hands  were  daspM  together,  and 

my  spirit 
Stole  from  my  eyes  witfi  a  dim  sense  of 

prayer 
Which  had  no  words.     I  beggM  a  gen- 
tle fortune 
Upon  the  newly-wedded !— PrayM  I  not 
For  thee,  Eustache  ? 
A  very  weak  conception  of  the  entire  ef- 
fect of  this  dramatic  sketch  can  be  con- 
veyed by  so  scanty  a  quotation ;  but  if 
this  promising  young  poet  continues  to 
cultivate  his  talents,  he  will  be  quoted 
on  pages  of  criticism  affording  ampler 
space  for  quotation,  and  carrying  more 
weight  with  the  public  than  our  literary 
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aottoes.  HiflKywerB  of  pttllwt  are  gam- 
ine. Stody  wiU  teack  him  the  art  o( 
the  drama,  Ibr  with  iti  nature  he  is  al- 
readj  imbued. 

Narrative  of  an  Expedition  from 
Tripott  in  Barbary,  to  the  Weatem 
FroDtier  of  EgJV^  ^  l^^'^-  ^J 
Paolo  Delia  Cella,  M.  D.  TraD»- 
^lated  from  the  Italian  by  Antiiooy 
Aufrere,  Esq.    8to.  lOs.  6d. 

Thii  gentleman  aecompaiued  the  Bey 
of  Tripoli  at  phyiician  attendant,  in  the 
expedition  described  in  these  pages,  and 
which  was  undertaken  by  the  Bey  to 
check  WLnSbfiBioa  fomented^  if  not  excit- 
ed, by  his  elder  brother,  among  a  pow- 
erftil  tribe  of  Bedouins  called  the  Zoasi. 
TraveUing  under  the  protection  of  the 
Bey  hims^  in  the  dress  of  a  Mameluke, 
and  deriring  consequence  from  his  pro- 
fession in  thd  eyes  of  the  natives,  our  au- 
tiior  jpossesaeA^nportunities  of  obsenra- 
tion  far  bcfybunkat  could  ever  be  com- 
manded by  any  Gurojpean  under  otiier 
cirametaaeet ;  and  ha«  availed  himself 
of  them  to  the  utmost  in  tracing,  with  a 
miatttenen  which  ii  wyuld  otherwise 
hare  hsea  yery  mi«fe  to  attempt,  the 
interesting  remains  of  antiquity  which 
are  scattered  so  thickly  over  the  part  of 
Africa  through  which  he  had  to  pass. 
His  curiosity  was  more  especially  excit- 
ed with  respect  to  the  country  of  Cyrene, 
*^  Ibr  there  was  the  district  so  lamed  Ibr 
the  prodnetioa  of  the  *ilpkitim  (herb 
whence  cometh  Benzoin)  ;  there  the 
earth,acoording  to  the  desariptions  of  the 
ancients,  annually  yielded  triple  har* 
vests,and  the  most  d^cious  fruits ;  there 
flourished  the  garden  of  the  Hesperides ; 
and  there  too  were  the  seats  of  the  bless- 
ed,fiuMMd  by  the  tepid  breeies  of  an  eter* 
nal  spring.^' .  Doctor  Delia  Cella  traces, 
with  all  Uie  enthusiasm  of  a  mind  deeply 
imbued  with  classic  lore,  the  site  of  the 
aj^ent  city  of  Cyrene,  the  port  of  Me- 
nelaiM,  and  the  gardens  of  the  Hesperi- 
des. Of  a  country  so  little  known  to 
£uiopeans,eTery  thing  that  can  be  made 
known  must  be  highly  interesting ;  and 
from  a  man  of  Doctor  Delia  Cellars  learn- 
ing and  science  it  becomes  every  way 


Taluable.  He  nat  only  oerrecto  nuuif 
mistakes  of  the  ancient  historians,  btttof 
modem  geographers  and  trmTellers  alio ; 
and  the  directions  for  narlgating  tlte 
Oreat  Syrtis  wBl,  we  should  tmagiae,  be 
found  or  great  use  to  mariners :  for  (heie, 
however,  as  well  as  for  some  of  the  geo- 
graphical remarks,  he  is  indebted  to  hit 
learned  friend  Doctor  Viriani  of  Genoa, 
to  whom  Us  letters  are  addressed.  The 
botanical  researches  form  a  leative  in 
this  volume  of  a  pleasing  natare :  the 
specimens,  though  few  in  number,  are 
valuable  in  pou&t  of  rarity ;  particularly 
if  we  may  venture  to  include  Hkt  lar- 
famed  silphium  among  them.  The  mili- 
tary movements  of  the  Bey  are^  matted 
by  equal  cowardice  and  bragging  vain- 
glory ;  his  condiBCt  among  the  Bedouin 
tribes,  by  cruelty,  avarice,  and  the  most 
revolting  treachery;  but  the  pictmc, 
however  unpleasing  from  its  iul^ect,  is 
highly  interestnig,  as  being  drawn  by  an 

r  witness,  and  whUst  tOl  the  impies- 
of  the  moment  was  fresh  la  hh  mind. 
A  Tour  through  Belgium,  and 
the  Rhenteh  ProTincel^  4to. 

The  descriptions  in  this  tew  are,  wt 
believe,  from  the  pen  of  his  Gfaoe  tiw 
Duke  of  Rutland,  as  the  platei  which 
accompany  them  are  pnilessedly  from 
the  pencil  of  the  Duchess.  Hiere  is 
something  so  pleasing  in  the  contempla- 
tion of  persons  of  raidE  and  fiartune  wifli- 
drawing  Ibr  a  while  fkwn  the  dissipa- 
tion and  frivolity  to  which  their  circum- 
stances peculiarly  expose  them,and  turn- 
ing their  attention  to  more  solid  laatteffi, 
that  their  accounts  of  their  travels  are 
sure  to  be  received  with  indnlaence. 
The  style  of  this  volume  is  simme  and 
concise.  It  is  in  unison  with  what  the 
deportment  of  an  EngMsh  noUeman, 
travelling  privately  with  his  family, ought 
to  be— devoid  of  assumption,  yet  never 
sinking  into  familiarity.  The  views  are 
very  pleasing.  The  subjects  in  them- 
selves are  so  beautiful  that  they  must 
irresistibly  invite  the  pencil  of  a  lover 
of  nature,  and  that  of  the  dnchess  has 
been  handled  with  a  high  degree  tf  taste 
and  feeling. 
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SXBTCRBS  or  THE  4RISH  BAR. — NO.  II. 
MR.  BrSHE. 

I  SELECTED  Mr.  Pluoket  for  the  subject  of  my  first  sketch  of  the 
leading  members  of  the  Irish  Bar.    The  great  reputation  which  he 
enjoys  in  this  country,  as  well  as  the  high  station  which  he  occupies  in 
Ireland,  giye  him  a  pre-eminent  interest  in  the  curiosity  of  the  public. 
The  name  of  Charles  Kendal  Bushe  is  not  so  extensively  known  be- 
yond the  immediate  field  in  which  his  talents  (which  are  of  the  first 
order)  have  been  displayed.    But  in  Ireland  it  is  almost  uniformly  as- 
sociated with  that  of  Plunket,  by  those  who  descant  upon  the  compara- 
tire  merits  of  their  most  distinguished  advocates.    The  latter  is  better 
fitted  to  the  transactions  of  ordinary  business,  and,  in  a  profession 
which  is  generally  conversant  with  the  details  of  common  life,  exhibits 
a  dexterity  and  astuteness  which  render  him  the  most  practical  and 
therefore  the  ablest  man  at  the  Bar.    He  is  always  upon  a  level  with 
his  subject,  and  puts  forth  his  faculties,  as  if  they  were  as  subservient 
as  his  liml»  to  the  dominion  of  his  will,  in  the  most  precise  and  mi- 
DQte  adaptation  to  the  purposes  for  which  they  may  happen  to  be  re- 
quired.   The  self-control  which  his  mind  possesses  in  so  high  and  rare 
a  degree,  (and  it  is  more  difficult,  perhaps,  to  men  of  true  genius  to 
descend  from  their  native  elevation,  than  to  persons  of  inferior  endow- 
ments to  raise  their  faculties  to  the  height  of  a  ^^  great  argument,'^)  has 
given  him  an  almost  undisputed  mastery  in  the  discussion  of  those 
topics  which  constitute  the  habitual  business  of  the  Bar.     His  hearers 
are  not  conscious  that  he  is  in  reality  exercising  his  great  powers  while 
he  addresses  them  in  the  plainest  speech  and  apparently  in  the  most 
homely  way.    But  an  acute  observer  would  discover  that  his  reasonings 
upon  the  most'  vulgar  topic  were  the  perfection  of  art,  and  that  under 
the  guise  of  simplicity,  he  concealed  the  most  insidious  sophistry,  and 
subtleties  the  most  acute.     This  seeming  ingenuousness  is  the  consum- 
mation of  forensic  ability ;  and  however  it  is  to  be  estimated  in  a  moral 
point  of  view,  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  at  the  Bar  it  is  of  incalculable 
use.    Mr.  Plunket  is  the  chief  sophist,  and  for  that  reason  the  most 
useful  disputant  in  his  profession;  and  it  must  be  confessed  that  the 
deliberations  of  a  court  of  justice  do  not  call  so  much  for  the  display  of 
eloquence  as  for  the  ingenious  exercise  of  the  powers  of  disputation. 
I  am  far  from  thinking  Mr.  Bushe  deficient  in  refinement  and  dexterity ; 
on  the  contrary,  he*  would  be  conspicuous  for  those  qualities  unless 
when  he  is  placed  in  comparison  with  the  great  arch-hypocrite  of  the 
bar.    But  who  could  be  his  rival  in  that  innocent  simulation  which 
constitutes  the  highest  merit  of  a  modem  lawyer  ?    The  ingenuity  of 
Bushe  is  too  apparent.     His  angling  is  light  and  delicate  ;  but  the  fij 
is  too  highly  coloured,  and  the  hook  glitters  in  the  sun.     In  the  higher 
departments  of  oratory  he  is,  perhaps,  equal  and  occasionally  superior 
to  Mr.  Plunket,  from  the  power  and  energy  of  his  incomparable  man- 
ner; hut  in  the  discharge  of  common  business  in  a  common  way,  he 
holds  a  second,  though  not  exceedingly  distant  place. 

Mr.  Bushe  is  the  son  of  a  clergyman  of  the  established  church,  who 

resided  at  Kilmurry,  in  the  county  of  Kilkenny,  in  the  midst  of  the 

most  elegant  and  most  accomplished  society  in  Ireland.    He  was  in  the 

enjoyment  of  a  lucrative  living,  and  being  of  an  ancient  family,  which 
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had  established  itself  Id  Ireland  in  the  reign  of  Charles  the  Second,  he 
thought  it  incumbent  upon  him  to  live  upon  a  scale  of  expenditure 
more  consistent  with  Irish  notions  of  dignity  than  with  Engiish  maxiins 
of  economy  and  good  sense.  He  was  a  man  of  refined  manners^  and 
of  polished  if  not  prudential  habits.  His  son  Charles  imbibed  from 
him  an  ardent  love  of  literature,  and  had  an  opportunity,  from  his 
familiar  intercourse  with  the  best  company  in  the  kingdom)  to  acquire 
those  graces  of  manner  which  render  him  a  model  of  elegance  in  pri- 
vate life,  and  which,  in  the  discharge  of  professional  business,  impart 
such  a  dignified  suavity  to  his  demeanour  as  to  charm  the  senses  before 
the  understanding  is  addressed.  His  mother  was  the  sister  of  Major- 
General  Sir  John  Doyle,  and  is  said  to  have  been  a  highly  cultivated 
woman.  Mr.  Bushe  received  his  education  in  the  University  of  Dublin, 
and,  I  may  add,  in  the  Historical  Society  which  was  established  by  the 
students  for  the  cultivation  of  eloquence  and  of  the  arts  which  are 
connected  with  it.  Although  it  derived  its  appellation  from  the  study 
of  history,  to  which  it  was  nominally  dedicated,  the  political  situatioa 
of  the  country  speedily  directed  its  pursuits  to  the  acquisition  of  the 
faculty  of  public  speech ;  through  which  every  man  of  talent  expected 
to  rise  into  eminence,  at  a  period  when  oratory  was  the  great  staple 
commodity  in  the  intellectual  market.  This  institution  rose  of  its  own 
accord  out  of  the  spontaneous  ambition  of  the  students  of  the  Univer- 
sity. So  far  from  assisting  its  growth,  the  fellows  of  the  college  em- 
ployed every  expedient  to  repress  it.  Their  own  monastic  habits  made 
them  look  with  distaste  upon  an  establishment  whose  pursuits  were  so 
widely  at  variance  with  their  own  tastes ;  and  they  were  as  much  at  a 
loss  to  discover  the  use  of  oratory,  as  the  professor  at  Louvain  to  find 
out  the  benefit  of  Greek.  They  uniformly  endeavoured  to  counteract 
the  society,  upon  a  variety  of  pretences;  but  their  chief  motive  of  op- 
position appears  to  have  arisen  from  the  liberality  of  the  sentiments 
which  were  inculcated  in  the  discussions  which  took  place  at  the  weeklj 
meetings  of  the  institution.  They  observed  that  toleration  had  become 
a  prevalent  doctrine  in  the  college  :  this  they  justly  attributed  to  that 
difiusion  of  truth  which  of  necessity  attends  its  investigation  ;  and  saw 
that  the  genius  of  Orangism,  which  had  so  long  found  a  secure  asylum 
within  their  cloisters,  had  been  disturbed  in  the  place  of  its  favourite 
abode.  In  the  true  spirit  of  monks  (and  however  they  may  diifer  in 
the  forms  of  their  faith,  in  their  habits,  and  in  the  practical  results  in 
which  their  principles  arc  illustrated  and  embodied,  the  monks  of  all 
religions  are  inveterately  the  same,J  the  Superiors  of  the  University 
took  the  society  under  their  baneful  protection.  They  attempted  to 
hug  it  to  death  in  their  rugged  and  hirsute  embrace.  The  students, 
however,  soon  became  aware  of  the  real  objects  of  their  interference, 
and  were  compelled,  in  order  to  preserve  the  institution  from'the  con- 
sequences of  so  impure  a  connexion,  to  recede  from  the  University, 
and  hold  their  meetings  beyond  its  walls.  This  was  a  step  inconsistent 
with  the  discipline  which  ought  to  be  maintained  in  every  establishment 
for  the  education  of  youth ;  but  any  violation  of  propriety  which  it  in- 
volved, may  justly  be  laid  to  the  charge  of  the  superiors  of  the  college, 
by  whom  it  was  provoked. 

Mr.  Bushe  had  been  recently  called  to  the  Bar,  but  had  not  yet 
devoted  himself  to  its  severer  studies  with  the  strenuous  asaiduitv 


Sketdus  of  Ae  Irish  Bar.  291 

which  la  necessary  for  sacoess  in  so  laborious  a  profession.    But  the 
fame  which  he  had  acquired  in  the  society  itself,  induced  its  rebellious 
members  to  apply  to  him  to  pronounce  a  speech  at  the  close  of  the 
first  session  wMch  was  held  beyond  the  precincts  of  the  college,  for 
the  purpose  of  giving  the  dignity  and  importance  to  their  proceedings 
which  they  expected  to  derive  from  the  sanction  of  his  distinguished 
name.     Mr.  Bushe  acceded  to  the  request,  and  pronounced  a  very 
eloquent  oration,  which  Mr.  Phillips  has,  I  observe,  inserted  in  his 
collection  of  Specimens  of  Irish  Oratory.     It  is  remarkable  for  purity 
and  simplicity  of  style,  and  for  an  argumentative  tone,  which  in  so 
joung  a  man,  who  had  hitherto  exercised  himself  upon  topics  which 
invited  a  puerile  declamation,  and  the  discussion  of  which  was  a  mere 
mockery  of  debate,  afforded  grounds  for  anticipating  that  peculiar 
excellence  which  he  afterwards  attained.     A  few  metaphors  are  inter-  , 
spersed,  but  they  are  not  of  the  ordinary  class  of  Irish  illustration ; 
aod  what  was  unavoidable  in  an  assembly  composed  of  insurgent  stu- 
dents, an  hyperbole  is  occasionally  to  be  found  in  the  course  of  this 
very  judicious  speech.    But,  taken  as  a  whole,  it  bears  the  character  of 
the  mature  production  of  a  vigorous  mind,  rather  than  of  the  prolusion 
of  a  juvenile  rhetorician.    This  circumstance  is  a  little  remarkable. 
The  passion  for  figurative  decoration  was  at  this  time  at  its  height  in 
Ireland.    The  walls  of  the  Parliament  House  resounded  with  dithyram- 
hics,  in  which,  at  the  same  time,  truth  and  nature  were  too  frequently 
sacrificed  to  effect     The  intellect  of  the  country  was  in  its  infancy, 
and  although  it  exhibited  signs  of  athletic  vigour,  it  was  pleased  with 
the  gorgeous  baubles  which  were  held  out  for  its  entertainment     It  is 
therefore  somewhat  singular  that  while  a  taste  of  this  kind  enjoyed  so 
wide  and  almost  universal  a  prevalence,  Mr.  Bushe  should,  at  so  early 
a  period  of  his  professional  Ufe,  have  manifested  a  sense  of  its  imper- 
fections, and  have  traced  out  for  himself  a  course  so  different  from  that 
which  had  been  pursued  by  men  whose  genius  had  invested  their  vices 
with  so  much  alluring  splendour.     This  circumstance  is  partly,  per- 
haps, to  be  attributed  to  the  strong  instinct  of  propriety  which  was 
bom  with  his  mind,  and,  in  some  degree,  to  his  having  passed  a  consi- 
derable time  out  of  Ireland,  where  he  became  conversant  with  models 
of  a  porcr,  if  not  of  a  nobler  eloquence,  than  that  which  was  cultivated  in 
the  sister  kingdom.     He  lived  in  France  for  some  years  amongst  men 
of  letters;  and  although  the  revolution  had  subverted,  in  a  great  de- 
gree, the  principles  of  literature  as  well  as  of  government,  yet  enough 
of  relish  for  classical  beauty  and  simplicity  had  survived,  amongst 
men  who  had  received  the  advantages  of  education,  to  furnish  him 
with  the  opportunity,  of  which  he  so  advantageously  availed  himself,  of 
cultivating  a  better  style  of  expression  than  he  would,  in  all  probable  . 
lity,  hare  adopted  had  he  permanently  resided  in  Ireland.     It  may 
appear  strangdf  that  I  should  partly  attribute  the  eminence  in  oratory 
to  which  Mr.  Bushe  has  attained,  to  the  Historical  Society,  after  having 
stated  that  he  deviated  so  widely  from  the  tone  of  elocution  which 
prevailed  in  that  establishment,  and  in  which,  if  there  was  little  of 
childishoess,  there  was  much  of  boyhood.     But,  with  all  its  imperfec- 
tions, it  must  be  recollected  that  such  an  institution  afforded  an  occa- 
sion for  the  practice  of  the  art  of  public  speaking,  which  is  as  much, 
perhaps,  the  result  of  practical  acquisition,  as  it  is  of  natural  cndow^ 
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ment.  A  false  ambition  of  ornament  might  prevail  in  its  assemblies, 
and  admiration  might  be  won  bj  verbose  extravagance  and  boistermis 
inanity;  but  a  man  of  genius  must  still  have  turned  such  an  infltitntioD 
to  account.  He  must  have  thrown  oat  a  vast  quantitj  of  ore  which 
time  and  circumstance  would  afterwards  separate  and  refine.  His 
faculties  must  have  been  put  into  action,  and  he  must  have  learned 
the  art,  as  well  as  tasted  the  delight,  of  stirring  the  hearts  and  exalting 
the  minds  of  a  large  concourse  of  men.  The  physique  of  oratory  loo, 
if  I  may  use  the  expression,  must  have  been  acquired.  A  just  sense  of 
the  value  of  gesture  and  intonation  results  from  the  practice  of  public 
speaking ;  and  the  appreciation  of  their  importance  is  necessaij  to  their 
attainment.  It  is  for  these  reasons  that  I  am  inclined  to  refer  a  por- 
tion of  the  prosperity  which  has  accompanied  Mr.  Bushe  through  his 
profession,  to  an  institution,  the  suppression  of  which,  under  the  pro- 
vostship  of  Doctor  Elrington,  has  been  a  source  of  great  regret  to 
every  person  who  had  the  interests  of  literature  at  heart,  ifis  suc- 
cessor. Doctor  Kyle,  has  followed  the  steps  of  his  worthy  prototype. 
The  consequences  which  both  of  them  had  anticipated  have  already 
taken  place,  and  the  University,  which  a  few  years  ago  was  conspicuous 
for  liberalitjr  in  political  sentiment,  has  a  second  time  become  a  sink  of 
low  faction,  and  the  reservoir  in  which  Orangism  has  deposited  its 
vilest  filth.  It  was  at  one  period  expected  that  Doctor  Magee  would 
have  been  appointed  provost ;  and  his  repeated  declarations,  and  even 
remonstrances  in  its  favour,  were  confidently  regarded  as  affording  a 
security  that  he  would  re-establish  a  society  to  which,  as  well  as  his 
distinguished  contemporaries,  he  had  acknowledged  himself  to  be  deeply 
indebted.  But,  unfortunately  for  the  interests  of  the  college  and  of  the 
country,  that  eminent  divine  has  not  had  an  opportunity  of  accomplish- 
ing his  desires,  and  of  restoring  an  institution  in  which  polite  literature 
was  cultivated  to  such  an  extent  as  to  compensate  for  its  deplorable 
neglect  in  the  regular  course  of  the  University. 

The  reputation  which  Mr.  Bushe   had  acquired  among  his  fellow- 
students,  attended  him  to  his  profession  ;  and  in  a  very  short  period 
he  rose  into  the  public  notice,  as  an  advocate  of  distinguished  abilities. 
It  was  indeed  impossible  that  he  should  remain  in  obscurity.    His 
genius  was  not  of  such  a  character  as  to  stand  in  need  of  a  great  sub- 
ject for  its  display.    The  most  trivial  business  furnished  him  with  an 
occasion  to  produce  a  striking  effect.     There  are  some  men  who  require 
a  lofty  theme  for  the  manifestation  of  their  powers.    Their  minds  de- 
mand the  stimulus  of  high  passion,  and  are  slow  and  sluggish  unless 
awakened  by  the  excitement  which  great  interests  afford.   This  is  pecu- 
liarly the  case  with  Mr.  Borrowes,  who  upon  a  noble  topic  is  one  of 
the  ablest  advocates  at  the  Irish  bar,  but  who  seems  oppressed  by  the 
very  levity  of  a  petty  subject,  and  sinks  under  its  inanity.     He  is  in 
every  respect  the  opposite  of  Mr.  Bushe,  who  could  not  open  his  lips, 
or  raise  his  hand,  without  immediately  exciting  and  almost  captivating 
the  attention  of  every  man  around  him.    There  is  a  peculiar  mellow- 
ness and  deep  sweetness  in  his  voice,  the  lower  tones  of  which  might 
almost  without  hazard  of  exaggeration  be  compared  to  the  most  de- 
licate notes  of  an  organ,  when  touched  with  a  fine  but  solemn  hand. 
It  is  a  voice  full  of  manly  melody.     There  is  no  touch  of  effeminacy 
about  it.    It  possesses  abundance  as  well  as  harmony,  and  is  not  more 
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Remarkable  for  its  sweetnew  than  in  its  sonorous  depth.  His  attitnde 
and  gestore  are  the  perfection  of"  easy  art"— every  movement  of  his 
body  appears  to  be  swayed  and  informed  by  a  dignified  and  natural 
grace.  His  coantenance  is  of  the  finest  order  of  fine  faces,  and  con« 
tains  an  expression  of  magnanimous  frankness,  that  in  the  enforce- 
ment of  any  cause  which  he  undertakes  to  advocate,  invests  him  with 
such  a  semblance  of  sincerity  as  to  lend  to  his  assertion  of  fact,  or  to^ 
his  vindication  of  good  principle,  an  irresistible  force.  It  was  not  won- 
derfnl  that  he  should  have  advanced  with  extreme  rapidity  in  his  pro- 
fession, seconded  as  he  was  by  such  high  advantages.  It  was  speedily 
perceived  that  he  possessed  an  almost  commanding  influence  with  the 
jury ;  and  he  was  in  consequence  employed  in  every  case  of  magnitude 
which  called  for  the  exertion  of  such  eminent  faculties  as  he  manifested 
upon  every  occasion  in  which  his  powers  were  put  into  requisition. 
Talents  of  so  distinguished  a  kind  could  not  fail  to  raise  him  into 
political  consequence,  as  well  as  to  insure  his  professional  success. 
The  chief  object  of  every  young  man  of  abilities  at  the  Bar  was  to  oh- 
lain  a  seat  in  parliament.  It  secured  him  the  applause  of  his  country 
if  he  devoted  himself  to  her  interests ;  or  if  he  enlisted  himself  under 
the  gilded  banners  of  the  minister,  place,  pension,  and  authority,  were 
the  certain  remunerations  of  the  profligate  services  which  his  talents 
enabled  him  to  bestow  upon  a  government,  which  had  reduced  corrup- 
tion into  system,  and  was  well  aware  that  it  was  only  by  the  debase- 
ment of  her  legislature  that  Ireland  could  be  kept  under  its  controul. 
The  mind  of  Mr.  Bushe  was  of  too  noble  a  cast  to  lend  itself  to  pur- 
poses so  uncongenial  to  a  free  and  lofty  spirit ;  and  he  preferred  the 
freedom  of  liis  country  and  the  retributive  consciousness  of  the  appro- 
bation of  his  own  heart,  to  the  ignominious  distinctions  with  which  the 
administration  would  have  been  glad  to  reward  the  dereliction  of  what 
he  owed  to  Ireland  and  to  himself  Accordingly  we  find,  that  Mr. 
Bushe  threw  all  the  energy  of  his  youth  into  opposition  to  a  measure 
which  he  considered  fatal  to  that  greatness  which  Nature  appeared  to 
have  intended  that  his  country  should  attain  ;  and  to  the  last  he  stood 
among  the  band  of  patriots  who  offered  a  generous  but  unavailing  re- 
sistance to  a  legislative  Union  with  Great  Britain.  However  as  an 
Englishman  I  may  rejoice  in  an  event,  which,  if  followed  by  Roman 
Catholic  Emancipation,  will  ultimately  abolish  all  national  antipathy, 
and  give  a  permanent  consolidation  to  the  empire ;  it  cannot  be  fairly 
questioned  that  every  native  of  Ireland  ought  to  have  felt  that  her 
existence  as  a  country  was  at  stake,  and  that,  in  place  of  making  those 
advances  in  power,  wealth,  and  civilization,  to  which  her  natural  ad- 
vantages would  have  inevitably  led,  she  must  of  necessity  sustain  a  de- 
clension as  rapid  as  her  progress  towards  improvement  had  previously 
been,  and  sink  into  the  provincial  inferiority  to  which  she  is  now  re- 
duced. This  conviction,  the  justice  of  which  has  been  so  well  exem- 
plified by  the  event,  prevailed  through  Ireland ;  and  it  required  all  the 
seductions  which  the  minister  could  employ,  to  produce  the  sentence 
of  self^nnihilation,  which  he  at  last  succeeded  in  persuading  a  servile 
legislature  to  pronounce.  To  the  honour  of  the  Irish  Bar,  the  great 
majority  of  its  members  were  faithful  to  the  national  cause  ;  and  Cur- 
ran,  Plunket,  Ponsonby,  Saurin,  Burrowes,  and  Bushe,  accomplished 
all  thfct  eloquence  and  patriotism  could  effect,  in  opposition  to  ^the 
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mercenaries,  who  had  sold  the  dignity  of  their  profession,  as  well  as 
the  independence  of  their  coontrj,  in  exchange  for  that  ignohle  station, 
to  which  bj  their  slimf  profligacies  thej  were  enabled  to  crawl  up. 
Bushe  was  the  youngest  of]  these  able  and  honest  men  ;  but  he  was 
among  the  most  conspicuous  of  them  all.  In  answer  to  what  was  urged 
in  favour  of  the  Union,  grounded  upon  the  necessity  of  employing  cor- 
rupt means  to  govern  the  country  as  long  as  there  were  two  independent 
legislatures,  and  in  ridicule  of  the  improvement  which  it  was  alleged 
that  the  Irish  Parliament  would  derive  from  its  union  with  that  of  Eng- 
land, he  said,  ^  The  pure  and  incorruptible  virtue  of  the  ministers 
cannot  bear  Uie  prospect  of  such  corruption,  and  that  they  may  not  see 
it,  they  plunge  into  the  midst  of  it.  They  are  Platonists  in  politics ;  the 
gross  sensualities  of  the  connexion  disgust  them,  but  the  pure  and  spi- 
ritual indulgences  of  the  union  delight  them.  I  own  I  always  suspect  this 
furious  virtue  :  the  morals  of  prudery  are  always  problematical.  When 
I  see  this  pliable  patriotism  declaiming  with  surly  indignation  to-day, 
and  cringing  with  supple  adulation  to-morrow — ^in  the  morning  Diogenes 
growling  in  his  tub,  and  in  the  evening  Aristippus  fawning  in  the  anti- 
chamber,  1  always  suspect  that  there  is  something  more  than  meets  the 
eye.  I  would  ask  some  one  of  those  enlarged  and  liberal  politicians, 
does  he  think  that  the  simple  executive  government  which  is  to  be  left 
in  Ireland,  will  be  an  improvement  upon  our  situation,  and  whether  he 
knows  of  no  method  to  reform  the  parliament,  except  by  annihilating 
it  ?  The  noble  Lord  (Castlereagh)  may  instruct  him  by  retracing  the 
speculations  of  his  youthful  days,  and  supply  him  with  some  of  those 
plans  of  reform  which  it  would  not  have  cost  him  half  so  much  trouble 
to  carry  as  the  extinction  of  parliament.  But  what  is  to  be  the  transfi- 
guration which  is  to  glorify  it,  and  how  is  this  corruptible  to  pot  on 
incorruption  ?  It  is  sentenced  to  death.  In  Ireland  it  is  to  suffer  the 
death  of  a  felon,  but  its  resurrection  in  Westminster,  in  the  midst  of 
angel  purity  and  immaculate  innocence,  is,  it  seems,  to  compensate  for 
the  suspension  of  its  political  life.  But  have  these  high  priests  of  the 
new  dispensation  revealed  the  truth  to  us,  as  to  this  paradise  of  West- 
minster ?  Do  they  know  the  British  Parliament  who  thus  speak  ?  Do 
they  think  there  is  no  borough  patronage  or  borough  representation  ? 
Do  they  suppose  there  are  no  placemen  ?  Do  they  conceive  it  a  pool 
of  Bethesda,  in  which  our  impurities  are  to  be  cleansed  ?  Do  they 
forget  that  this  immaculate  parliament,  more  than  twenty  years  ago, 
declared  by  a  solemn  vote  that  the  influence  of  the  Crown  had  increased, 
was  increasing,  and  ought  to  be  diminished  ?  Do  they  forget  that 
the  present  prime  minister  declared  'eighteen  years  ago,  that  unless 
that  assembly  was  radically  reformed,  the  empire  was  lost  ?  Do 
they  know  that  it  has  never  been  reformed  since  ?  and  do  they  think 
that  one  hundred  Irish  transplantations  will  reform  it  ?  Have  they 
ever  considered  that  there  ministerial  influence  predominates  so  efiec- 
tually,  that  the  opposition  has  seceded  in  despair  ?  Have  they  ever 
visited  this  exhibition  of  pure  representation  ?  Have  they  ever  looked 
at  Mr.  Pitt  governing  that  assembly  by  his  nod,  and  scarcely  concealing 
his  own  actual  despotism  with  the  forms  of  the  constitution  V 

In  this  strenuous  resistance  which  was  ofiiered  by  the  respectable 
portion  of  the  Irish  Bar  to  the  measure  which  deprived  Ireland  of  the 
advantages  of  a  local  legislature,  a  consciousness  of  deep  personal  in* 
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terest  most  hare  been  minff^led  with  their  public  rirtne ;  for,  it  was  not 
difficult  to  foresee  that  the  profession  from  which  the  govemment  was 
compelled  to  make  the  selection  of  its  parliamentary  advocates^  and  to 
whi  ch  the  country  looked  for  its  ablest  support,  must  sustain  a  fatal 
injury,  from  the  deprivation  of  the  opportunities  of  venality  upon  one 
hand,  and  of  profitable  patriotism  upon  the  other.  The  House  of 
Commons  was  the  field  to  which  almost  every  lawyer  of  abilities  direct- 
ed his  hopes  of  eminence  rather  than  to  the  courts  of  law ;  and  it  must 
be  acknowledged,  that  with  that  field  the  career  to  high  fame  is  clo^d 
upon  the  profession.  Money  may  now  be  made  in  equal  abundance  by 
laborious  ability  (and  indeed  the  quantity  of  talent  and  of  industry  at 
the  Irish  Bar  demand  in  every  individual  who  aims  at  important  suc- 
cess a  combination  of  both) ;  but  no  very  valuable  reputation  can  be  ob- 
tained. Perhaps  in  the  estimate  of  black-letter  erudition  the  change  is 
not  to  be  deplored :  and  unquestionably  the  knowledge  of  law  (for  a 
few  years  ag^  the  majority  of  barristers  in  full  practice  were  ignorant 
of  Its  elementary  principles)  has  considerably  increased,  and  English 
habits  of  business  and  of  diligence  are  gradually  beginning  to  appear. 
But  the  elevated  objects  of  ambition,  worthy  of  great  faculties  and  of 
great  minds,  were  withdrawn  for  ever.  Mr.  Bushe  must  have  repined 
at  the  prospect.  He  would  naturally  have  sought  for  mines  of  gold 
amidst  the  heights  of  fame,  and  he  was  now  reduced  to  the  necessity 
of  digging  for  it  in  an  obscure  and  dreary  level,  it  is  well  known  that 
Mr.  Plunket  had  at  the  time  entertained  the  intention  of  going  to  the 
English  Bar,  in  consequence  of  the  exportation  of  the  legislature  ;  but 
the  cautious  timidity  of  his  advisers  induced  him  to  abandon  the  idea. 
I  am  not  aware  whether  Mr.  Bushe  had  ever  proposed  to  himself  an 
abandonment  of  a  country,  from  which  true  genius  must  have  been 
tempted  to  become  an  absentee.  But  it  is  likely  that  his  pecuniary 
circumstances,  which  in  consequence  of  his  spontaneous  generosity  in 
paying  off  his  father's  debts  (his  own  sense  of  duty  had  rendered  them 
debts  of  honour  in  his  mind)  were  at  this  period  extremely  contracted, 
must'  have  prevented  him  from  engaging  in  so  adventurous  an  enter- 
prize.  To  him  individually,  however,  if  the  Union  was  accompanied 
with  many  evils,  it  was  also  attended  with  countervailing  benefits. 
Had  the  Irish  Parliament  been  permitted  to  exist,  Mr.  Bushe  would, 
in  all  probability,  have  continued  in  opposition  to  the  govemment, 
upon  questions  to  which  much  importance  would  have  been  annexed. 
Catholic  emancipation,  which  is  now  not  only  innocent,  but  in  the 
mind  of  almost  every  enlightened  man  has  become  indispensable, 
would  have  been  regarded  as  pregnant  with  danger  to  the  state.  Mr. 
Bushe,  I  am  satisfied,  could  never  have  brought  himself  to  resist  what 
his  own  instincts  must  have  taught  him  to  be  due  to  that  justice  which 
he  would  have  considered  as  paramount  to  expediency.  Many  ob- 
stacles would  have  stood  in  the  way  of  a  sincere  reconciliation  with  the 
government,  and  he  could  not  afford  to  play  the  part  of  Fabricius. 
Whether  the  arguments  which  Lord  Castlereagh  knew  so  well  how  to 
apply,  and  before  which,  in  the  estimate  of  the  House  of  Commons, 
all  the  eloquence  of  Grattan  was  reduced  into  a  magnificent  evapora- 
tion, would  have  prevailed  upon  Mr.  Bushe,  as  they  did  with  the  ma- 
jority of  the  Irish  members,  it  is  unnecessaiy  to  conjecture  ;  but  un- 
questionably had  not  the  Union  passed,  he  must  have  abandoned  his 
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poiitfcal  opiBioBS  before  jbe  couM  have  been  caised  to  effiee.  Vlhen^ 
howerer,  that  measure  was  carried,  a  compromise  became  eaaj,  and 
was  not,  in  my  opinion,  dishonourable.  Accoidinglj,  altbough  he 
bad  opposed  the  government  on  the  measure  which  they  had  most  at 
heart,  their  just  sense  of  his  talents  induced  them  to  oflfer  him  the 
place  of  Solicitor-General,  to  which  he  was  promoted  in  thirteen  yean 
after  he  had  been  called  to  the  Bar.  That  ofice  he  has  since  hiM, 
and  rendered  the  most  important  services  to  the  minister,  without 

Serhaps,  at  the  same  time,  ever  having  been  guilty  of  any  direct  dete- 
ction of  his  former  opinions.  He  was  placed  indeed  in  rather  an  em- 
barrassing condition ;  for  his  associate,  or  rather  his  superintendent  is 
4iffice,  Bfr.  Sauriu,  was  cou^picuous  for  his  liatred  to  the  Roman  Catholic 
cause,  of  which  Mr.  Bushe  had  been,  and  still  professed  iiimsel^  the  earnest 
friend.  This  antipathy  to  the  Roman  Catholics  formed  the  leading,  I  may 
aay  the  only  feature,  in  the  political  character  of  Saurin,  who  had  aimpli- 
fied  the  theory  of  Government  in  Ireland,  by  almost  making  its  perfec- 
tion consist  in  the  oppression  of  a  majority  of  its  pe<^le.  Bushe,  on  tiie 
other  hand,  had  often  declared,  that  he  considered  the  general  degrar 
dation  of  so  large  a  class  of  the  community  as  incompatible  with 
national  felicity.  This  difference  of  opinion  is  said  to  have  produced 
a  want  of  cordiality  between  the  two  servants  of  the  crown;  Bushe, 
however,  with  all  his  liberality  of  feeling  (and  1  have  no  doubt  tliat  his 
professions  were  entirely  sincere,)  was  of  infinitely  more  use  to  the 
government  than  Saurin  could  possibly  have  been,  when  the  suppres- 
sion of  the  Roman  Catholic  Board  was  resolved  upon.  The  latter 
upon  the  trial  of  the  delegates  exhibited  a  sombre  virulence,  which  was 
calculated  to  excite  wonder  rather  than  conviction,  lis  glooo^  ani- 
mosity was  without  a  ray  of  eloquence.  But  the  Solicitor^leneral 
produced  a  very  different  effect.  He  stood  before  the  jury  as  the  ad- 
vocate of  the  Catholic  cause,  to  suppress  the  Roman  Catholic  board. 
The  members  of  that  body  had  been  des^nated  as  miscreants  by  Mr. 
Saurin  (that  learned  gentleman  appears  to  be  averse  to  any  circum- 
locutory form  of  phrase); — ^the  Solicitor-General  called  them  his 
friends.  With  a  consummate  wile  he  professed  himself  the  champion 
of  the  people,  and  put  forth  all  Us  ardoi»r  in  insisting  upon  the  neces- 
sity of  concession  to  six  millions  of  men.  To  the  utterance  of  these 
sentiments,  which  astonished  Mr.  Saurin,  he  annexed  the  full  power  <^ 
his  wonderful  delivery.  His  countenance  became  inflamed ;  his  voice 
assumed  all  the  varieties  of  its  most  impassioned  intonation ;  and  his 
person  was  informed  and  almost  elevated  by  the  consciousness  of  the 
noble  thoughts  which  he  was  enforcing,  for  the  purpose  of  investing 
the  very  fallacies  which  he  intended  to  inculcate  with  the  splendid  sem- 
blances of  truth.  After  having  wrought  his  hearers  to  a  species  of  en- 
thusiasm, and  alarmed  the  Attomey-General  by  declaring,  with  an  at- 
titude almost  as  noble  as  the  sentiment  which  it  was  intended  to  set  off, 
that  he  would  throw  the  constitution  to  his  Catholic  countiymea  as 
widely  open  as  his  own  breast,  he  suddenly  turned  back,  and  after  one 
of  those  pauses,  the  effect  of  which  can  be  felt  by  those  only  who 
have  been  present  upon  such  occasions,  in  the  name  of  those  very 
principles  of  justice  which  he  had  so  powerfully  laid  down,  he  implored 
the  jury  to  suppress  an  institution  in  the  country,  which  he  asserted  to 
be  the  greatest  obstacle  to  the  success  of  that  measure,  for  the  attain- 
ment of  which  it  had  been  ostensibly  established. 
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The  eloquence  of  Mr.  Bmhe,  asdtted  by  certaia  contriyances  be- 
Mad  the  scenes,  to  which  goveroment  is,  in  Dublin,  occasionally  ob- 
liged to  resort,  produced  the  intended  effect.  I  doubt  not  that  a  jury 
so  properly  compounded  (the  panel  of  which,  if  not  suggested,  was  at 
least  reyised)  would  have  given  a  verdict  for  the  crown,  although  Mr 
Boshe  had  never  addressed  them.  But  the  government  stood  in  need 
of  something  more  than  a  mere  verdict.  It  was  necessary  to  give 
phmsibility  to  their  proceedings,  and  they  found  it  in  the  oratory  of 
this  distinguished  advocate.  Is  it  not  a  little  surprising  that  Mr. 
Bushe  should,  in  despite  of  the  vigour  of  his  exertions  against  the 
Catholic  board,  and  their  success,  have  still  retained  his  popularity  ? 
It  would  be  natural  that  such  services  as  he  conferred  upon  the  minis- 
try, which  appeared  so  much  at  variance  with  the  interests,  and  in 
which  he  acted  a  part  so  diametrically  in  opposition  to  the  passions  of 
the  people,  should  have  generated  a  feeling  of  antipathy  agpednst  him. 
But  the  event  was  otherwise.  He  had  previously  ingratiated  liimself 
so  much  in  the  general  liking,  and  so  liberal  an  allowance  was  made 
for  the  urgency  of  the  circumstances  in  wldch  he  was  placed,  that  he 
retained  the  favour  not  only  of  the  better  classes  among  the  Roman 
Catholics,  but  did  not  lose  the  partialities  of  the  populace  itself.  At 
all  events,  the  benefits  he  rendered  to  the  government  were  most  ma- 
terial, and  gave  him  the  strongest  claims  upon  their  gratitude. 

Another  remarkable  instance  occurred  not  very  long  ago,  of  the  value 
of  such  a  man  to  the  Irish  administration,  and  it  is  the  more  deserving 
of  mention,  as  it  is  connected  with  circumstances  which  have  excited  no 
inconsiderable  interest  in  the  House  of  Commons,  and  brought  Mr. 
Plunket  and  his  rival  into  an  immediate  and  honourable  competition. 
I  allude  to  the  case  of  the  Chief  Baron  O'Grady,  when  he  set  up  a  claim 
to  nominate  to  the  office  of  clerk  of  the  pleas  in  the  Court  of  Exche- 
quer in  Ireland.  The  prize  for  which  the  learned  Judge  was  adven- 
turing was  a  great  one,  and  well  worth  the  daring  experiment  for 
which  he  exposed  himself  to  the  permanent  indignation  of  the  govern- 
ment The  salary  of  the  office  was  to  be  counted  by  thousands,  and 
the  Chief  Baron  thought  that  it  would  be  as  conducive  to  the  public 
interests,  and  as  consistent  with  the  pure  administration  of  justice,  that 
he  should  appoint  one  of  his  own  family  to  fill  the  vacancy  which  had 
occurred,  as  that  the  local  ministry  of  Ireland  should  make  the  appoint- 
ment. The  matter  was  brought  before  parliament ;  and  much  was  said, 
though  I  think  unjustly,  upon  the  ambitious  cupidity  of  his  pretensions. 
The  right  of  nomination  was  made  the  subject  of  legal  proceedings 
by  the  Crown,  and  the  Attorney-General,  Mr.  Saurin,  thought  proper 
to  controvert  the  claims  of  the  Chief  Baron  in  the  shape  of  a  Quotrar- 
raiKo,  which  was  considered  a  harsh  and  vexatious  course  by  the  friends 
of  the  learned  Judge,  in  order  to  ascertain  the  naked  question  of  right. 
The  latter  secured  Mr.  Plunket  as  his  advocate.  He  had  been  his 
eariy  friend,  and  had  contributed,  it  was  said,  to  raise  him  to  the  place 
of  Solicitor  when  he  was  himself  appointed  to  that  of  Attorney-Gene- 
ral, and  had  lived  with  him  upon  terms  of  the  most  familiar  inter* 
course.  It  was  stated,  but  I  cannot  answer  for  the  truth  of  the  general 
report,  that  he  sent  him  a  fee  of  three  hundred  pounds,  which  Mr. 
Plunket  returned,  but  which  the  Chief  Baron's  knowledge  of  human 
nature  (and  no  man  is  more  deeply  read  in  it)  insisted  upon  his  accept- 
ing— partly  perhaps  because  he  did  not  wish  to  be  encumbered  with  an 
Voi.  IV.  No.  M.— 182«.  R  2 
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uoremuaerated  obligation,  and  no  doubt  because  he  waa  conTince^,  as 
every  lawyer  is  by  his  professional  experience,  that  the  greatest  talenti 
stand  in  need  of  a  pecuniary  excitation,  and  that  the  emotions  of  friend- 
ship must  be  stimulated  by  that  sense  of  duty  wliich  is  imposed  by  the 
'actual  perception  of  gold.  I  am  sure  that  Mr.  Plunket  would  have 
strained  his  mind  to  the  utmost  pitch,  without  this  additional  incentiTe, 
upon  behalf  of  his  learned  friend  ;  but  still  the  Chief  Baron  exliibited 
his  accustomed  sagacity,  in  insisting  upon  the  payment  of  a  fee.  This 
was  a  great  cause.  The  best  talents  at  the  Bar  were  arrayed  upon 
both  sides.  The  issue  was  one  of  the  highest  importance,  and  to  wldch 
the  legislature  looked  forward  with  anxiety.  The  character  of  one  of 
the  chief  judges  of  the  land  was  in  some  degree  at  stake,  as  well  as  the 
claims  which  he  had  so  enterprisingly  advanced ;  and  every  ciienm- 
stance  conspired  to  impart  an  interest  to  the  proceedings,  wliich  does 
not  frequently  arise.  Mr.  Saurin  stated  the  case  for  the  Crown  with 
his  usual  solemnity  and  deliberation,  and  with  that  accuracy  and  sim- 
plicity which  render  him  so  valuable  an  advocate  in  a  court  of 
equity.  He  was  followed  by  Mr.  Plunket.  One  is  apt  to  tliink  that 
^^  an  ancient  grudge,^'  or  at  least  a  rivalry,  akin  to  it,  must  have  sub- 
sisted between  diem.  Saurin  had  succeeded  to  the  office  of  Attorney- 
General  upon  the  resignation  of  Mr.  Plunket,  when,  as  it  was  under- 
stood at  the  time,  he  relinquished  his  place  at  the  express  desire  of  the 
Grenvillej)arty.  He  could  not  but  feel  some  emotions  of  regret  ana- 
logous to  the  corrosions  of  jealousy,  when  he  saw  the  golden  harvest 
which  he  might  have  reaped,  accumulating  for  fifteen  years  in  the 
granaiy  of  another.  It  is  also  likely  that  he  entered  warmly  into  the 
feelings  of  his  client,  and.  thought  that  an  unfair  mode  of  proceed- 
ing had  been  adopted  in  his  regard.  But  from  whatever  cause 
or  motive  It  might  have  arisen,  he  exhibited  in  his  reply  that  fierce 
spirit  of  sarcasm  which  he  has  not  yet  fully  displayed  in  the  House 
of  Commons,  though  it  is  one  of  the  principal  ingredients  in  his 
eloquence.  His  metaphors  are  generally  sneers,  and  his  flowen 
of  speech  are  the  aconite  in  full  blow.  He  did  not  omit  the  opportu- 
nity of  falling  upon  his  political  antagonist,  in  whom  he  left  many  a  scar, 
which,  though  half-healed,  are  visible  to  the  present  day.  His  oration 
was  as  much  a  satire  as  an  argument,  and  exhibited  in  their  perfection 
the  various  attributes  of  his  mind.  The  impression  which  he  left  upon 
the  Court  was  deep,  but  that  which  was  made  upon  the  mind  of  Mr. 
Saurin  was  more  lasting.  Plunket  protested  that  he  meant  him  no 
offence  ;  but  Saurin  felt  a  poignant  resentment  at  what  he  considered 
an  affront,  and,  until  very  recently,  all  interchange  of  ordinary  salu- 
tation ceased  between  them.  Bushe,  as  Solicitor-General,  had  to  reply, 
and  he  felt  the  importance  of  the  occasion,  and  the  magnitude  of  the 
task ;  but  he  also  felt  the  inspiring  consciousness  of  his  equality  to  its 
discharge.  Plunket  was  his  intimate  friend,  and  they  both  admired 
and  esteemed  each  other.  The  competition  between  Saurin  and  Plunket 
was  that  of  power,  while  that  between  Plunket  and  Bushe  was  the  iiore 
exalted  and  generous  rivalry  of  mind.  But  the  latter  was  sensible  that, 
holding  an  important  office  under  the  Crown,  and  being  bound  to  as- 
sert its  rights,  and  to  protect  and  vindicate  his  'colleague,  it  was  neces- 
sary that  he  should  use  little  forbearance  in  his  retaliation.  His  ora- 
torical ambition,  too,  was  in  all  probability  powerfully  excited  by  tlie 
sentiment  of  emulation,  and  he  accordingly  exerted  all  the  resources 
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of  his  intellect  in  the  contest.  His  speech  was  a  masterpiece ;  and  in 
the  general  opinion,  in  those  parts  of  it  which  principally  consisted  of 
declamatory  vituperation,  he  won  the  palm  from  his  competitor.  He 
was  pare,  lofly,  dignified,  and  generously  impassioned.  If  his  reason- 
ing was  not  so  suhtle  and  condensed,  it  was  more  guileless  and  per- 
suasive, and  his  delivery  far  more  impressive  and  of  a  higher  and  more 
commanding  tone.  A  very  accurate  and  cold-blooded  observer  would 
have  perceived,  perhaps,  in  the  speech  of  Mr.  Plunket  a  deeper  current 
of  thought  and  a  more  vigorotf^  and  comprehensive  intellect :  but  the 
great  proportion  of  a  large  assembly  would  have  preferred  the  elo- 
quence of  Bushe.  The  true  value  of  it  cannot  be  justly  estimated  by 
any  particular  quotations,  as  the  chief  merit  of  all  his  speeches  consists 
in  the  unity  and  proportion  of  the  whole,  rather  than  the  beauty 
and  perfection  of  the  details. 

The  great  reputation  obtained  by  Mr.  Plunket  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons, and  which  has  given  him  a  sway  so  much  more  important,  and 
a  station  so  much  more  valuable  than  any  professional  elevation,  no 
matter  how  exalted,  can  bestow,  must  have  often  excited  in  the  mind 
of  Mr.  Bushe,  as  well  as  in  his  admirers,  a  feeling  of  regret  that  he 
did  not  offer  himself  as  a  candidate  for  a  seat  in  the  Imperial  parlia- 
ment. It  has  frequently  been  a  subject  of  disquisition,  whether  he 
would  not  have  been  equal  to  the  most  eloquent  of  the  Irish  members 
— ^perhaps  the  ablest  man  in  the  whole  House  ; — and  he  has  been  re- 
peatedly urged,  both  by  Government  and  his  own  immediate  friends, 
to  make  the  experiment.  A  certain  spirit  of  pmdence,  which  in  a 
person  so  endowed  borders  on  timidity,  and  the  apprehension  that  his 
business  at  the  Bar  might  be  affected  by  the  necessity  of  attending  the 
Hoase  of  Commons,  induced  him  to  resist  all  the  precarious  allurements 
of  fame  held  out  by  a  prospect  which  he  justly,  perhaps,  considered 
less  golden  than  bright.  Upon  a  tecent  occasion,  however,  he  was 
upon  the  point  of  engaging  in  this  new  career — the  only  one,  perhaps, 
which  can  be  regarded  as  worthy  of  his  abilities.  Upon  the  death  of 
Mr.  Grattan,  which  produced  a  vacancy  in  the  representation  of  Dub- 
lin, he  was  solicited  to  stand  for  that  city.  There  can  be  little  doubt 
that  even  the  Orangemen  of  the  Corporation,  wedded  as  they  are  with 
such  inveterate  tenacity  to  opinions  so  different  from  the  political  sen- 
timents of  Mr.  Bushe,  would,  from  a  feeling  of  national  pride,  in  which 
with  a  somewhat  singular  inconsistency  they  occasionally  indulge,  have 
united  with  the  Roman  Catholics  in  his  support,  and  that  he  would 
have  been  returned  without  a  contest.  But  the  ambition  of  Mr.  Bushe 
yielded  to  the  reverence  which  he  cherished  for  the  memory  oC the  il- 
lustrious person  whom  he  was  solicited  to  succeed,  and  accordingly  he 
declined  putting  himself  into  competition  with  the  son  of  Henry  Grat- 
tan. This  noble  sacrifice  at  the  grave  of  his  departed  friend  was  an 
unavailing  one  :  the  worthy  corporators  of  Dublin  selected  a  person  in 
every  respect  (vell  qualified  to  represent  both  their  principles  and  under- 
standings, and  the  mantle  of  the  great  patriot  dropped  from  the  chariot 
of  his  fame  upon  the  shoulders  of  Master  Ellis. 

It  is  the  opinion  of  all  those  who  have  had  the  opportunity  of  hearing 
Mr.  Bushe,  that  he  would  have  made  a  very  great  figure  in  the  English 
House  of  Commons  ;  and  for  the  purpose  of  enabling  those  who  have 
not  heard  him  to  form  an  estimate  of  the  likelihood  of  his  success  in 
that  assembly,  and  of  the  frame  and  character  of  his  eloquence,  a  ge- 
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neral  delineatioD  of  this  accomplished  advocate  Diaj  not  he 'inappro- 
priate. The  first  circamstance  which  offers  itself  to  the  mind  of  any 
man  who  recalls  the  recollection  of  Boshe,  in  order  to  famish  a  descrip- 
tion of  his  rhetorical  attributes,  is  his  delivery,  in  bringing  the  re- 
membrance of  other  speakers  of  eminence  to  my  contemplation,  their 
several  faculties  and  endowments  present  themselves  in  a  different 
order,  according  to  the  proportions  of  excellence  to  each  other  wliich 
they  respectively  bear.  In  thinking,  for  example,  of  Mr.  Fox,  the 
torrent  of  his  vehement  and  overwhela|ing  logic  is  first  before  me .  • . 
if  I  should  pass  to  his  celebrated  antagonist,  I  repose  upon  the  majesty 
of  his  amplification.  The  wit  of  Sheridan,  the  blazing  imagination  and 
the  fantastic  drollery  of  Curran,  the  forensic  and  simple  vigour  of 
Erskine,  and  the  rapid,  versatile,  and  incessant  intensity  of  Plunket — 
are  the  first  associations  which  connect  themselves  with  their  respective 
names.  But  there  is  no  one  peculiar  faculty  of  mind  which  snggesti 
itself  in  the  first  instance  as  the  characteristic  of  Mr.  Boshe,  and  which 
presses  into  the  van  of  his  qualifications  as  a  public  speaker.  The 
corporeal  image  of  the  man  himself  is  brought  at  once  into  the  memory. 
I  do  not  think  of  any  one  distinguishing  attribute  in  the  shape  of  a  single 
intellectual  abstraction — ^it  is  a  picture  that  I  have  before  me. 

There  is  a  certain  rhetorical  heroism  in  the  expression  of  his  coun- 
tenance, when  enlightened  and  inflamed,  which  I  have  not  witnessed  in 
the  faces  of  other  men.  The  phrase  may,  perhaps,  appear  too  extra- 
vagant and  Irish ;  but  those  who  have  his  physiognomy  in  their  recol- 
lection will  not  tbiuk  that  the  word  is  inapplicable.  The  complexion 
is  too  sanguineous  and  ruddy,  but  has  no  murkiness  or  impurity  in  its 
flush :  it  is  indicative  of  great  fulness,  but  at  the  same  time  of  great 
vigour  of  temperament.  The  forehead  is  more  lofty  than  expansive, 
and  suggests  itself  to  be  the  residence  of  an  elevated  rather  than  of  a 
comprehensive  mind.  It  is  not  so  much  ^^  the  dome  of  thought^'  as 
^^  the  palace  of  the  soul.''  It  has  none  of  the  deep  furrows  and  iotellec- 
tual  indentures  which  are  observable  in  the  forehead  of  Plunket,  but 
is  smooth,  polished,  and  marble.  The  eyes  are  large,  globular,  aad 
blue;  extremely  animated  with  idea,  but  without  any  of  that  diffusive 
irradiation  which  belongs  to  the  expression  of  genius.  They  are  filled 
with  a  serene  light,  hut  have  not  much  brilliancy  or  fire.  The  mind 
within  them  seems,  however,  to  be  all  activity  and  life,  and  to  combine 
a  singular  mixture  of  intensity  and  deliberation.  The  nose  is  lightly 
arched,  and  with  sufficient  breadth  of  the  nostrils  (which  physiogno- 
mists consider  as  a  type  of  eloquence)  to  furnish  the  associations  of  dar- 
ing and  of  power,  and  terminates  with  a  delicacy  and  chiseled  elegance 
of  proportion,  in  which  it  is  easy  to  discover  the  polished  irony  and  re- 
fined satire  in  which  he  is  accustomed  to  indulge.  But  the  month  is 
the  most  remarkable  feature  in  his  countenance :  it  is  endowed  with 
the  greatest  variety  of  sentiment,  and  contains  a  rare  assemblage  of 
oratorical  qualities.  It  is  characteristic  of  force,  firmness,  and  preci- 
sion, and  is  at  once  afiable  and  commanding,  proud  and  kind,  tender 
and  impassioned,  accurate  and  vehement,  generous  and  sarcastic,  and 
is'  capable  of  the  most  conciliating  softness  and  the  most  impetuous  ire. 
Yet  there  is  something  artificial  about  it  from  a  lurking  consciouaneas 
of  iti  own  expression.  Its  smile  is  the  great  instrument  of  its  effects, 
but  appears  to  be  too  systematic ;  yet  it  is  susceptible  of  the  nicest  gra- 
dations :  it  merely  flashes  and  disappears,  or,  in  practised  obedience  te 


Shekhu  of  Ou  Iri$h  Bur.  901 

the  wiH,  streams  over  the  whole  coontenance  in  a  broad  and  permanent 
illomination  :'  at  one  moment  it  jost  passes  oyer  the  lips,  and  dies  at 
the  Instant  of  its  birth  ;  and  at  another  bursts  ont  in  an  exuberant  and 
OTerflowing  jojoosness,  and  seems  caught  in  the  fulness  of  its  hilaritj 
from  the  face  of  Comus  himself.  But  it  is  to  satire  that  it  is  princl- 
pallj  and  most  effectually  applied.  It  ii  the  glitter  of  Uie  poisoned 
sneer  that  is  levelled  at  the  heart  The  man  who  is  gifted  with  these 
powers  of  physiognomjr  is,  naturally  enoi^h,  almost  too  prodigal  <^ 
their  use  :  and  a  person  who  watched  Mr.  Boshe  would  perceive  that 
he  frequently  employed  the  abundant  resources  of  his  countenance  in- 
stead of  the  riches  of  his  mind.  Witl^him,  indeed,  a  look  is  often 
sujQBcient  for  all  purposes  :  it 

Conyeys  a  libel  in  a  frown, 
And  winkt  a  reputation  down. 

There  is  a  s^entleman  at  the  Irish  Bar,  Mr.  Henry  Deane  Grady,  one 
of  whose  eyes  he  hashimself  designated  as  ^^  his  jury  eye  ;^'  and,  indeed, 
from  his  frequent  application  of  its  ludicrous  qualifications,  which  the 
learned  gentleman  often  substitutes  in  the  place  of  argument,  even 
where  argument  might  be  obviously  employed,  has  acquired  a  sort  of 
professional  distortion,  of  which  he  appears  to  be  somewhat  singularly 
proud.  Mr.  Bushe  does  not,  it  is  true,  rely  so  much  upon  this  species 
of  ocular  logic  ;  but  even  he,  with  all  his  good  taste,  carries  it  to  an 
extreme.  It  never  amounts  to  the  buffoonery  of  the  old  school  of 
Irish  barristers,  who  were  addicted  to  a  strange  compound  of  tragedy 
and  farce  ;  but  still  it  is  vicious  from  its  excess. 

The  port  and  attitude  of  Mr.  Bushe  are  as  well  suited  to  the  pur- 
poset  of  impressiveness  as  his  countenance  and  its  expression.  His 
form,  indeed,  is  rather  too  corpulent  and  heavy,  and  if  it  were  not 
concealed  in  a  great  degree  by  his  gown,  would  be  considered  ungainly 
and  inelegant.  His  stature  is  not  above  the  middle  size  ;  but  his  chest 
is  wide  and  expansive,  and  lends  to  his  figure  an  aspect  of  sedateness 
and  strength.  In  describing  the  ablest  of  his  iofemal  senate,  Milton 
has  particularly  mentioned  the  breadth  of  his  ^^  Atlantean  shoulders.'^ 
The  same  circumstance  is  specified  by  Homer  in  his  picture  of  Ulys- 
ses ;  and  however  many  speakers  of  eminence  have  overcome  the  dis- 
advantages of  a  weak  and  slender  configuration,  it  cannot  be  doubted 
that  we  associate  with  dignity  and  wisdom  an  accompaniment  of  mas- 
siveness  and  power.  His  gesture  is  of  the  first  order.  It  is  finished 
and  rounded  witl^  that  perfect  care,  which  the  orators  of  antiquity 
bestowed  upon  the  external  graces  of  eloquence,  and  is  an  illustration 
of  the  justice  of  the  observation  made  by  the  master  of  them  all,  that 
action  was  not  only  the  chief  ingredient,  but  almost  the  exclusive  con- 
stituent of  excellence  in  his  miraculous  art.  There  is  unquestionably 
much  of  that  native  elegance  about  it,  which  is  to  the  body  what  fancy 
and  imagination  are  to  the  mind,  and  which  no  efforts  of  the  most  la- 
borious diligence  can  acquire.  But  the  heightening  and  additions  of 
deep  study  are  apparent.  The  most  minute  particulars  are  attended 
to.  So  far  indeed  has  an  observance  of  effect  been  carried,  that  in 
serious  obedience  to  the  ironical  precept  of  the  satirist,  he  wears  a  large 
gold  ring,  which  is  frequently  and  ostentatiously  displayed  upon  his 
weighty  and  commanding  hand.  But  it  is  the  voice  of  this  fine  speaker, 
which  contains  the  master-spell  of  Ms  perfections.    I  have  already  men- 
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tioaed  its  extraordinary  attributes,  and  indeed  it  most  be  actaaOj  heard 
in  order  to  form  any  appreciation  of  its  effects. 

It  must  be  acknowledged  by  the  admirers  of  Mr.  Bushe  that  his  de- 
livery constitutes  bis  cbdef  merit  as  an  advocate,  for  his  other  powers, 
however  considerable,  do  not  keep  pace  with  it  His  style  and  diction 
are  remarkably  perspicuous  and  clear,  but  are  deficient  in  depth.  He 
has  a  remarkable  facility  in  the  use  of  simple  and  unelaborated  expres- 
sion, and  every  word  drops  of  its  own  accord  into  that  part  of  tlie 
sentence  to  which  it  most  properly  belongs.  The  most  accurate  ear 
could  not  easily  detect  a  single  harshness,  or  one  inharmonious  con- 
currence of  sounds  in  the  coarse  of  his  longest  and  least  premeditated 
speech.  But  at  the  same  time,  there  is  some  want  of  power  in  liis 
phraseology,  which  is  not  either  very  original  or  picturesque.  He  in- 
dulges little  in  his  imagination,  from  a  dread,  perhaps,  of  ^ling  into 
those  errors  to  which  liis  countrymen  are  so  prone,  by  adventuring 
upon  the  heights  which  overhang  them.  But  I  am  at  the  same  time  in- 
clined to  suspect  that  nature  has  not  conferred  that  faculty  in  great  ex- 
cellence upon  him  ;  an  occasional  flash  gleams  for  a  moment  over  Us 
thoughts,  but  it  is  less  the  lightning  of  the  imagination  than  the  warm 
exhalation  of  a  serene  and  meteoric  fancy.  Curran,  with  all  Ids  im- 
perfections, would  frequently  redeem  the  obscurity  of  his  lai^^age  by 
a  single  expression,  that  threw  a  wide  and  piercing  illumination  far 
around  him,  and  lefl  a  track  of  splendour  upon  the  memory  of  his 
audience  which  was  slow  to  pass  away ;  but,  if  Bushe  has  avoided  the 
defects  into  which  the  ambition  and  enthusiasm  of  Curran  were  ac- 
customed to  hurry  him,  he  has  not  approached  liim  in  richness  of  dic- 
tion, or  in  that  elevation  of  thought,  to  which  that  great  speaker  had 
the  power  of  raising  his  hearers  with  himself.  He  was  oAen'^^  led 
astray,'^  but  it  was  ^^  by  light  from  Heaven.'^  On  the  other  hand,  the 
more  level  and  subdued  cast  of  thinking  and  of  phrase  which  have 
been  adopted  by  Mr.  Bushe,  are  better  suited  to  oases  of  daily  occur- 
rence ;  and  I  own  that  I  should  prefer  him  for  my  advocate  in  any 
transaction  which  required  the  art  of  exposition,  and  the  elucidating 
quality  which  is  so  important  in  the  conduct  of  ordinary  affairs.  He 
has  the  power  of  simplifying  in  the  highest  degree.  He  evolves  with  a 
surprising  facility  the  most  intricate  facts  from  the  most  embarrassing 
complication,  and  reduces  in  a'  moment  a  chaotic  heap  of  incongruous 
materials  into  symmetry  and  order.  In  what  is  called  ^^  the  narration^ 
in  discourses  upon  rhetorick,  his  talent  is  of  the  first  rank.  He  clari- 
fies and  methodises  every  topic  upon  which  he  dwells,  and  makes  the 
obscurest  subject  perspicuous  and  transparent  to  the  dullest  mind 

His  wit  is  perfectly  gentlemanlike  and  pure.  It  is  not  so  vehement 
and  sarcastic  as  that  of  Plunket,  nor  does  it  grope  for  pearls,  like  the 
imagination  of  Curran,  in  the  midst  of  foulness  and  ordure.  It  is  full 
of  smooth  mockery  and  playfulness,  and  dallies  with  its  victim  with  a 
sort  of  feline  elegance  and  grace.  But  its  gripe  is  not  the  less  deadly 
for  its  procrastination.  His  wit  has  more  of  the  qualities  of  raillery 
than  of  imagination.  He  does  not  accumulate  grotesque  images  to- 
gether, or  surprise  by  the  distance  of  the  objects  between  which  he  dis- 
covers an  analogy.  He  has  nothing  of  that  spirit  of  whim  which  per- 
vaded the  oratory  of  Curran,  and  made  his  mind  appear  at  moments 
like  a  transmigration  of  Hogarth.  Were  a  grossly  ludicrous  similitude 
to  offer  itself  to  liim,  he  would  at  once  discard  it  as  incompatible  with 
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that  chastised  and  sobjngated  ridicule  in  which  alone  he  permits  him^ 
self  to  indoli^.  But  from  this  circumstance  he  draws  a  considerable 
advantage.  The  mirth  of  Curran  was  so  broad,  and  the  convalsion  of 
laaghter,  which  by  his  personations  (£ot  Ids  deliverj  oAen  bordered 
upon  a  theatrical  audacity)  he  never  tailed,  whenever  he  thought  pro- 
per, to  produce,  disqualified  Ms  auditors  and  himself  for  the  more  sober 
investigation  of  truth.  His  transitions,  therefore,  were  frequentiy  too 
abrupt ;  and  with  ail  his  mastery  over  his  art,  and  that  Protean  quality 
by  widch  he  passed  with  an  astonishing  and  almost  divine  facility  into 
every  different  modification  of  style  and  thought,  a  just  gradation  from 
the  extravagance  of  merriment  to  the  depth  of  pathetic  emotion  could 
not  always  be  preserved.  Bushe,  on  the  other  hand,  never  finds  it  • 
difficult  to  recover  himself  Whenever  he  deviates  from  that  sobriefy 
wliich  becomes  the  discussions  of  a  court  of  justice,  he  retraces  his 
steps  and  returns  to  seriousness  again,  not  only  with  perfect  ease,  but 
without  even  leavii^  a  perception  of  the  change.  His  manner  is  ad- 
mirably chequered,  and  the  various  topics  which  he  employs,  enter 
into  each  other  by  such  gentle  and  delicate  degrees,  that  all  the  parts 
of  his  speech  bear  a  jast  relation,  and  are  as  well  proportioned  as  the 
several  limbs  of  a  fine  statue  to  the  general  composition  of  the  whole. 
This  unity,  which  in  all  the  arts  rests  upon  the  same  sound  principles, 
is  one  of  the  chief  merits  of  Mr.  Bushe  as  a  public  speaker. 

There  is  a  fine  natural  vein  of  generous  sentiment  running  through 
bis  oratory.  It  has  often  been  said  that  true  eloquence  could  not  exist 
in  the  absence  of  good  moral  qualities.  In  opposition  to  this  maxim 
of  ethical  critidsm,  the  example  of  some  highly  gifted  but  vicious  men 
has  been  appealed  to ;  but  it  must  be  remembered,  in  the  first  place, 
that  most  of  those  whose  deviations  from  good  conduct  are  considered  to 
afford  a  practical  refutation  of  this  tenet  (which  was  laid  down  by  the 
greatest  orator  of  antiquity)  were  not  engaged  in  the  discussion  of  pri- 
vate concerns,  in  which,  generally  speaking,  an  appeal  to  moral  feeling 
is  of  most  frequent  occurrence  ;  and  in  the  next  place,  there  can  be  little 
doubt,  that  although  a  series  of  vicious  indulgences  may  have  adul- 
terated their  natures,  they  must  have  been  endowed  with  a  large  por- 
tion of  generous  instinct.  However  their  moral  vision  might  have 
been  gradually  obscured,  they  could  not  have  been  bom  blind  to  that 
sacred  light  which  they  knew  how  to  describe  so  well.  Nay  more :  I 
will  venture  to  affirm,  that,  in  their  moments  of  oratorical  enthusiasm, 
they  most  have  been  virtuous  men.  As  the  best  amongst  us  fail  into 
occasional  error,  so  in  the  spirit  of  lenity  to  that  human  nature  to  which 
we  ourselves  belong,  we  should  cherish  the  hope  that  there  are  few  in- 
deed so  bad,  as  not  in  imagination  at  least  to  relapse  at  intervals  to 
better  sentiment  and  a  nobler  cast  of  thought.  However  the  fountains 
of  the  heart  may  have  been  dried  and  parched  up,  enough  must  at  least 
remain  to  shew  that  there  had  heen  a  living  spring  within  them.  At 
all  events  there  can  be  no  eloquence  without  such  an  imitation  of  virtue, 
as  to  look  as  beautiful  as  the  original  from  which  the  copy  is  made. 
Mr.  Bushe,  I  confidentlv  believe,  bears  the  image  stamped  upon  his 
breast,  and  has  only  to  ieel  there,  in  order  to  give  utterance  to  those 
sentiments  which  give  a  moral  dignity  and  elevation  to  his  speeches. 
His  whole  life,  at  least,  is  in  keeping  with  his  oratory ;  and  any  one  who 
heard  him  would  be  justly  satisfied  that  he  had  been  listening  to  a  high- 
minded,  amiable,  and  honourable  man.    The  following  extract  from 
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•ne  of  hifl  best  speeches  will  illustrate  the  qualitjr  te  which  I  have 
alloded,  as  well  as  famish  a  favourable  esampie  of  the  geDeral  tone  of 
bis  eloquence.  He  is  describiiqf^  the  foigireness  of  a  husband ;  aod,  as 
this  arucle  has  already  exceeded  the  bounds  which  I  had  prescribed  to 
myself,  I  shall  conclude  with  it  ^  It  requires  obdurate  and  habihial 
vice  and  practised  depravity  to  overbear  the  natural  workii^  of  tiie 
human  lieart :  tliis  unfortunate  woman  had  not  strength  farther  to  re- 
sist She  liad  been  seduced,  she  had  been  depraved,  her  soul  was 
burdened  with  a  guilty  secret ;  but  she  was  young  in  crime  aad  true  to 
nature.  She  could  no  longer  bear  the  load  of  her  own  conscience^^he 
was  overpowered  by  the  generosity  of  an  injured  husband,  more  keen 
than  any  reproaches — she  was  incapacitated  from  any  further  disstmo- 
lation ;  she  flung  herself  at  his  feet  ^  I  am  unworthy,'  she  exclaimed, 
^  of  such  tenderness  and  such  goodness — ^it  is  too  late — ^the  viilain  has 
ruined  me  and  dishonoured  you:  I  am  guilty.' — Gentlemen,  I  told 
you  I  should  confine  myself  to  facts;  I  have  scarcely  made  an  observa- 
tion. I  will  not  affront  my  client's  case,  nor  your  feelings,  nor  mj 
own,  by  common-placing  upon  the  topic  of  the  plaintiff's  sufferings. 
Ton  are  Christians,  men :  your  hearts  must  describe  for  me ;  1  can- 
not— I  affect  not  humility  in  saying  that  I  cannot ;  no  advocate  can — as 
I  told  you,  your  hearts  must  be  the  advocates.  Conceive  tins  un- 
happy nobleman  in  the  bloom  of  life,  surrounded  with  every  comfort, 
exalted  by  high  honours  and  distinctions,  enjoying  great  property,  the 
proud  proprietor,  a  few  hours  before,  of  what  he  thought  an  innocent 
and  an  amiable  woman,  the  happy  father  of  children  whom  he  loved, 
and  loved  the  more  as  the  children  of  a  wife  whom  he  adored — ^precipi- 
tated in  one  hour  into  an  abyss  of  misery  which  no  language  can  re- 
present, loathing  his  rank,  despising  Mb  wealth,  cursing  the  youth 
and  health  that  promised  nothii^  but  the  protraction  of  a  wretched 
existence,  looking  round  upon  eveiy  worldly  object  with  disgust  and 
despair,  and  finding  in  this  complicated  woe  no  principle  of  consola- 
tion, except  the  consciousness  of  not  having  deserved  it  Smote  to 
the  earth,  this  unhappy  man  foi^ot  not  his  character  : — he  raised  the 
guilty  and  lost  penitent  from  his  feet :  he  left  her  punishment  to  her 
conscience  and  to  Heaven ;  her  pardon  he  reserved  to  himself:  the 
tenderness  and  generosity  of  his  nature  prompted  him  to  instant  mercy 
•—he  forgave  her—he  prayed  to  God  to  forgive  her  ;  he  told  her  that 
she  should  be  restored  to  the  protection  of  her  fadier,  that  until  then 
her  secret  should  be  preserved  and  her  feelings  respected,  and  tliat 
her  &11  from  honour  should  be  as  easy  as  it  might ;  but  there  was  a 
forgiveness  for  which  she  supplicated,  and  wMch  he  sternly  refused  : 
he  refused  that  forgiveness  which  implies  the  meanness  of  the  penon 
who  dispenses  it,  and  which  renders  the  clemency  valueless  because  it 
makes  the  man  despicable  :  he  refused  to  take  back  to  his  arms  the 
tainted  and  faithless  woman  who  had  betrayed  him:  he  refused  to 
expose  himself  to  the  scorn  of  the  world  and  his  own  contempt : — ^he 
submitted  to  misery;  he  could  not  brook  dishonor." 

J^ote, — Since  the  above  article  was  written,  Mr.  Boshe  has  been 
raised  to  the  office  of  Chief  Justice  of  the  ICing's  Bench,  in  conse- 
quence of  the  resignation  of  Mr.  Downes,  who  has  at  last  proved  him- 
self possessed  of  the  Christian  virtue  which  Mr.  Bushe  used  to  say  was 
the  only  one  he  wanted. 
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COUNTRY  UFE  IN  BNOLAND# 

A  Lfttter  from  Monf .  le  Vicomte  de  L  to  Mom.  C.  de  V  ,  is  Parif. 

From  the  French  MS. 

It  has  been  often  remarked  bj  travellers,  that  nothiog  is  known  of 
^e  English  till  they  are  seen  in  their  true  element,  (as  their  James  I. 
used  to  call  it),  in  Uit  cowninf — ^in  those  mansions,  parks,  gardens,  par* 
nonages,  and  cottages,  which  gem  the  beaatiAil  surface  of  their  isle, 
and  announce  at  once  the  independence,  and  the  affluence,  and  the 
taste  of  its  inhabitants.  You  may  imagine,  therefore,  that  i  joyfully 
availed  myself  of  an  opportunity  which  offered  of  obsenring  their 

conntry  life,  by  accepting  an  invitation  from  Sir  C B 

(whom  you  remember  at  Paris)  to  pass  a  week  at  his  seat  in  the  county 
of  £^— — ,  about  seven  leagues  from  London.  The  family  is  among 
the  most  respectable  and  ancient  of  the  English  gentry ; — a  class  of 
admirable  worth  and  most  important  influence  in  the  country.  We 
have  nothing  corresponding  to  them  exactly:  well  would  it  be  for 
France  if  we  had.  They  are  the  connecting  link  between  the  high 
aristocracy  and  the  mere  commoner-^their  root  deeply  embedded  in 
the  healthy  soil  of  the  people — ^their  branches  shading  and  ornament- 
ing proudly  the  higher  institutions  of  the  country,  and  often  affording 
protection  and  appm  to  the  throne  itself.  They  are  not  poor  and 
proud  barons  and  marquises,  with  barren  titles,  pensions  from  the  civil 
list,  and  privileges  enjoyed  at  the  expense  of  trade  and  of  husbandry ; 
but  independent  gentlanen^  unpaid  and  active  magistrates,  diligent 
members  of  parliament,  zealous  promoters  of  county  and  local  interests, 
hunters  without  oppression,  friends  of  the  poor,  patrons  of  the  church. 
The  ancestors  of  my  friend  Sir  C.  B.  have  represented  their  county 
in  Parliament  twenty^ve  times  within  two  hundred  years ;  and  the 
present  head  of  the  faofily  only  lately  retired,  from  a  desire  of  repose, 
and  because  he  left  his  seat  to  a  firm  friend  of  his  own  principles. 
The  family  mansion  stands  at  one  end  of  a  noble  park,  full  of  fine 

Snber,  planted  by  his  great  grandfather.    The  park  is  contiguous  to 
e  old  and  venerable  forests  of  E-^— —  and  H ^  whose  oaks 

ai«  as  ancient  as  the  Conqueror,  and  of  which  my  friend  Sir  C. 
is  one  of  the  Verderors,  or  keepers.  The  forests  of  England  were, 
like  those  of  France,  originally  places  of  regal  pastime,  set  apart  by 
royal  Nimrods  many  centuries  ago,  with  tyrannical  disregard  of  the 
property  and  rights  of  the  tenants  of  the  soil.  Bnt  as  the  free  spirit 
of  the  boasted  English  Cwnmon  Law  has  prevailed  over  the  arbitrary 
customs  of  the  Forest  Codes — as  property  has  become  more  valuable, 
and  secured  by  laws  better  ascertained — as  wolves  and  bears  have  been 
extirpated,  and  even  stags  and  foxes  are  less  in  v(^ue  than  formerly,  the 
royal  authority  over  the  forests  has  become  little  more  than  nominal ; 
the  real  guardianship  of  them  has  fallen  into  the  hands  of  the  neigh- 
bouring Seign€ur$  and  ^Squires^  who,  either  by  permission  of  the  Crown 
or  by  continued  encroachments  on  its  prerogatives,  have  acquired  the 
whole  benefit  and  property  in  the  few  rights  of  forest  which  are 

still  existing.     In  the  forest  of  E the  Verderors  ^keepers  of  the 

vert — greensward)  are  even  elected  by  the  freeholders  of^the  district,  in 
the  same  manner  as  Justices  of  the  peace  formerly  were,  and  as  Mem- 
bers of  Parliament  now  are,  or  ought  to  be,  according  to and  ■  ■•    '. 
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la  fact,  the  oppressive  pageantxy  of  the  Royal  Hunt  has  long  been 
disused  in  England — George  III.  used  to  follow  his  stag^hounda  like 
a  plain  country-squire — and  the  King  of  England  could  not  shew  hb 

magnificent  brother  of  W g,  when  in  tiiis  country,  a  single  spot 

where  he  could  trample  on  his  peasant^s  harrest,;and  drire  boars  orer 
liis  vineyards,  in  the  true  style  of  the  German  potentate.  Their  chidf 
purpose  being  thus  at  an  end,  the  forests  have  decreased  in  extent  and 
grandeur  much  more  rapidly  than  ours  in  France ;  where,to  say  notibing 
of  other  causes,  the  Grand  Feneur  and  master  of  the  royal  hont  stiU 
hold  a  splendid  rank  among  the  ancient  ornaments  of  the  monarchy. 
If  you  were  not  such  a  fervent  admirer  of  the  vieiUe  eour  and  all  its 
systems,  you  might  agree  with  me  that  a  free  English  forest  is  all  tlie 
pleasanter  and  the  more  lovelv  from  the  absence  of  all  associattons  of 
barbarous  slavery  and  oppressive  ferocity  in  its  green  glades  and  lovely 
wildernesses.  Oppression  has,  in  fact,  no  more  place  in  tliese  sylvan 
retirements  than  in  the  umbrageous  wilds  of  wooded  America,  where 
man  walks  abroad  in  all  that  unfettered  eneigy  of  spirit  to  which  your 
friend,  M.  de  C  ,  might  reconcile  even  you  by  his  eloquence. 

But  enough  of  politics,  whether  du  drait^  or  du  gauche^  or  du 

I  found  on  my  arrival  the  family  of  the  park,  and  the  neighboniii^ 
gentlemen,  busy  in  discussing  and  preparing  for  a  sort  of  ftte  champ^tre 
under  their  venerable  forest  oaks.  The  young  ladies  and  yoang  men 
were  in  a  bustle,  inviting  friends,  ordering  music,  planning  arrange- 
menta,  appointing  a  patroness  or  queen  of  the  day,  and  joyfully  antici- 
pating this  rendezvous  of  rural  festivity.  The  idea  pleased  me  much : 
it  was  national  and  appropriate,  and  the  execution  was  in  every  way 
worthy  of  it.  The  custom,  1  learnt,  was  annual,  having  been  established 
only  a  few  years.  The  zeal  and  energy,  and  good  humour  with  which 
every  one  took  a  part  in  the  preparatory  operations,were  liighly  amusing. 
One  lady  made  flowers  and  bouquets — another  learnt  hunting-ain  to 
play  on  the  guitar — grave  members  of  parliament  and  clergymen  were 
riding  about  ordering  a  band,  selecting  a  spot  for  the  f&te,  writing  to 
London  for  a  celebrated,  French^hom  player,  arranging  a  programny 
of  the  proceedings,  and  settling  the  contributions  of  viands,  fruiti, 
wines,  &c.  which  each  family  should  contribute.  At  about  one  o^clock 
on  the  day  appointed,  the  family  coaches  of  the  neighbouring  squires, 
filled  with  laughing  and  happy  young  girls,  and  prudent  mothers,  and 
chaperones,  might  be  seen  movihg  towards  the  happy  spot — a  lovely 
and  shady  glade  at  the  foot  of  a  bold  hill  in  the  thick  of  the  forest 
This  hill  commanded  a  prospect  of  unrivalled  beauty,  down  the  course 
of  the  broad  and  glittering  Thames,  and  over  the  green  and  distant 
hills  of  Surry  and  Kent.  We  have  no  such  prospect  in  France ;  none 
so  varied,  so  green,  so  cultivated,  and  so  refreshing.  This  forest  is 
equally  unlike  any  of  ours.  Fontainebleau  is  more  imposing,  more 
magnificent,  and  more  triiie.  St.  Germain  is  dulness  and  monotony 
itself  to  this  varied  and  ruiiU  greenwood,  where  the  deer  trip  merrily 
through  the  thickets,  disturbed  by  no  royal  piqaeurs^  where  the  patlu 
wind  beautifully  in  artless  labyrinths,  and  every  variety  of  bower  and 
thicket  invites  the  wanderer  with  its  natural  and  luxuriant  freshness. 
The  trees,  however,  are  not  to  be  compared  to  the  stately  grandeur  of 
our  oaks  and  beeches  at  Fontainebleau  ;  and  the  pines  of  the  Jura  are 
wanting.    The  party  met  on  the  brow  of  the  hill ;  and  aAcr  enjoying 
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Um  piDtpect,  the  gentleaea  iMmded  the  ladies  down  the  gpreen  tlope  to 
the  valley  heiow,  with  that  Btrangtnunt  and  decormD  which  abcompany 
eren  pleasures  in  EDgland.  Proceeding  down  the  thicket,  a  vast  long 
table  appeared  through  the  trees,  tastefully  spread  with  cold  viands  of 
great  dcHcacj  and  varietj,  fruits,  flowers,,  wine,  plate,  china,  glitter^ 
ing  Uke  a  feast  in  a  pantomime,  with  all  the  ahundance  of  Ceres  and 
Ponooa^s  gi^  A  few  dames  and  camthers  who  had  arrived  early, 
were  alreiuly  scattered  about  in  gay  summer  dresses  ander  the  trees. 
A  teat  was  pitched  to  the  iefLfor  the  kitchen ;  a  kettle  was  boiling  on 
twe  sticks  ^  PEgypiieimej  the  vbkijke  curling  up  among  the  green 
houghs.  The  chaiiots  and  coaclies  were  drawn  up  at  a  little  distance. 
A  ptano-forte  stood  near  the  table,  and  Signor  P-^* —  with  his  French 
bm  blew  a  welcome  as  tbe  party  arrived.  The  lady  patroness — la 
presidenu — a  young  and  pretty  wife  of  one  of  the  neighbouring  gentle* 
men,  took  her  seat :  her  spouse  headed  the  table.  The  ICing  was  drunk 
with  three  times  three,  and  acclamations  of  English  loyalty  made  the 
greenwood  ring.  The  whole  scene  was  a  picture  for  Hobbima,  Miens, 
or  our  Le  Sueur — except  tliet  tlie  last  would  have  found  no  aquiline^ 
nosed  monarch  to  simper  amorously  at  the  rural  goddesses.  The  gay 
and  various-coloured  dresses,  the  graceful  figures  and  snuling  faces, 
the  glittering  table,  the  groups  of  rural  spectators,  the  liTeried  ser« 
vanta,  tlie  smoking  fire,  tlie  tent,  and  the  leafy  canopy  waving  its  em- 
bowering shades  over  all,  gave  the  whole  the  air  of  a  fairy  dream.  It 
was  Shakipeare^s  Midsummer  Night^s  Dream  realized,  without  his  gali* 
maiitu  and  monsters — ^Titania  without  her  ass — Oberon  and  }a»  queen 
in  high  good-humour,  and  revelling  with  a  full  court  in  light  and  inno- 
cent festivity.  The  dinner  or  c<^tion  was  excellent — ^by  no  means, 
though  rustic,  like  the  feast  of  Baucis — 

Le  lioge  orni  de  fleon  fut  couvert  pour  tons  m^ts 
D*im  pea  de  lait,  de  Iruitr,  et  des  dons  de  C^res. 

About  forty  persons  sat  down.  The  wines  were  admirable  ;  and 
the  fruits  altnast  equal  to  those  of  the  Boulevards.  Except  the  cir- 
cumstance of  the  viands  being  cold,  no  ingredient  of  an  excellent 
English  dinner  was  wanting.  Indeed  the  only  fault  perhaps  was,' 
tliat  there  was  too  much  of  recherche  and  preparation,  which  gave 
some  idea  of  ceremony  ;  but  in  England,  dinner,  you  know,'  is  never 
an  aflair  of  chance.  Not  that  the  English  are  greater  gourmands  than 
we  are  :  the  contrary,  I  believe,  is  the  fact ;  but  it  is  a*  part  of  the 
domestic  sociability  and  union  of  their  habits  to  make  every  meal  a 
rendezvous  for  the  scattered  members  of  the  family — and  this  gives  a 
certain  air  cf  ceremony  and  preparation  to  all  meals.  Breakfast, 
I  find,  is  also  an  afialr  of  form  in  a  large  country-house  of  the  genuine  ^ 

English  stamp.     Round  the  hissing  urn  assemble  all  the  fresh  and  gay  v 

morning  faces  of  the  household ;  the  pleasures  of  the  preceding  evening, 
or  the  plans  of  the  present  day,  are  discussed  and  arranged  oversmoking 
vases  of  tea  and  delicate  paniUelograms  of  toast.  In  some  modem 
great  houses  it  is  indeed  the  fashion  for  Milord  to  drink  his  cofiee  in  his 
library,  and  MUadi  sips  chocolate  in  her  boudoir ;  while  the  young  ladies 
loll  over  a  novel  with  their  green  tea  by  their  bed-sides. 

^  Belinda  still  her  downy  pillow  prest, 
Her  fpardian  sylph  prolongM  the  balmy  rest.^^ 
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Visiton  in  the  hoiue  are  thus  left  to  themselyes  tUlDOon  or  dinner-tiiiie 
You  walk  in  the  morning  into  a  dreary  deserted  breakfast-room— 4lie 
old  hounds  and  parlour-dogs  being  the  only  inmates  of  the  famiij  who 
are  stirring  to  give  you  a  welcome.  One  visitor  rings  the  bell  for 
breakfast  at  one  hour,  another  at  another.  This  is  adopted  a  go«d  deal 
from  us  French.  It  is  more  convenient  for  those  who  have  businesB  or 
studies  to  attend  to,  and  it^suits  well  that  morbid  class  of  persons  who 
like  their  own  solitary  thoughts,  and  also  professed  wits,  who,  being  ex-* 
pected  to  play  a  brilliant  part  at  the  dinner-table,  like  to  refresh  their 
spirits,  and  gather  up  their  bwnrmoU  and  anecdotes  for  the  exhibition  of 
the  coming  evening.  But  it  is  less  eomfartahle^  less  sodable,  less  1k»- 
pitable  than  the  genuine  old  English  breakfast ;  and  though,  as  yoa 
know,  I  am  Porisien  defond  en  comble^  I  yet  like  the  English  best  when 
they  are  most  national  and  least  French.    Mate  voila  un  epitode ! 

Dinner  being  concluded,  some  of  the  ladies  joined  with  Sigoor  P V 
horn  in  making  a  pleasing  concert,  while  a  few  country-dances  were  ex- 
ecuted with  all  the.  lightness  and  grace  of  the'"  moonlight  elves^^  and  &ys 
who  may  be  supposed  to  revel  in  these  green  shades.  As  the  evening 
came  on,  an  invitation  was  given  by  Lady  B.  to  adjourn  to  the  Park. 
This  was  readily  accepted  by  the  majority  of  the  party.  Coaches, 
chariots,  and  tilburies  were  instantly  filled  with  fair  forms  and  gallant 
cavaliers,  and  the  cavalcade  moved  to  the  park.  The  carpet  in  the 
grand  saUm  wa^  presently  removed,  the  tables,  couches,  and  ottomans 
displaced,  and  quadrilles  commenced  with  all  the  energy  which  English 
damsels,  you  know,  display  in  all  their  movements.  Both  young  men 
and  maidens  are  now,  you  know,  accomplished'  dancers  quite  d  la 
Pariiienne — thanks  to  some  of  our  artistes  who  came  over  in  the  train 
of  King  Quadrille.  It  is  surprising  how  well  the  undulations  of 
out  elegant  dance  suit  the  stately  forms  of  these  fine  Anglaises :  eiUs 
stmt  Us  vraies  Dianes  de  la  danse.  They  dance  with  sentiment  and 
poetry — ^not  like  Jigurantes  du  Grand  Opera.  They  have  not  the  na- 
tural lightness  and  exquisite  coquetry  of  our  demoiselles — ^bot  they 
have  a  capacity  which  seizes  every  thing,  and  lays  hold  of  the. sptrit 
of  every  accomplishment :  they  learn  to  dance,  as  they  learn  to  ride,  to 
play,  to  sing,  to  speak  Italian — ^by  rule  and  principle, — and  they  are  mis- 
tresses of  the  dance  as  they  are  of  languages,  aufond^  and  with  a  com- 
pleteness and  finish  which  is  unequalled.  In  short,  they  mix  up  this  me- 
chanical accomplishment  with  the  sentiment  and  intellect  which  pervade 
their  characters.  Besides,  Englishwomen  and  Englishmen,  to  be  happy 
and  agreeable  in  society,  must  have  un  but — they  must  have  quel^ 
chose  d  /aire — they  are  awkward  ^ineant,  and  cannot  talk  eloquently 
about  nothing.  A  quadrille,  a  waltz,  a  book,  a  game  at  cards,  are 
necessary  to  exclude  ennuL  Leave  them  entirely  to  their  own  resources, 
and  nine  societies  out  often  would  (or  oi^ht  to)  acknowledge  they  were 
dreadfully  ennute — bored  (as  their  phrase  is).  I  hardly  know  a  coterie 
of  English  with  whom  one  could  enjoy  those  delightful  promenades  of 
indolence  and  mirth  which  we  used  to  enjoy  with  Madame  la  Comtesse 

de  C ,  Mons.  de  A ^n,  Madame  de  L ,  and  the  Marquis 

de  V e,  in  the  Bosquets  of  St.  Cloud  and  Trianon — when  we  drove 

down  in  caUehes  or  rode  on  horseback,  the  carriage  stocked  with 
a  few  peaches  and  gateaux — notbii^  to  do — ^nothing  new  to  see— every 
flower  and  avenue  known  by  heart  to  us  all ;  no  books,  no  wits,  no 
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UcMtf,  and,  what  is  more  dngalar,  no  liaisons  ;  bat  our  unadorned  selves 
in  high  spirits,  with  a  quick  and  keen  enjoyment  of  conversation ;  fine 
ejes  fall  of  pleasure,  without  either  sentiment  or  triumph — enjcuefnent 
vdthoot  aim;  and  g^ety  without  effort.  But  the  English  require 
gtUmg  1^  to  be  happj ;  they  must  be  stimulated  by  something  which 
rouses  some  feeling  or  some  talent :  they  are  such  people  of  mind 
and  of  sentiment,  that  they  know  no  enjoyment  unless  interesttd  by 
somethiii^ :  they  know  nothing  of  the  spontaneous  sparkling  pleasure 
of  spirits  which  bound  only  because  nothing  depresses  them ;  they 
must  have  a  reason  to  be  gay  f — we  require  a  reason  to  be  sad.  En  un 
mot,  ib  savent  joiitr,  fnais  %ls  ne  savent  pas  s'^amtuer.  ^^  Mais  plus  de 
metaphysique,^^  you  exclaim.  We  kept  up  waltzes  and  quadrilles  with 
great  spirit  and  detertninaiion  till  near  midnight,  when  the  party  sepa- 
rated, and  the  carriages  soon  drove  away.  I  went  to  my  room,  and 
enjoyed  a  lovely  moon  streaming  over  the  basin  in  the  park,  and 
pouring  its  masses  of  pale  light  through  the  shades  of  the  shrubbery. 
You  see  I  am  turned  quite  a  Celadon  among  these  nymphs.  You  will 
tell  me,  ^^  Never  Bgtla  say  the  English  are  not  gay,  afler  such  a  day  as 
you  describe.^'  "  No  ;  they  are  tumpy — never  gay  ;"  lequel  des  deux 
vastt  nmux,  c^  est  d  vous  d  didder.    I  am  delighted  with  this  rural  life ; 

Flore,  Echo,  les  Zephyrs  et  lean  moUes  haleines, 
Le  yerd  tapis  des  prds,  et  Targent  des  fontainei— 

not  the  less  agreeable,  by  the  way,  for  being  d  sept  lieues  de  la  eapitaU, 
I  will  write  again  when  I  have  any  thing  to  descrioe,  and  nothing  to  do. 


THE  ROS£-BUD« 

From  (he  German  of  Goethe. 

A  ROSS,  that  bloomM  the  road-side  by, 
Caught  a  young  vagrant^s  wanton  eye  ; 
The  child  was  gay,  the  mom  was  clear, 
The  child  woold  see  the  rose-bud  near  : 

He  saw  the  blo(Hnlng  flower. 
My  little  rose,  my  rose-bud  dear ! 
My  rose  that  blooms  the  road-side  near ! 

The  child  exclaimM,  *^  My  hands  shall  dare, 
Thee,  rose,  from  off  thy  stem  to  tear  ;^^ 
The  rose  replied,  ^^  If  I  have  need, 
My  thorns  shall  make  thy  fingers  bleed — 

Thy  rash  design  give  o'er." 
My  little  rose,  my. rose-bud  dear ! 
My  rose  that  blooms  the  road-side  near ! 

Regardless  of  its  thorny  spray, 
The  child  would  tear  the  rose  away ; 
The  rose  bewaiPd  with  sob  and  sigh, 
But  ail  in  vain,  no  help  was  nigh 

To  quell  the  urchin's  power. 
My  litUe  rose,  my  rose-bud  dear ! 
My  rose  that  bloom'd  the  road-side  near !  r» 
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LETTERS  ON  ▲  TOUR  IN  SWITZERLAND. 

NO.  VI. 

EvHi  here,  where  Alpine  tolitudes  extend, 

I  sit  me  down  a  peniive  hour  to  ipend.  CrOLDsmra* 

As  we  droye  towards  Aarberg  od  the  road  to  Berae^  every  soccesaire 
object  presented  a  chaoge  of  character  from  the  villages  and  people  of 
Neachatel  and  the  Pajs  de  Vaud.  It  was  eTldeot  we  had  quitted  the 
FavB  Romand  (French  Switzerland),  and  were  now  in  the  heart  of  the 
Gaman  canton  of  Berne.  The  appearance,  statore,  CMtome,  and 
looks  of  the  people,  presented  a  mkrked  difference :  the  men  were  taller, 
squarer,  more  strongly  built,  with  an  air  of  true  German  sedaleacss  and 
taciturnity :  the  women  large  portly  dames,  with  their  fair  hair  parted 
across  the  forehead,  (I  cannot  say  tlie  '^  aurea  que  fallax  retia  teodii 
Amor,^^)  large  lace  grasshopper  wings  to  their  caps,  a  black  Telvet 
bodice,  short  stuff  petticoats,  thick  ancles,  and  alver  buckles  on  their 
shoes.  Such  is  a  Bernese  beauty  (for  they  are  reckoned  some  of  the 
finest  women  in  Switzerland)— a  sort  ot  rustic  qpeea — a  peasant- 
woman  of  Rubens — with  a  clumsy  kind  of  dignity,  aod  a  sort  of 
ponderous  grace  which  is  not  very  piquant  or  attracthre,  at  the  same 
time  that  it  is  impossible  to  deny  her  the  merit  of  good  shape,  fair 
complexion,  and  arms  and  legs  which  render  her  a  most  service- 
able helpmate  to  her  husband  in  all  agricultural  employment  The 
country  around  us  was,  in  general,  of  the  richest  pasture,  the  ver- 
dure of  which  I  never  saw  equalled,  except  in  England.  Indeed,  the 
neatness  of  the  fields,  the  carefully  compacted  inclosures  and  he(%e- 
rows,  the  chequering  of  wood  here  and  there  interspersed,  gave  die 
country  more  resemblance  to  our  own  than  any  district  I  ever  saw  on 
the  continent.  Had  the  broad  barrier  of  the  Jura  behind  us,  and  the 
glittering  snow-tops  of  the  Alps  peeping  out  from  the  clouib  before 
us,  been  removed,  the  home-scene  immediately  about  us  might  easily 
have  been  taken  for  a  scene  in  the  county  of  Hertford  or  of  Berks.  The 
resemblance  would  be  put  to  flight,  indeed,  in  a  moment  by  the  appear- 
ance of  one  of  the  aforesaid  Amaryllises  with  a  pitchfork  on  her  shoulder, 
driving  home  a  load  of  sheaves  drawn  by  a  pair  of  little  fawn-coloured 
cows,  obeying  with  docile  steps  the  shrill  voice  of  their  mistress. 
We  crossed  twice  the  rapid  Aar,  which  waiters  this  green  and  fertile 
country,  and  arrived  at  the  white,  elegant,  9md  picturesque  town  of 
Berne  towards  evening. 

Berne  is  beyond  comparison  the  finest  and  best-buiU  town  in  Switzer- 
land, with  a  peculiarity  of  character  and  situation  which  render  it  unlike 
any  place  with  which  I  am  acquainted.  It  stands  on  a  narrow  high  pen- 
insular ridge  almost  surrounded  by  the  Aar,  over  which  there  is  a  hand- 
some stone  bridge  at  the  lower  extrgnuity  of  the  town.  This  ridge  slopes 
down  with  great  rapidity  to  the  river — in  some  places  its  sides  are  nearly 
perpendicular,  in  others  covered  with  g^arden  and  *  vineyard ;  and  the 
houses  of  the  town  look  down  immediately  on  the  river  and  green  mea- 
dows at  200  feet  below.  The  width  of  the  town  from  the  river  to  the 
river  is  no  where  more  than  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  and  its  length  about  a 
mile.  On  all  sides  are  noble  terrace-walks  overhanging  the  Aar,  and 
commanding  the  loveliest  prospects  of  the  pastures,  woods,  and  moun- 
tains around  :  the  most  delightful  of  these  walks  is  on  a  terrace  above 
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the  firer  in  the  chnrchjard  of  the  cathedral,  where  the  Bernese  are 
fimd  of  loonging  under  the  shade  of  some  fine  avenues  of  horfte-chest-. 
nati.  The  rirer  flows  raphily  immediately  below  the  terrace,  and  is 
formed  into  a  fine  murmuring  cascade  by  a  mill-dam  below.  A  fine 
expanse  of  the  richest  meadow,  studded  with  white  peasants'  houses, 
chaUamx^  and  farms,  stretches  for  some  miles  near  the  river;  wliile  a 
fine  slope  of  pasture  mountain,  half  covered  with  a  fir  forest,  rises  be> 
yond,  closing  the  rich  home  landscape.  A  green,  fresh  pastoral  beauty 
characterises  this  near  scene.  It  is  more  like  Arcadia  than  any  pic- 
ture one^s  fancy  can  suggest ;  but,  lovely  as  it  is,  a  far  sublimer  and 
more  lovely  sight  opens  on  the  eye  when  the  clouds  break  away,  and 
beyond  this  verdant  foreground  the  Bernese  Alps  in  ail  their  grandeur 
rise  towering  into  the  heavens,  and  glittering  with  a  resplendent  white- 
ness. The  grandeur  of  landscape  can  hardly  go  beyond  this  view. 
Every  near  object  glads  the  eye  and  soothes  the  feelings  with  an  aspect 
of  rural  plenty  and  peace  and  independence ;  while  the  hoary  majes- 
tic forms  of  these  distant  ^^  palaces  of  nature^'  give  a  nobler  and  more 
elevated  tone  to  the  feeling  which  the  scene  inspires-^ 

All  that  expands  the  ipirit,  jet  appals, 
Gather  around  these  sninmits. 

The  interior  of  the  town  is  neat,  regular,  and  cleanly  beyond  example 
for  a  town  of  the  same  size  and  antiquity.  It  is  built  entirely  of 
white  stone,  and  well  paved.  The  main  stree't,  which  runs  the  length 
of  the  town,  is  divided  in  the  middle  by  an  antique  arch  and  gateway 
of  an  early  date,  erected  by  Berchtold,  Duke  of  Znhringen,  the  foun- 
der of  the  town.  Over  this  gateway  is  a  very  curious  ancient  clock  of 
singular  mechanism,  and  one  of  the  earliest  specimens  of  the  art.  All 
the  booses  in  Berne  are  built  towards  the  street  on  arcades  which  oc- 
cupy the  place  of  the  ground-floor,  so  that  the  foot  pavement  is  en- 
tirely under  cover — a  great  convenience  to  foot  passengen.  This  gives 
a  uniform  and  somewhat  quiet  and  lifeless  character  to  the  streets,  the 
shops  being  kept  out  of  view,  and  the  throng  of  passers  concealed 
under  the  arcades.  Berne  has  in  all  respects  a  truly  aristocratic  ap- 
pearance. The  approaches  to  the  town  are  by  admirable  roads  be- 
tween Avenues  of  limes  and  chestnuts.  The  gates  and  entrances  are 
striking — ^the  public  buildings,  particularly  the  hospital,  the  mint,  and 
the  cathedral,  are  imposing  masses  of  stone  architecture — fountains 
and  gushing  streams  are  distributed  in  all  quarters  of  the  town — the 
noble  terraces,  fine  ramparts,  with  deer  and  bears  running  loose  in  the 
ditches,  the  arms  of  the  ambassadors  on  their  mansions,  and  the  absence 
of  all  the  dirt  and  noisy  confusion  of  commerce,  of  which  there  is  not 
a  shadow  at  Berne,  give  a  character  of  patrician  elegance  and  dignity 
to  this  metropolis  of  a  pastoral  and  agricultural  country.  Patricians 
and  peasants  are  alone  to  be  seen  at  Berne.  The  Bernese  have  the 
credit  of  possessii^  a  spirit  quite  in  keeping  with  this  aristocratic  air 
of  their  town.  They  pride  themselves  much  upon  their  venerable 
families  which  have  furnished  distinguished  statesmen  and  warriors  to 
Switzerland  from  the  earliest  periods  of  the  Helvetic  league  to  the 
present  day.  Some  of  the  families  who  now  take  lead  in  the  council, 
and  who  frequently  fill  the  office  of  Avoyer  or  president  of  the  republic, 
have  filled  the  same  offices,  cultivated  the  same  estates,  and  dwelt  in  the 
same  chateaux,  almost  since  the  days  of  William  Tell.  Some  branches 
of  these  ancient  families,  which  are  often  very  numerous,  are  not  in 
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affluent  drcainstftiices ;  but  few  condescend  to  resort  to  commerce ; 
preferring,  in  the  true  chivalrous  spirit  of  their  ancestors,  the  pro* 
fession  of  arms,  and  entering  into  foreign  militaiy  sendee  rather  tlian 
degrade  their  hereditary  rank  by  mercenary  occupations.  There  is 
something  noble  and  respectable  in  this  sort  of  feeling  which  Indoces 
men  to  submit  to  personal  priyations  and  sacrifices  from  what  they 
conceiTe  a  point  of  honour  to  their  families  and  themselves.  Aris- 
tocracy at  Berne  is,  in  fact,  the  stem  ancient  warrior^s  feeling,  full  of 
pride  and  patriotism,  but  in  no  way  sullied  by  pomp  or  fastidioos  luxu- 
ry, or  frittered  Bway  by  foppery  and  feshion. 

The  simplicity  of  life  in  all  ranks  is  most  remarkable.  All  the  town, 
from  the  Avoyer  downwards,  dine  from  twelve  to  two.  No  carnages 
or  equipages,  or  laced  liveries,  are  to  be  seen.  Except  one  of  the  Spanish 
Minister,  I  never  saw  a  coach  in  the  streets  of  Berne.  The  first  digni- 
taries  and  nobles  are  to  be  seen  driving  themselves  in  a  humble  ekar^ 
banc  with  one  horse.  The  ^^  Persicos  apparatus''  of  the  table  art  not 
attempted,  and  a  man  servant  is  a  rarity  even  in  the  best  houses.  So- 
ciety was  described  to  us  by  the  Bernese  themselves  (for  we  were  at 
Berne  in  the  heat  of  summer,  when  ^^  the  season*^  was  quite  at  an  end^ 
as  rather  of  a  stiff  old-fashioned  character.  The  eateries  are  divided 
strictly  according  to  ages — the  old,  the  middle-aged,  and  the  young, 
form  entirely  distinct  parties,  and  rarely  mingle  together.  Till  a  cer- 
tain age,  a  young  lady  or  gentleman  belongs  to  the  youthful  squadron 
— at  a  precise  period  they  quit  this  and  enter  into  the  next  ^visioD. 
At  the  conno  to  which  we  were  introduced,  the  same  regulation  pre- 
vails— there  is  the  young  men's  room,  and  the  elderly  gerftlemen^ 
room — they  can  by  no  means  read  the  papers  or  play  hilUards  in  the 
same  apartment.  Various  other  etiquettes  of  the  same  sort  prevail  id 
the  best  society.  If  a  husband  and  wife  go  to  the  same  party,  they 
cannot  possibly  go  tc^ether ;  the  wives  go  about  an  hour  beforehand, 
and  then  the  husbands  appear.  Swiss  society  does  not  appear,  in  ge- 
neral, to  afford  very  brilliant  resources  of  conversation,  or  the  graces 
of  court  breeding ;  but,  when  you  stand  in  a  circle  of  Swiss  gentlemen, 
their  plain  and  simple  manners  and  appearance  vouch  for  the  manly 
strength  and  virtues  of  their  character  :  you  feel  that  you  are  among 
honest  men  and  gentlemen  in  feelings  and  in  birth.  Their  conver- 
sation is  that  of  agricultural  gentlemen — the  patricians  of  a  pastoral 
state:  the  vintage,  the  crops,  the  barometer,  the  foreign  news,  are 
discussed  with  unpretending  good  sense  ;  then  a  rubber  at  whist  is  re- 
sorted to ;  and  waltzing  is  the  never-failing  resource  of  the  young 
people. 

Politics  are  naturally  enough  rather  a  sore  subject  at  Berne  ;  the 
wounds  of  the  Revolution  were  too  deep,  and  are  still  too  fresh,  not  to 
smart  on  touching.  At  Berne  these  are  naturally  felt  with  peculiar 
acuteness.  In  one  day  the  glory  and  pride  of  three  centuries  were  tar- 
nished. On  the  5th  of  March,  1798,  Berne  was  entered  by  French 
troops.  This  stem  oligarchy,  which  had  been  the  fulcrum  and  shield  of 
the  Swiss  Confederation  for  centuries,  preserving  neutrality  and  peace 
to  Switzerland,*  and  ruling  its  subjects  with  a  paternal  and  tranquil 
authority,  was  broken  and  overthown  with  insult.  Its  treasure,  to  the 
immense  amount  of  fifteen  millions  of  franca,  was  pillaged ;  its  venerable 
dignitaries  insulted — its  brave  defenders  slaughtered— its  arsenal,  with 
40,000  stand  of  arms,  plundered — and  even  Uie  antique  armour  of  the 
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warlike  forefathers  of  the  state  carried  off  hy  a  rapacious  soldieiy.  It 
is  now,  indeed,  restored  to  peace  and  to  mach  of  its  ancient  condition ; 
bnt  its  treasare,  accomalated  by  the  frugality  and  honesty  of  its  rulerfi 
for  centuries,  has  been  squandered  by  the  French  armies — ^its  armoury  is 
despoiled — ^it  has  lost  two  of  its  fairest  provinces,  the  Pays  de  Vaud  and 
Argorie — ^the  charm  of  long  unbroken  peace  and  security  is  dispelled ; 
and  what  is,  perhaps,  as  disagreeable  as  all  to  the  upper  ranks,  the 
frame  of  its  venerable  institutions  has  been  shaken,  and  their  pure 
aristocracy  compelled  to  endure  a  coalition  with  some  democratic  ele> 
ments.  Before  the  Revolution  the  eligibility  to  all  ofBces  was  vested  in 
236  ancient  families,  among  whom  about  seventy,  in  fact,  monopolized 
all  honour  and  consequence — for  honour,  and  consequence  were  every 
thing — ^their  emolument  was  little  more  than  nominal.  Their  Excel* 
lencies  the  Members  of  the  Sovereign  Council  had  none  at  all,  and 
the  President  of  the  State  f  the  Avoyer^  had  about  4002.  per  ann. — and 
this  with  fifteen  millions  or  francs  in  tne  public  treasury !  Since  the 
Revolution,  the  door  has  been  opened  to  a  considerable  number  of  fa* 
milies  of  the  upper  peasantry,  who  are  now  eligible  to  public  offices, 
but  in  such  a  number  as  still  to  leave  a  decided  preponderance  among 
the  old  aristocratic  families.  Taxes  were  absolutely  unknown  in  Berne 
before  the  Revolution,  thanks  to  peace  and  frugality :  they  are  now 
very  trifling  in  amount.  The  hospitals  are  admirably  administered. 
Beggars  are  unknown :  every  individual  has  a  claim  on  some  com- 
mune or  parish  for  support ;  and  if  ever  peasants  appeared  well-fed, 
substantial,  proud,  and  opulent,  certainly  it  is  the  peasantry  of  Berne. 
The  old  government  of  Berne,  according  to  the  general  confession  of 
friends  and  foes,  afforded  one  of  the  most  remarkable  instances  in  his- 
tory of  a  long  course  of  spotless  integrity,  and  wise  and  temperate  admi- 
nistration. The  people,  it  is  true,  had  no  influence  in  it ;  the  oligarchy 
of  old  families  were  absolute  rulers.  But  for  five  centuries  the  people  haid 
lived  prosperous,  powerful,  and  happy,  without  a  single  tax,  with  little 
either  of  poverty  or  crime,  with  justice  open  to  all,  a  public  granary 
full  of  com  provided  for  emergencies,  and  a  treasury  overflowing  with 
money,  for  which  there  was  absolutely  no  use  in  a  state  where  the 
rulers  were  unpaid.  The  best  representative  government  that  ever 
existed  never  secured  so  long  and  plentiful  a  result  of  happiness  to 
a  people,  as  had  been  produced  by  this  absolute  oligarchy.  It  is  no 
proof  of  the  advantage  of  such  a  form  of  government  in  the  abstract — 
but  it  is  a  proof  of  the  honour,  benevolence,  and  patriotism  of  the 
Swiss  aristocracy,  which  will  in  all  history  redound  to  their  glory. 
Nor  is  the  fact  to  be  considered  as  imputing  blame  to  the  advocates 
of  some  kind  of  change. '  Even  had  the  French  not  introduced  their 
own  principles  as  usual  at  the  point  of  their  bayonets,  the  people  were, 
perhaps,  fairly  entitled  to  demand  some  innovations  suited  to  the  spirit 
of  the  times  and  their  own  increased  lights  and  knowledge.  They  began 
to  see,  that,  without  a  single  impoatant  grievance  to  complain  of,  they 
held  their  freedom  and  prosperity  only  at  the  pleasure  of  the  Sovereign 
Council :  they  had  no  securities  but  their  rulers'  integrity  and  conscience. 
They  began  to  theorize  as  well  as  their  neighbours,  and  in  theory  they 
had  neither  rights,  nor  freedom,  nor  security  of  any  kind.  They  cannot 
be  blamed  for  having  urged  a  claim  to  some  guarantee  of  the  permanence 
of  those  blessings  of  good  government  which  they  had  enjoyed  for  cen- 
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tmies.  The  means  by  which  their  object  was  effected  were,  indeed,  bit« 
ter  and  galling  to  Switzerland ;  but  French  ambition  and  ayaiice,  and  the 
imprudent  zeal  of  some  Swiss  reformers,  must  take  the  blame  of  these 
excesses.  Notwithstanding  the  successful  defence  of  their  liberty  and 
neutrality  for  three  centuries  against  ordinary  attacks,  it  Is,  perhaps, 
doubtful  whether  Switzerland,  even  had  she  been  firm,  united,  and  un- 
diyided  by  French  principles  and  views  of  reform,  could  have  withstood 
the  overbearing  torrent  of  an  invasion  by  Republican  France.  Her 
reformers  and  revolutionists  certainly  did  not  allow  her  the  trial,  and 
gave  France  assistance ;  but  they  were  the  dupes  of  that  which  duped 
some  of  the  greatest  and  wisest  men  in  Europe — the  prefidious  hy- 
pocrisy and  profligate  ambition  of  the  agents  of  the  French  RevolutioB. 

D. 


SONG. 
THE  DEVIL  AND  THE  NUNS. 

Ther^  once  was  a  convent  of  beautiful  Nuns, 

Sing  heigh,  and  their  looks  were  so  holy. 
That  the  pouting  and  scorn  of  those  pale  pretty  one« 

Made  the  Deyil  himself  melancholy. 
Like  a  minstrel  he  once  clambered  up  to  their  wall 

And  of  love  at  their  grate  he  sung  lowly ; 
But  they  soon  put  a  stop  to  his  sweet  madriga], 

And  they  tumbled  him  back  rowley-powley. 
Ho,  ho  !  quoth  the  Devil,  but  I  will  not  flinch  ; 

And  his  way  he  by  hook  or  by  crook  made, 
Till  at  last  he  contrived,  in  the  guise  of  a  wench, 

To  be  hired  in  their  house  for  a  cook-maid. 
Grammercy,  sweet  maids,  could  ye  ever  believe 

Te  should  meet  with  a  snare  so  bewitching, 
Ab  that  he  who  had  offerM  the  apple  to  Eve 

Was  to  cook  apple-pies  in  your  kitchen  ? 
To  his  stews  and  his  fries  went  the  father  of  lies, 

And  he  pamperM  his  pretty  despisers. 
Till  they  grew  by  degrees,  from  pale  meek  devotees, 

Into  bouncing  and  brave  gormandizers. 
Such  laughing  and  roistering  soon  made  the  cloister  ring. 

You  could  scarcely  distinguish  \hemfr6m  boys  ; 
Lord  knows  how  their  diet  had  set  them  a-riot. 

But  they  rompM  like  a  parcel  of  tomboys. 
And  I  wish,  merry  Fair,  that  your  tricks  had  stopped  there. 

But  the  Devil  slipt  under  their  patties 
Tom  leaves,  as  by  chance,  from  old  books  of  romance, 

About  ladies  that  kissM  through  the  lattice. 
Like  tinder  each  poor  little  heart  caught  the  spark. 

And  began  with  love-fancies  to  palter ; 
Singing  rapturous  songs  from  the  dawn  to  the  dark, 

But  alas  !  ^twas  not  songs  of  the  Psalter. 
When  their  C6nfe88or  scolded,  they  pulPd  both  his  ears ; 

Then  O-ho,  quoth  the  Devil  (and  droUy 
Put  bis  tongue  in  his  cheek)  I  forgive  you,  my  dears, 

For  your  tumbling  me  back  rowley-powley. 


(     315     ) 

ON  THS    OAME    Or    CHESS    IN    EUROPE    DURING    THE 
THIRTEENTH    CENTURY.* 

§  V.     The  Roc. 

The  name  of  this  piece  is  also  deiiyed  from  the  East ;  the  Arabians 
called  it  ^^  Ruch,  and  the  Jews  p^«^  Rdk  or  Rok^  both  words  signify. 
ing  a  Camel  or  Dromedary.  I  shall  not  dwell  longer  on  this  piece,  as 
its  moTement  on  the  board  has  never  varied,  since  the  introduction  of 
the  Game  into  Europe.! 

§  IV.  The  Poun, 

The  Eastern  name  given  to  this  piece  was  ^^^^  Beidak^  a  word 
which  signifies  in  the  Turkish  language  sl  foot-soldier :  the  Jews  called 
it  7J|^  Rugal,  The  Pawn  has  never  undergone  any  variation  in  its 
powers  of  moving  and  other  prerogatives,  and  therefore  it'  will  be 

•  Continued  from  page  130. 

t  In  Aben  Esra^s  little  Poem  on  Cheat,  already  quoted,  the  mores  of  the  p^*^ 
or  Rok  are  thui  clearly  explained ;  ' 

cfpyj  Sflpi  ♦Ssp  ia»n4 

Rac  recta  incedit  in  via  sua, 
In  campo  per  latitudinem  et  longitudinem  ejus ; 
Et  vias  obfiquas  non  quserit, 
Semita  ejus  non  est  torta  nee  perversa. 
The  elegant  treatise  on  Chess  of  Rabbi  Aben  Jachia,  is  still  more  explanatory 
on  the  movement  of  the  Rok  at  this  game : 

D^  pn  "i^-^  p^  ^311  ]^m  "i3:i!  1533  Di^  nb»"V:? 
na  y^  di^'^^'?  '■\w  ^'^sn  nis)  on^n  p  im 

i.  e.  Et  <x>ram  Ruchis  itei'  ipsomm  directum  est :  nam  via  eoram  est  recta.  Et 
muosmodi  motio  est  quatuor  iUis :  non  enim  circumeunt  in  incessu  suo,  sed  in  omni 
via  qnse  est  ante  se,  incedit  unnsquisque  ipsorum,  si  per  rirtutem  suam  valet ; 
et  nemo  dicit  ei  qoicquam.  Tantummodo  si  aliquis  ex  Principibus  aut  servis  Regis 
steterit  coram  eis,  tunc  non  est  iis  potestas  transeundi  per  illos  (ne  quidem  per 
tnmultnm  suum  nee  per  strepitum  suum)  ii  termino  ad  quern  hactenus  processerat 
quilibet  eorom  solus. — The  move  of  this  Piece  is  thus  described  in  JtfiS.  BibL  Reg. 
U  £.  xxi. : 

Rochus  qui  cemit  prope  ut  longe  ut  stemit, 

Nee  est  in  bello  quisque  velocior  illo ; 

Si  nihil  obstiterit  hostes  tunc  undique  quscrit. 

Hie  tamen  obliquis  parcct  cunctis  inimicis. 

^*  Rochus  est  justiciarius  perambulans  totam  terram  directs  cum  linea ;  itaque 
B€c  obliqud  capiat  corruptis  muenribus,  sed  omnia  justd  corrigat  null!  parcens, 
icc.^^    jfforalitas  Innocentii  Papa, 
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needless  to  enter  into  a  description  of  them  here ;  bat  the  reader  if 
requested  to  refer  to  the  note  below.* 

Having  thus  described  the  powers  of  the  rarioos  pieces^  we  neit 

*  Mr.  Twiss,  in  his  entertaining  work  on  Chess,  describes  the  wood  engraTio^ 
mserted  in  an  ancient  Italian  edition  o(  Jacobus  de  Ceuoli*  (the  treatise  printed  if 
Cazton,  in  1474)  ;  after  mentioning  the  King,  Queen,  and  Bishops,  Ac  lie  comes 
to  the  Pawns :  "  The  first  Pawn  which  stands  before  the  King^s  Rook  is  a  hiu- 
bandman,  with  his  bill  in  his  right  hand,  and  in  the  left  a  wand,  to  guide  hbozm 
and  flocks,  and  a  pruntng-knife  at  his  girdle.  The  second  Pawn  placed  More 
the  King^s  Knight,  is  a  smith  with  a  hammer  in  one  hand,  and  a  trowel  in  the 
other,  clothed  in  a  seaman^s  jacket.  The  King^s  Bishop^s  Pawn,  is  a  man  with  a 
pair  of  shears  in  one  hand,  a  knife  in  the  other,  an  inkstand  hanging  at  his  button, 
and  a  pen  stuck  behind  his  right  ear.  The*  King^s  Pawn  has  a  pair  of  scales  ia 
his  right  hand,  in  his  left  a  measuring  wand,  and  a  purse  of  money  hanging  at 
his  waistband.  The  Queen^s  Pawn  is  a  man  seated  in  an  armed  chair,  with  a 
book  in  one  hand,  and  in  the  other  a  rial }  various  chirurgical  instrnments  are 
stuck  in  his  girdle.  This  personage  represents  a  physician,  who  to  be  perfect,  as 
the  book  (ofJaeobtu  de  Ccuolu)  says,  ought  to  be  a  grammarian,  Icvician,  rheto- 
rician, astrologer,  arithmetician,  geometrician,  and  musician.  The  Queen^s  Bish- 
op^s  Pawn  is  a  man  standing  at  his  own  door,  with  a  glass  of  wine  in  one  hand, 
a  loaf  of  bread  in  the  other,  and  a  bunch  of  keys  at  his  girdle  ;  representing  an 
innkeeper.  The  Queen^s  Knight^s  Pawn,  with  two  large  keys  in  one  hand,  a 
pair  of  compasses  in  the  other^  and  an  open  purse  at  his  waist.  The  eighth  and 
last  Pawn,  is  a  man  with  his  hair  disheyelled,  ragged  clothes,  four  dice  in  his  r%iit 
hand,  a  crust  of  bread  in  his  left,  and  a  letter-pouch  suspended  from  his  shoul- 
ders."—f^o/.  1.  pp,  43,  44.— Caxton,  in  his  edition  of  this  very  early  writer  on 
Chess,  gires  the  following  names  to  the  eight  Pawns  Just  described : — 

Labourers  and  tillnge  of  the  erthe 

Smjrthis  and  other  werkes  in  yron  and  metall 

Drapers  and  makers  of  cloth  and  notaries 

Marchantes  and  chaungers 

Phisicyens  and  cirugiens,  and  apotecaries 

Tabemers  and  hostelers 

Gardes  of  the  cities  and  tollers  and  customers 

Ribauldes  players  at  dyse  and  the  messagers. 
I  have  already  commented  on  the  absurdity  of  our  ancestors  in  compelling  the 
Pawn  to  change  his  sex,  and  from  a  soldier  turn  into  a  woman,  and  many  (he 
King  in  reward  of  his  valour ;  but  it  appears  that  his  promotion  to  the  dignitj  of 
/Vrs  or  Ferre,  was  a  very  ancient  prerogative  of  this  piece.  The  poem  of  La 
Vieillty  before  cited,  says  :— 

£t  quand  le  Peon  fait  sa  trache. 

Si  qu'U  est  au  bout  de  PEstache. 

Lors  de  Fierge  fait  tout  Toffice. 

£t  est  de  pareil  exercise. 
The  Poem  on  Chess  among  the  Bodltian  MSS,  also  says. 

Cum  Pedester  usque  summam .  venerit  ad  Tabulam. 
Nomen  ejus  tunc  mutetur .  appelletur  Ferzia. 
£jus  interim  Regiuae  .  gratiam  obtineat. 

An  ancient  Poem  on  this  game,  quoted  by  Dr.  Hyde,  likewise  states  that  the 
Pawn 

Tendit  in  obliquum  cum  fallere  vult  inimicum, 

Si  valet  extremum  tabols  perstringere  demum. 

Tunc  augmentatur  tunc  Fercia  jure  vocatur. 
The  Pawn  is  thus  described  in  the  *'  MoraJUas  Jnnoecniii  z^' — ^^  Pedinus  vero 
pauperculus  est  qui  incedendo  semper  vadit  direct^  in  sua  simplicitate,  sed  qunni 
capere  vult  obliquat.  Sic  homo  semper  quando  in  sua  consist  at  paupertate,  direct^ 
venit ;  sed  cum  querit  aliquod  temporade  vel  honores  consequi,  statum  mendaciis, 
perjuriis,  favoribus  et  adiUationibus  obliquat^  quousqne  ad  gradum  superiorem 
scaccarii  mundi  perveniat,  sed  tunc  de  pown  fit/ert  et  per  3  puncta  pertrausit,^^ 
kcSibl.  Reg.  12  E.  xxi.  J^S. 
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come  to  inqrdre  into  the  state  of  the  Game  itself  during^  the  lath  cen- 
Xury ;  in  the  prosecntion  of  which  inquiry  many  interesting  sitaatioiui 
in  Chess  will  he  given,  and  yarioas  specimens  of  scientific  plaj  ad- 
daced  to  proye  that  the  knowledge  of  Chess  at  that  early  period  was 
neither  contemptihle  nor  superficial.  Prior  to  my  entering  into  this 
part  of  the  Essay,  I  will  here  present  the  reader  with  a  specimen  of 
one  position  taken  from  the  Cotton  MS.  and  the  MS.  in  the  King's 
libraiy,  as  it  will  show  the  manner  in  which  the  Games  are  set  down 
in  those  MSS.,  and  the  different  methods  also  adopted  by  the  writers 
to  explain  the  moyes  of  the  Diagrams ; — as  the  Game  is  unimportant, 
it  is  considered  unnecessary  to  explain  it  by  modem  terms : 
MS.  Coti.  CUop.  B.  ix.  1.  Bibl  Regia,  13  A.  xyiii. 


l^s^^sk^M   ^ 

LI 

^H  Wi  IM  ^ 

M 

^  i  mH     ^si'^m 

1 

MV  ^=a          -=^^J^ 

1- 

r\  ^z 

"^ 

^ 

/ 

^^  ^  ^  I 

i 

Brf 

ft 

c^ 

Bpt 

^  I 

pou 

pm 

p^ 

^m 

p^ 

m 

^ 

pm 

fm  n 

rSfi^ 

pou 

pm 

peu  0 

SjPC 

Eac 

-     P 

Ay  f 

Li  reis  neir  .  tret  premirement. 

Smnn  .  tost  east  sun  iagement. 

Del  yn  des  alfins  eschek  dirra. 

Mes  li  yermeQ  aler  porra. 

En  langle  •  mes  si  il  iert  ale. 

Tost  serreit  del  roc  mate. 

E  sil  delez  langle  yeit. 

Li  roc  tempre  li  muneraz  plait. 

En  sun  le  boro  eschek  li  dirra. 

£  delez  le  chiualer  le  Talera. 

A\  tiers  trait  en  la  garde  del  chinalier. 

Li  dirra  li  roc  .  eschek  plenir. 

Si  ke  li  estauera  le  chiu^  al  prendre. 

Mes  al  quart  tret  uoldra  descendre. 

Li  roc  .  en  la  garde  de  sun  poun. 

£  fra  le  rei  aler  uoille  il  t  nun. 

Entre  le  poun  e  le  neir  alfin. 

Ki  enkiu  li  ert  mUt  mal  reisun. 

E  al  q^nt  treit  lencuntera. 

Li  neir  poun  .  e  munter  le  fra. 

Al  sime  .  li  suit  le  roc  al  dos. 

Al  setime  nel  serra  auer  repos. 

A  iuz  le  yet  en  la  garde  escheckier, 

Del  alfin  qui!  trait  premir. 

Al  y^time  ne  se  uolt  celer. 

La  fierce  le  fet  al  bord  aler. 

A]  neofime  yiet  auant  le  comuz. 

Si  li  mostre  ses  corns  aguz. 

8i  compainz  comenca  la  mcdlee. 

J  cist  comu  come  la  menee. 


Meteheffet  horn  penttr. 

28.     Meschef  fet  horn  pe^ser  ceo  guy 

ad  nou\ 
E  nest  meruelie  .  il  ad  enchesou^ 
Le  nejrr  rey  si  li  ne  yst  pe^se  de  bon 

defe^siouV 
Vnkes  ne  yst  eschape  de  mat  la  c^fu- 

8iou\ 
Mes  cy  ad  il  pe^se  ke  le  mat  eschapera. 
£  a  le  tret  neofime  laltre  matera. 
Ou  le  aufin  .  a  o.  plmes  eschec  dira. 
Si  le  rey  yet  en  langle  del  Roc  mat 

serra. 
Pur  ceo  le  rey  coue^t  en  .  b  j  .  aler. 
Puys  eschec  ou  Roc  deuez  nu^cier. 
En  .  c  j  .  le  tierce  eschec  .  ou  mesmei 

le  roc  seyt. 
Issi  ke  a  force  le  chV  prendre  deyt. 
Le  quarte  eschec  en  .  c  1 .  ou  mesme 

le  roc  frey. 
Ou  le  pou^  .  d  o.  le  q^nte  eschec  dirrez. 
Le  sime  eschec  &  setime  ou  le  Roc 


Le 


serra. 

y'time  ou  Ic  fercc  . 

matera. 


puys  le  alfin 
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There  was  no  Bpecies  of  game  more  genefiUlj  known  daring  tlie  IStli 
and  14th  centuries,  than  that  in  which  one  plajer  agreed  to  mate  the 
other  in  a  given  number  of  moyea  in  the  middle  of  the  cheaaboard : 
from  the  frequency  of  this  game,  players  gave  it  the  appellation  of 
guy  cotidian^  and  the  old  writers  on  Chess  preface  the  instructions  they 
give  on  this  Ludus  quotidianw^  by  remarking  that, 

Ceste  guy  duH  ore  N«.  dirou\ 

Gay  ootidian  si  appeUou'*. 

£  pur  ceo  ke  il  eit  si  coiiiou\  « 

Quj  cotidian  u  ad  anoa\ 

Chaucer,  in  the  first  Dream  or  Book  of  the  Duchesse,  makes  expresi 
mention  of  this  Mate  in  the  middle  of  the  board,  or,  as  lie  terms  it,  a 

^^  Mate  in  the  mid  point  of  the  chec^ere ; 
and  I  shall  insert  the  passage  at  length  without  apology. 

My  boldnease  ta  turned  to  shame, 
For  false  fortune  hathe  played  a  game 

At  the  chesse  with  me 

By  OUT  Lord  I  will  thee  say, 

At  the  Chesse  with  me  she  gan  to  play, 

With  her  false  drangfates  full  diven 

She  stale  on  me,  and  toke  my  fen, 

And  when  I  sawe  my  fers  away  , 

Alas  I  couth  no  longer  pl&y, 

But  said  farewell  sweet  ywis, 

And  farewel  all  that  ever  there  itf : 

Therewith  fortune  said,  checke  here, 

And  mate  in  the  mid  point  of  the  checkere. 

With  a  paune  errant,  alas, 

Full  crahier  to  play  she  was 

Than  Athalus  that  made  the  game 

First  of  the  Chesse,  so  was  is  name : 

But  god  wolde  I  had  ones  or  twise, 

I  conde,  and  know  the  ieoperdise. 

That  coude  the  greke  Pythagores, 

I  shulde  hane  plaide  the  bet  at  ches. 

And  kept  my  feers  the  bet  thereby. 

For  this  I  say,  yet  more  thereto. 

Had  1  be  God,  and  might  have  do 

My  will,  when  she  my  feers  caught, 

I  wolde  hare  drawe  the  same  draught. 

It  is  evident  from  these  lines  that  Chaucer  was  but  little  skilled  in 
the  game  of  Chess,  or  he  would  not  have  suffered  his  antagonist  to 
have  won  the  game  by  so  very  common  a  species  of  Check-mate.  This 
is  more  than  probable  from  the  following  lines  taken  from  the  same 
poem  : 

Now  of  late  this  other  night 

Upon  my  bed  I  sate  upright, 

And  bade  one  reach  me  a  booke, 

A  Romaunce,  and  it  me  tooke 

Torede,  and  drive  the  night  away: 

For  methought  it  better  play. 

Than  either  at  Chesse  or  Tables, 

And  in  this  book  were  written  fables. 

None  but  those  conscious  of  the  inferiority  of  their  skill  at  Chess  would 
prefer  an  idle  book  of  fables  to  the  entertainment  arising  from  so  in- 
teresting and  scientific  a  pastime  as  Chess.  A  few  examples  of  this 
species  of  Mate  may  be  considered  curious. 
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rsRsrt  siTUATioir. 
Whites  BUtek. 

Rey  at  adr.  Q.  B.  3rd  sq.  Rey  at  hit  Q.  R.  square. 

Roc  at  Q.  B.  square. 
Two  Ferces  at  adv.  K.  B.  3rd  aiuf 

4th  sqi^ares. 
White  agrees  to  mute  the  Black  at  the  stverUh  moye  in  the  middle  of  the  board. 
1.  Roc  gives  check.  Rey  to  Q.  Kt«  square. 

S.  Rey  to  ady.  Q.  Kt.  3rd  square.  Rey  to  Q.  B.  square. 

3.  Roc  to  ady.  Q.  R.  sq.  checking.         Rey  to  Q.  2nd  square. 

4.  Roc  to  adv.  K.  R.  square.  Rey  to  Q.  3rd  square. 

5.  Roc  to  ady.  K.  R.  3nd  sq.  Rey  to  Q.  4th  square. 

6.  Roc  to  its  K.  R.  4th  sq.  Rey  to  Q.  3rd  square. 

7.  Roc  to  Q.  4th  sq.  giying  check- 
mate.* 

SECOND  BnuATioir. 
White.  Black. 

Rey  at  ady.  Q.  B.  3rd  square.  Rey  at  Q.  R.  square. 

Roc  at  Q.  B.  square. 
Ferce  at  ady.  K.  B.  3rd  square. 
Chiyaiier  at  ady.  K.  Kt.  4th  square. 

THIRD  SITVATIOir. 
White.  Black. 

Rey  at  ady.  Q.  B.  3rd  square.  Rey  at  Q.  R.  square. 

Rck;  at  Q.  B.  square. 
Two  Chiyaliers  at  ady.  K.  Kt.  3rd 
and  4th  squares. 

FOURTH  SrrUATION. 

White.  Black. 

Rey  at  ady.  Q.  B.  3rd  square.  Rey  at  Q.  R.  square. 

Roc  at  K.  sq. 
Roc  at  Q.  B.  sq. 

Besides  these,  there  are  several  other  Gaines  wherein  the  Mate  is 
effected  in  the  middle  of  the  board ;  some  possess  considerable  beantjr, 
and  exhibit  a  superiority  of  play  little  to  be  expected  at  so  earlj  a 
period.  One  specimen  I  will  give,  called  by  the  writer  bien  troue^  and 
who  thus  describes  it : 

Ceste  guy  si  ad  nou^  bien  t^ue. 

E  si  est  il  sutils  &  de  grauH  bealte. 

Kar  al  sime  tret  matera  sou^  adu^ser. 

A  force  en  mylu  del  leschecker. 

£  bien  fut  troue  k,  bien  lust  fet.  kc.  kc. 

SITUATION. 

White.  BUuk. 

Rey  at  Q.  B.  2nd  square.  Rey  at  ady.  Q.  R.  square. 
Roc  at  K.  R.  3rd  sq. 
Alfynatady.  K.  B.  sq. 
.Chiyal.  at  ady.  K.  B.  4th  sq. 
"White  to  mate  the  Black  in  the  middle  of  the  board  by  force  in  Hx  moyes. 

1.  Chiy.  to  Q.  4th  square.  Rey  to  ady.  Q.  R.  2nd  square. 

S.  Roc  to  K.  R.  sq.  Rey  to  ady.  Q.  R.  3rd  sq. 


*  I  am  compelled  to  make  use  of  the  modem  method  of  setting  down  positions 
in  chess,  as  the  too  fVequent  repetition  of  the  old  names  of  the  pieces  would  sound 
hardily,  and  possibly  create  obscarity,  where  it  is  wished  to  be  yery  clear  and  in- 
telligible. 
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3.  Roc  to  Q.  R.  sq.  checking*  Rej  to  ady.  Q.  Kt.  4<h  sq. 

*   4.  Rej  to  Q.  3rd  iq.  Key  to  hii  Q.  B.  4th  iq. 

5.  Roc  to  Q.  Kt.  iq.  Rej  to  Q.  4th  sq. 

6.  Roc  to  ady.  Q.  Kt.  4th  aq^  and 

gives  check-mate. 

Another  kind  of  game,  similar  to  the  ahove,  was  that  called  ^  lA 
Merwlwui:^^ — wheUier  the  Mate  will  now  be  considered  marvellous  ii 
rather  problematical ;  it  was  evidently  thought  so  daring  the  thirteenth 
century,  for  the  writer  says, 

Li  meruelious  ceo  gay  ad  non* 
Kar  menuUotut  aperi  It  mateysou'** 

FIRST  8ITUAT10K. 

White.  Bkuk. 

Rej  at  ady.  Q.  B.  4th  square.  Rej  at  his  6.  square. 

Roc  at  ady.  K.  Kt.  3rd  sq. 
1.  Ferce  at  adv.  K.  B.  3rd  sq. 
S.  Ferce  at  ady.  K.  B.  4th  sq. 
3.  Ferce  at  ady.  K.  Kt  4th  sq. 

Two  Pouns  at  ady.  K.  3rd  and  4th  squares. 
White  to  mate  the  Black  at  the  fifth  moye  in  the  middle  of  the  Board. 
1.  9.  Ferce  to  his  K.  4th  square.  Rej  to  his  square. 

S.  1.  Ferce  to  ady.  K.  2d  sq.  Rej  takes  the  Ferce. 

3.  Roc  to  ady.  K.  Kt.  sq.  Rej  is  compelled  to  take  the  Poun. 

4.  Roc  to  ady.  K.  Kt  2d  sq.  Rej  takes  the  Poun. 

5.  Roc  to  ady.  K.  2d  sq.  giying  check- 
mate. 

SECOHD  srruATiON. 
WhUe.  Black. 

Rej  at  ady.  Q.  3d  square.  Rej  at  his  square. 

Roc  at  ady.  Q.  2nd  sq. 

1.  Ferce  at  ady.  K.  Kt.  3rd  sq. 

2.  Ferce  at  ady.  K.  Kt.  4th  sq. 
Two  Pouns  at  ady.  K.  B.  3rd  and 

4th  squares. 

White  to  check-mate  Black  at  the  fourth  moye  in  the  middle  of  the  board. 
1.  1.  Ferce  to  ady.  K.  B.  2nd  square,    Rej  to  B.  square. 

checking. 
1.  Roc  to  ady.  Q.  sq.  checking.  Rej  takes  the  Ferce. 

3.  Ferce  to  ady.  K.  R.  3rd  sq.  Rej  takes  the  Poun. 

4.  Roc  to  ady.  K.  B.  sq.  and  giyes 
check-mate. 

^^  Le  guy  de  couenauW^^  was  the  name  of  the  next  species  of  play 
most  generally  used,  and  was  so  called  from  a  covenant  or  agreement 
entered  into  between  the  players,  that  the  one  should  not  take,  nor  the 
other  be  permitted  to  move,  a  particular  piece.  There  are  several  of 
these  games  in  Chess  MSS.;  but,  as  they  possess  very  little  (if  any) 
merit,  I  shall  pass  them  by  unnoticed  There  is  also  a  game  of  cove* 
vant,  called  '^  cownauHfetUy^'*  which  is  no  otherwise  remarkable  than 
from  its  being  mentioned  in  the  Romance  of  Sir  Tristram  under  the 
appellation  of  tht  long  Assise.  In  this  game  the  whole  of  the  chess-men 
are  placed  on  the  board,  and  on  the  black  agreeing  to  move  none  of  his 
men,  the  white  engages  to  mate  him  at  the  eleventh  move :  as  it  affords, 
however,  no  specimen  of  good  play,  it  is  needless  to  dwell  longer  on  it 
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A   summer's   DAT   AT   OXFORD. 

I  nrviTE  the  reader  to  pass  a  summer's  day  with  me,  in  exploring  a 
few  of  the  heauties  of  the  most  beautiful  city  id  Europe — beautiful  on 
all  accounts — actual  as  well  as  fanciful — ^natural  as  well  as  artificial — 
immediate  and  present,  as  well  as  remote  and  associate.  But  it  would 
ask  a  volume  even  to  glance  at  all  these  beauties ;  and  I  can  reckon  on 
but  a  few  pages.  I  must,  therefore,  in  this  our  first  walk  together, 
notice  but  a  few ;  and  these'  merely  external  ones :  and  if  my  com- 
panion, the  reader,  relishes  these,  and  nnr  manner  of  bringing  them 
before  him  (or  rather  of  bringing  him  before  them)^  he  may  command 
my  future  services  as  a  cicerone ;  for,  to  point  out  to  others  the  good, 
of  whatever  kind,  with  which  1  have  long  been  familiar,  is  almost  as 
pleasant  to  me  as  it  was  to  discover  it  for  myself. 

We  will,  if  the  reader  pleases,  contrive  to  reach  Oxford  rather  late 
over-night;  and  after  having  received  the  civil  greetings  of  kind  Mrs. 
Peake,  at  the  Mitre,  and  taken  an  egg  and  a  glass  of  cold  sherry  negus 
in  her  snug  coffee-room,  will  retire  to  our  comfortable  nests,  and, 
rising  from  them  in  the  morning,  Tnot  long  after  the  lark  leaves  his,) 
will  sally  forth,  and  never  look  behind  us  till  we  reach  the  little  eleva- 
tion on  the  Henley  road,  to  the  cast  of  the  city.  How  delicious  is 
this  prime  of  the  morning !  It  is  to  a  summer's  day  what  the  spring  is 
to  the  year,  or  childhood  to  human  life.  The  dew  hangs,  like  a  bless- 
ing, on  the  glittering  leaves ;  and  the  mists  are  rising  from  the  grass, 
like  the  smoke  of  an  acceptable  sacrifice,  steaming  up  to  the  heavens. 
Hark  to  those  heifers  cropping  the  crisp  herbage.  I  know  of  no  sound 
more  purely  pastoral :  it  is  as  refreshing  to  an  ear  sick  of  the  talk  of 
towns,  as  a  draught  of  ice-cold  water  is  to  a  parched  palate :  And  how 
sweetly  it  meets  and  harmonises  with  the  rich  melody  that  comes  down 
from  yonder  mounting  lark !  There  are  no  other  sounds  stirring ; — for 
the  sun  has  not  yet  awakened  the  breezes — the  bee  is  still  wrapped 
in  its  honey-heavy  slumbers,  and  the  *'  hum  of  men"  is  a  thing  of 
memory  only. 

Turn  we  now  to  the  most  beautiful  view  of  its  kind  in  existence. 
At  the  extreme  left  and  right,  but  not  extending  far  into  the  distance, 
lie  cultivated  lands,  laid  out  in  small  fields  surrounded  by  hedgerows, 
and  undulating  into  hill  and  dale  in  a  manner  peculiar  to  English 
scenery.  In  the  immediate  front  these  fields  take  the  form  of  a  rich 
plain,  through  which  wind  the  two  roads  from  London,  till  they  join 
and  lose  themselves  in  the  city.  And  then  (at  a  distance  of  about  half 
a  mile  from  where  we  stand)  rises  the  lovely  city  itself — steeped  in  the 
stillness  of  the  morning,  and  crowned  with  the  beauty  of  the  clouds, 
that  hang  suspended  above  it,  leaving  an  interval  of  grey  sky  between. 
Follow  with  your  eye  the  road  which  runs  at  our  right  hand,  till  it 
reaches  the  bridge  at  the  entrance  of  the  city.  Here  rises  the  solemn 
and  stately  tower  of  Magdalen  college — every  where  a  conspicuous 
ornament  in  the  general  view,  but  here  its  principal  individual  feature. 
Immediately  to  the  right  of  this  tower  stands  ^'  Maudlin's  learned 
grove ;"  bearing  from  this  point  of  view  the  appearance  of  a  uniform 
mass  of  verdure,  rising  like  a  living  wall,  to  shut  out  all  the  external 
world,  its  idle  pleasures  and  senseless  cares.    Immediately  to  the  left 
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of  Maudlin  an  open  space  presei^ti  itMlf,  coofosedlj  peopled  witb 
«pire8  and  towers,  which,  retiring  behind  each  other,  do  not  aatisfy  the 
imagination,  but  lead  it  into  the  heart  of  the  dtj,  as  it  were  throi^ 
an  open  portal  cut  through  a  wall  of  trees.  The  most  conspicuous  ob- 
jects in  this  part  of  the  view  are  the  two  sister  towers  of  All  Souls,  and 
the  knotted  pinnacles  of  the  schools.  Finally,  still  farther  to  the  left, 
and  exactly  matching  to  the  groves  of  Maudlin  on  the  right,  rises  a 
similar,  but  more  rich  and  extensive  mass  of  trees;  and  firom  the 
midst  of  this  lofty  mass  look  forth,  in  a  line,  six  buildings  of  various 
construction,  all  beautiful  in  their  kind,  and  all  totally  Sifereiit  from 
and  contrasting  with  each  other.  First  on  the  left  stands  the  rich 
mosque-like  tower  of  Christ's  church  gateway,  and  by  its  side  the  plain 
sober  spire  of  the  Cathedral;  next  comes  the  light,  airy,  and  elegant 
spire  of  All  Saints  church,  which  is  finely  contrasted  to  the  low  vene- 
rable old  knotted  pinnacles  of  Merton,  which  stand  next  to  it ;  then 
rises,  in  unrivalled  loveliness,  the  sweetest  of  all  spires — ^that  of  Saint 
Mary's  church ;  and  by  its  side,  clothed  in  a  solemn  gravity,  the  dome 
of  the  Radcliffe  library.  To  those  who  are  not  acquainted  with  the 
objects  which  make  up  this  scene  of  unparalleled  beauty,  and  who  see 
it  for  the  first  time,  I  should  conceive  it  must  bear  the  semblance  of  a 
fairy  vision,  rather  than  of  a  real  tangible  scene,  chiefly  raised  by 
human  hands — so  abstracted  and  poetical  an  air  does  it  carry  with  it. 
I  speak  now  of  this  particular  portion  of  the  view  before  us,  where  the 
above-mentioned  six  objects  seem  to  rise  out  of  that  solid  mass  of  ver- 
dure formed  by  the  magnificent  elm  grove  belonging  to  Christ  church 
college.  To  me  this  part  of  the  view  invariably  suggests  the  vision  of 
that  enchanted  city  we  read  of  in  fairy  lore,  which  the  remorseless  ocean 
had  swallowed  up ;  but,  touched  by  the  beauty  of  a  few  of  her  spires, 
pinnacles, -and  domes,  had  led  them  uncovered,  peering  above  its  green 
waters.  But  we  must  quit  this  enchanting,  if  not  enchanted  scene,  or 
we  shall  lose  the  sweet  stroll  I  propose  to  take  before  breakfast, 
through  the  water-walk  of  Magdalen.  Proceed  we,  then,  to  cross  the 
elegant  modem  bridge  over  the  Cherwell  (which  we  have  no  time  to 
admire  as  it  deserves)  ;  delaying  a  moment,  however,  in  the  centre  of 
it,  to  notice  the  charming  views  formed  by  the  emerald  meadows  on 
each  side ;  on  the  left  stretching  away  into  the  distance,  and  bounded 
at  the  end  by  richly-wooded  rising  ground,  and  at  the  sides  by  the 
Gardens  of  a  modem  mansion,  the  fine  ivy-bound  walls  of  the  Botanic 
ffarden,  &c. ;  and  on  the  right  by  a  light  eminence  crowned  with  an 
Italian  villa,  and  the  stately  elms  of  Maudlin,  affording,  between 
their  massy  stems,  glimpses  of  that  almost  sacred  grove  which  we  are 
about  to  explore :  the  river  winding  about  in  graceful  negligence 
through  both  the  scenes,  and  giving  to  them  a  life  and  motion  which 
nothing  else  can. 

Before  passing  from  this  spot,  let  us  not  neglect  to  pay  ^  honour 
due''  to  the  stately  beauty  of  the  front  which  Maudlin  here  presents  to 
the  public  way.  Nothing  can  be  more  pure,  chaste,  and  noble,  in  its 
detail  as  well  as  in  its  general  effect  Here  she  stands,  to  greet  and 
usher  in  our  first  footsteps  to  this  magnificent  city — an  earnest  and  a 
foretaste  of  what  we  are  to  meet  with  as  we  proceed.  Time,  you  see, 
has  steeped  her  all  over  in  the  warm  glow  of  maturity  ;  but  without 
adding  a  single  touch  or  hint  of  decay.    The  lichens  that  every  where 
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eUng  about  ber  are  not  gtey^  but  yellow — ^like  the  sun-freckles  od  the 
face  of  a  matronly  beaa^.  Ab  a  single  whole — an  object  to  be  looked! 
at  by  itself,  and  at  once — I  think  this  tower  and  front  of  Maudlin  is 
among  the  very  finest  things  we  shall  see ;  and  the  view  altogether, 
from  this  spot,  is  most  rich  and  enchanting ;  but  of  a  more  tnodim 
character  than  any  other  that  we  shall  meet  with  here. 

To  convey,  by  description,  any  thing  like  the  effect  produced  by 
wandering  In  what  is  called  the  water-wklk  belonging  to  Magdalen 
college  (passing  into  its  rich  shades,  from  the  city,  during  the  glow  of 
a  brilliant  suramer^s  day)  is  more  than  1  shall  attempt ;  but  the  heart 
and  mind,  in  whatever  state  they  may  have  previously  been,  which  are 
not  subdued  by  it  to  a  condition  of  calm,  contemplative  peace,  ^^  that 
passeth  all  understanding,^'  may  be  pitied  indeed,  for  they  are  past  the 
inSaence  of  all  external  tilings.  This  walk  is  entirely  artificial,  and  is 
fbrmed  round  «  rich  meadow,  which  is  insulated  by  a  branch  of  the 
Cberwell ;  so  that  its  whole  course  is  by  the  side  of  a  clear  stream. 
On  first  entering  it  from  the  court  of  the  New  Buildings,  and  turning 
to  the  left,  we  find  ourselves  in  an  embowered  shade,  completely  closed 
in  by  shrubs  of  various  kinds  on  each  side,  with  the  higher  forest-trees 
shooting  up  from  among  them  at  intervals,  and  forming  arch  above  arch 
overhead.  On  the  right  side  of  the  walk,  for  some  distance,  the  screen 
thus  formed  is  almost  impervious,  except  to  the  broken  patches  of  sun* 
shine  which  fall  on  the  footpath ;  but  on  the  left  little  openings  are 
made,  which,  as  you  proceed,  afford  glimpses  into  a  small  park  or  grove, 
also  belongii^  to  this  college,  planted  with  noble  elms,  and  stocked 
with  deer.  For  some  distance  this  walk  winds  so  continually  that  you 
are  not  able  at  any  point  to  see  before  you  for  twenty  yards.  Pre- 
sently, however,  the  arch  above  grows  somewhat  higher,  and  you 
arrive  at  an  opening,  through  which  is  seen  a  water-mill  at  work,  the 
wheel  of  whic^  is  entirely  covered  and  hid  by  an  elegant  weeping  wil- 
low, so  as  to  give  the  effect  of  a  water-fall.  This  is  an  exquisite  object, 
no  doubt;  but,  to  say  the  truth,  though  the  mill  is  a  real  one,  the 
whole  picture  (for  it  looks  like  one)  has  rather  too  much  the  appear* 
ance  of  a  scene  on  the  stage — so  prettily  has  every  thing  about  it  been 
contrived  to  aid  and  mingle  with  the  general  effect.  At  this  jpoint  the 
river  makes  an  angle,  ami  the  walk,  following  it,  takes  the  form  of  a 
straight  line  for  a  considerable  distance ;  so  that,  on  turning  the  angle, 
you  look  along  a  low  and  apparently  interminable  arch  of  green ;  the 
footway  beipg  a  firm  red  gravel,  fringed  on  each  side  with  smooth- 
shaven  turf.  This,  though  very  pretty  as  a  variety,  is  not  my  favourite 
part  of  the  walk.  Proceed  we  therefore  at  once  to  the  end  of  this 
vista,  and,  turning  another  angle,  we  shall  find  ourselves  in  a  part  of 
the  walk  that  suddenly  widens,  and  affords  a  passage  through  a  double 
line  of  lofty  ehns,  the  interstices  between  which  are,  on  the  left,  filled 
up  with  shrubs,  but  on  the  right  they  arc  open,  offering  a  rich  view  of 
different  parts  of  all  the  buildings  belonging  to  this  magnificent  en- 
dowment :  tower,  chapel,  hall,  all  '^  bosomed  high  in  tufted  trees.'' 
At  proper  intervals  of  the  walk  there  are  seats.  At  the  end  next  the 
public  road  there  is  a  fine  view  of  the  bridge  and  the  open  country ; 
and  to  complete  the  effect  of  the  whole,  beautiful  cattle  of  different  kinds 
(the^  almost  seem  to  have  been  $elect^  for  their  beauty)  are  constantly 
feeding  in  the  meadow  round  which  the  walk  runs. 
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Undoubtedly  tbis  walk  is  the  completest  thinj^  of  the  kind  that  cm 
be  seen.  The  care  as  well  as  taste  bestowed  in  bringing  its  different 
points  to  their  present  perfection,  and  in  keeping  them  in  that  state, 
is  admirable  ;  there  is  not  an  object  shewn  that  had  been  better  con- 
cealed, nor  one  concealed  that  might  bare  been  exposed  with  advan- 
tage to  the  general  or  particalar  eflfect ;  and  we  quit  this  delightfnl 
ppot  with  no  other  regret  than  that  of  parting  from  it.  To  those  who 
seek,  in  scenes  like  this,  for  any  associations  bat  those  which  Natnre 
supplies  them,  it  may  be  mentioned  that  this  walk  was  once  among  the 
fayoorite  haunts  of  Addison,  the  most  amiable  of  writers,  and  Collins, 
the  most  poetical  of  poets. 

Immediately  opposite  to  us,  on  entering  the  High  street  from  Mag- 
dalen College,  stands  the  rich  rusticated  gateway  of  the  Botanic  Gar- 
den ;  the  handsomest  erection  of  the  kind  in  Oxford.  We  hare  not 
time'  to  enter  it  now ;  and  indeed  it  offers  no  particular  objects  of  at- 
traction within  ;  but  the  yista  through  it,  as  seen  from  the  little  outer 
court,  is  exceedingly  sweet  and  inviting,  and  together  with  the  gate- 
way itself,  forms  a  picture  perfect  of  its  kind.  An  elegant  larch  stands 
on  each  side  the  gateway,  and  a  broad  venerable  yew  hedge  runs  up  on 
each  side  the  walk.  These,  together  with  a  beautiful  pink  acacia,  some 
noble  old  Portugal  laurels,  and  other  shrubs,  and  a  lofty  poplar  spirit^ 
up  above  the  whole  at  the  extreme  end,  complete  the  scene. 

We  now  find  ourselves  in  what  may,  upon  the  whole,  be  considered 
as  the  finest  street  in  Europe,  both  as  regards  its  particular  objects  of 
attraction,  and  its  general  efiect.  The  great  street  at  Antwerp  is  the 
only  one  of  the  kind  that  can  compare  with  it.  Let  us  walk  on  as  far 
as  the  bend,  which  commences  just  as  we  reach  the  front  of  Queen^s 
College,  and  then  look  round  us. 

Here  is  a  sight  not  to  be  paralleled  at  the  present  day;  and  I 
firmly  believe  not  to  have  been  much  surpassed  in  ancient  times. 
On  the  left  rises  the  extensive  front  of  University  College  ;  venerable 
from  its  aspect,  but  more  so  from  its  associations :  for  it  may,  pro- 
bably, be  considered  as  the  eldest  daughter  of  Alma  mater.  Oppo- 
site to,  and  finely  contrasting  with  this,  is  the  equally  extensive, 
but  entirely  modem,  front  of  Queen's,  with  its  rusticated  wings,  en- 
riched with  statues  and  sculptures,  and  its  solid  plain  screen  joining 
these  to  an  elegant  central  gateway,  surmounted  by  an  open  co- 
pula containing  a  statue  of  Queen  Caroline.  A  little  farther  west- 
ward stands  the  simple  embattled  front  of  All  Souls;  and  imme- 
diately beyond  this  the  exceedingly  rich  and  elaborate  front  of  St 
Mary's  church,  with  its  projecting  portido,  supported  by  twisted  co- 
lumns, like  those  in  Raphael's  cartoon  of  the  Beautiful  Gate — its  para- 
pet of  knotted  pinnacles — and  its  exquisite  airy  spire,  rising  out  of  a 
cluster  of  smaller  ones,  like  a  lovely  young  mother  with  her  children 
round  her  knees.  Immediately  beyond  St.  Mary's,  on  the  same  side, 
stands  the  sister  church  of  All  Saints ;  the  elegant  modem  spire  of 
which  can  alone  be  seen  from  tliis  point  of  view.  All  the  buildings  I 
have  now  described  are  seen  at  one  view,  from  a  particular  point  in  the 
I^igh  street,  looking  westward  ;  and  from  the  same  point,  looking  in  an 
opposite  direction,  arc  seen  the  Queen-like  Tower  of  Magdalen  rising 
from  behind  the  cims  in  the  front  of  Magdalen  Hall — the  Bridge,  &c. 
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kc  ;  the  whole  forming  a  scene  of  itately  and  ImpressiYe  beauty  not 
to  be  coDceiyed  of  withont  seeing  it,  and  not  to  be  surpassed.  Let  us 
now  retam  to  our  inn  to  breakfest,  after  having  thus  completed,  I  hope 
not  uninterestingly,  the  first  portion  of  our  summer's  day. 

There  are  few  things  pleasanter,  upon  occasion,  than  the  regular  con^ 
fvaUm  of  a  wcli-frequented  inn,  in  a  populous  country  town.  It  keeps 
speculation  perpetually  alive.  In  such  a  scene  the  mind  can  never  flag^ 
and  can  never  recoil  upon  itself.  A  melancholy  man  should  live  in 
the  coffee-room  of  a  country  inn,  whose  windows  look  to  the  high 
street.  It  is  a  place  exorcised  of  all  bad  spirits,  except  licensed  ones  : 
and  as  these  only  come,  unlike  Glendower's,  when  they  are  called  fory 
we  hare  no  right  to  complain  even  of  them.  Here,  while  discussing 
our  substantial  meal  (for  breakfast  is  too  slight  a  name  for  it)  of  fresh 
eggs,  ham,  water-cresses,  and  coffee — (ever  while  you  live  take  cofiee 
at  an  inn,  and  tea  at  home  ;  but  seek  not  to  know  the  rchy  ?  lest  I  should 
lack  an  answer ;) — here,  while  looking  out  upon  the  smart  shops,  the 
nicely-paved  streets,  and  the  trim  damsels  that  are  pacing  them,  mixed 
here  and  there  with  the  students  in  their  half  gallant,  half  scholar^like 
attire,  let  us  endeavour  to  forget,  for  a  time,  the  splendid  scene  we 
have  just  been  contemplating ;  otherwise  we  shall  not  be  duly  prepared 
and  fitted  to  appreciate  that  which  is  to  come :  for  we  have,  as  yet,  had 
but  a  slight  taste  of  the  architectural  as  well  as  picturesque  riches  of 
this  magnificent  spot. 

Having  forgotten^  then,  for  a  moment,  if  we  can,  the  rich  and  varied 
scene  just  presented  to  us,  let  us  now  look  at  one  altogether  different, 
but  still  more  complete  in  its  kind,  and  still  more  impressively  beautiful 
— beautiful  to  a  degree  that  is  nothing  less  than  affecting.  Quitting  the 
High  street  through  the  gate  of  Ail  Souls,  we  find  ourselves  in  the 
outer  quadrangle  of  that  college.  Here  we  will  only  notice  the  gor- 
geous painted  and  gilded  sundial,  which  looks  down  upon  us  from  the 
front  of  the  chapel  ;  and  which,  in  the  midst  of  the  grey  antiquity  that 
sarroonds  it,  looks  like  a  richly  jewelled  diadem  glittering  on  the  fore- 
head of  a  faded  and  wrinkled  beauty.  Passing  for  a  moment  out  of 
this  square  through  a  low  portal  on  the  right,  we  reach  a  small  inner 
court,  the  sweetest  of  its  kind  in  Oxfords-braided  all  over  one  side 
with  ivy,  from  the  ground  to  the  summit  of  the  walls — ^festooned  from 
window  to  window  by  various  parasite  plants,  clinging  by  their  tendrils 
and  lianging  their  gorgeously-tinted  leaves  up  to  the  very  chimney 
tops ; — and  below,  the  star  of  the  jasmin,  shining  not  unheeded,  how- 
ever mild  its  light.  Returning  reluctantly  from  this  sweet  spot,  we 
pass  through  another  portal  into  the  inner  quadrangle.  It  is  to  view 
the  unrivalled  eoup^ail  from  the  centre  of  this  court  that  we  are  here. 

Notwithstanding  the  amazing  number  of  buildings  forming  this  Uni- 
versity, we  are  never  tired  of  looking  at  them,  on  account  of  their  infi- 
nite variety  of  form  and  character.  But  I  fear  any  thing  like  a  detailed 
description  of  many  of  them  would  very  soon  have  this  effect.  Still, 
however,  I  cannot  resist  the  temptation  of  endeavouring  to  convey  some 
notion,  however  indistinct,  of  the  scene  which  presents  itself  from  the 
centre  of  this  court ;  because  there  is  unquestionably  nothing  of  the 
kind  so  beautiful  in  existence.  Standing,  then,  in  the  centre  of  the 
western  side  of  this  court,  with  its  emerald  carpet  of  turf  spread  out 


SSC  A  Swmier^s  Dojf  ai  (h^d. 

tt  our  feet,  we  see  before  xm  two  loflj  towen,  flsiiked  bjr 
building  which  occopj  the  rest  of  that  tide  of  the  tqnare. 
towers^  though  entirely  differing  from  ali  others  in  Oxford,  are  of  the 
most  chaste  and  exqoisite  beauty.  They  are  square,  and  consist  of 
three  compartments,  dimnishing  in  size  as  they  rise  above  each  other ; 
the  lower  compartment  surmounted  at  the  comen  by  knotted  pinnacles, 
and  each  finished  by  a  pierced  parapet  Between  the  lower  compart- 
ment of  these  towers  is  the  stately  entrance  to  the  Conmioo  Room ; 
and  the  ranges  of  buildings  which  flank  the  towers,  and  complete  the 
side  of  the  square,  are  supported  by  rich  graduated  bottreases,  each 
terminating  in  a  knotted  pinnacle  rhing  considerably  aboye  the  roof. 
On  the  opposite  side  to  this  runs  a  plain  but  elegant  colonnade,  in  the 
centre  of  which  is  a  handsomely  worked  iron  gateway,  surmounted  by 
a  low  turret,  richly  ornamented,  and  taking  the  form  of  an  imperial 
crown.  The  remaining  sides  of  the  court  consist  of  uniform  ranges 
of  building,  pierced  by  exquisitly-formed  pointed  windows,  and  ««)>• 
ported  at  intenrals  by  graduated  buttresses,  which  are,  like  those  on 
the  eastern  side,  terminated  by  rich  knotted  pinnacles. 

Thus  far  of  the  court,  or  quadrangle,  which  consists  of  buildii^ 
forming  part  of  the  college  itself;  and  even*  this  may  be  considered 
as  superior  in  beauty  to  aoy  other  in  Oxford.  But,  as  if  to  complete 
and  perfect  the  scene,  and  render  it  quite  unrivalled,  it  takes  in  a  view 
of  several  of  the  finest  single  objects  belonging  to  the  Univeidtj, 
which  seem  to  look  down  upon  it  in*  silent  admiration,  as  if  willingly 
admitting  its  claims.  At  the  leA  comer  of  the  square,  lookii^  from 
the  sister  towers,  rises  the  sweet  spire  of  St.  Mary's  Church,  and  by 
its  side,  like  a  younger  sister,  that  of  All  Saints,  immediately  to  the 
right  of  the  turretted  gateway  stands  the  bold  and  majestic  dome  of  the 
Radcliffe  Library  ;  a  little  beyond  the  right  hand  comer  come  cluster- 
ing up  the  venerable  pinnacles  of  the  Schools  ;  and  still  farther  to  the 
right  rise  a  few  lofty  poplars,  that  seem  to  wave  their  green  tops  as 
if  to  keep  a  livii^  watch  and  ward  over  the  ineffable  beauty  of  the 
scene  beneath  them.  Except  the  foregoing,  and  the  clouds  and  sky, 
not  a  single  object  of  any  kind  whatever  can  be  seen  from  any  part  of 
this  spot 

It  was  my  intention,  in  this  our  first  walk,  to  have  described,  in  ad- 
dition to  the  foregoing  scenes,  the  splendid  one  which  presents  itself 
from  Radcliffe  Square ;  also  the  Christ  Church  Meadows  and  Elm  Walk, 
the  evening  scene  on  the  Isis,  &c. :  but  I  find  that  I  have  already 
transgressed  my  limits  ;  I  must  therefore  defer,  till  a  future  occasion, 
the  pleasure  of  accompanying  the  reader  to  the  spots  just  named,  b 
the  mean  time,  if  I  were  able  (which  i  am  not)  to  convey  an  adequate 
notion  of  the  sensations  these  objects  excite  in  me,  1  should  not  &!• 
tempt  to  do  so  in  this  place,  because  my  purpose  is,  not  to  explain 
what  /  feel,  but  to  induce  or  excite  others  to  feel  for  themselves.  Ts 
this  end,  those  who  cannot  visit  these  scenes  in  fact,  i  would  convey 
jthither  in  fancy;  and  those  who  can  visit  them  I  would  persuade  to  do 
V>  forthwith :  promising  them,  as  I  confidently  may,  that  if  they  explore 
Europe,  they  will  find,  in  its  way,  nothing  to  be  compared  with  the 
Univendty  of  Oxford. 
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PINDAEICS* 

The  CoUegian  and  the  ParUf. 

At  Trin.  Col.  Cam.— which  means,  in  proper  fpelling« 

Trinity  College,  Cambridge,— there  resided 
One  Harry  Dashington — a  youth  excelling 

In  all  the  learning  commonly  prorided 
For  those  who  choose  that  #aMtc  station 
For  finishing  their  education : — 
That  is— he  understood  computing 

The  odds  at  any  race  or  match ; 
Was  a  dead  hand  at  pigeon-shooting ; 

Could  kick  up  rows — ^knock  down  the  watch— » 
Play  truant  and  the  rake  at  random — 

Drink — ^ti«  crarats — and  driye  a  tandem. 

Remonstrance,  fine,  and  rustication^ 
So  far  from  working  reformation, 

SeemM  but  \o  make  his  lapses  greater, 
Till  he  was  wamM  that  next  ofience 
Would  hare  this  certain  consequence — 

Expulsion  from  his  Alma  Mater. 

One  need  not  be  a  necromancer 

To  guess  that,  with  so  wild  a  wight, 

The  next  ofience  occurM  next  night ; 

When  our  Incurable  came  rolling 

Home  as  the  midni|^t  chimes  were  tollingi 
And  rang  the  College  bell.—- No  answer.— 

The  second  peal  was  vain — the  third 

Made  the  street  echo  its  alarum ; 
When  to  his  great  delight  he  heard 
The  sordid  Janitqr,  old  Ben, 
Rousing  and  groivwig  in  his  den. — 

**'  Who  ^s  there  ? — I  s^poie  young  Harum-scarum.^* 
"'  TU  1,  my  worthy  Ben— 'tis  Harry." 
*^  Ay,  so  I  thought — and  there  you  'U  tarry, 
^is  past  the  hour — the  gates  are  cloted^ 

Tou  know  my  orders— I  shall  lose 

My  place  if  I  undo  the  door.'* — 
^^  And  I" — (young  Hopeful  interposed) 

"  Shall  be  expell'd  if  you  ref  ase, 

Soprythee" — Ben  began  to  snore. — 

*^  I  'm  wet,"  cried  Harry, '« to  the  skin. 
Hip !    halloo !  Ben  !— don't  be  a  ninny ; 
Beneath  the  gate  I  've  thrust  a  guinea, 
So  tumble  out  and  let  me  in." 

^  Humph !"  growl'd  the  greedy  old  curmudgeon. 
Half  oreijoy'd  and  half  in  dudgeon, 
*'  Now  you  may  pass ;  but  make  no  fuss. 

On  tiptoe  walk,  and  hold  your  prate." — 
^^  Look  on  the  stones,  old  Cerberus," 
Cried  Harry  as  he  pass'd  the  gate, 
*^  I  'ye  dropp'd  a  shilling — ^take  the  light, 
Tou  'U  find  it  Just  outside— good  night." 
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Behold  the  porter  in  his  shirt, 

Cursing  the  rain  which  never  stopp^df 
Groping  and  raking  in  the  dirt, 
And  all  without  success ;  but  that 
Is  hardly  to  be  wondered  at. 

Because  no  shilling  had  been  dropped  ( 
So  he  gave  o^er  the  search  at  last, 
Regain^  the  door,  and  found  it  fast ! — 

With  sundrj  oaths  and  aowls  and  groans. 
He  rang  once — twice-Sand  thrice  ;  and  then. 

Mingled  with  giggling  heard  the  tones 
Of  Harry  mimicking  old  Ben. — 

"  Who 's  there  ?— 'Tis  really  a  disgrace 
To  ring  so  loud — I  Ve  lockM  the  gate — 
I  know  my  duty — 'Tis  too  late — 

You  wouldnH  have  me  lose  my  place."— 

".Psha  !  Mr.  Dashinrton :  remember, 
T^is  is  the  middle  of  November. 

I  *m  strippM ; — His  raining  cats  and  dogs." 
"  Hush,  hush  »"  quoth  Hal ;  "  I  'm  fast  asleep ;" 
And  then  he  snored  as  loud  and  deep 

As  a  whole  company  of  hogs. 
'^  But,  harkye,  Ben,  I  HI  grant  admittance 

At  the  same  rate  I  paid  myself." 
^^  Nay,  master,  leave  me  half  the  pittance  " 

Replied  the  avaricious  elf. 

*'  No :  all,  or  none — ^a  full  acquittance ; — 
The  terms,  I  know,  are  somewhat  high ; 
But  you  have  fixM  the  price,  not  I — 

I  wonH  take  less  \-^l  canH  afford  it." 
So,  finding  all  his  haggling  vain, 
Ben  with  an  oath  and  groan  of  pain 

Drew  out  the  guinea,  and  restored  it. 

"  Surely  you  '11  give  me,"  growl'd  th'  outwitted 
Porter,  when  again  admitted, 
"  Something,  now  you  'vc  done  your  joking. 
For  all  this  trouble,  time,  and  soaking." 
**  Oh,  surely — surely,"  Harry  said  ; 
*'  Since,  as  you  urge,  I  broke  your  rest. 
And  you  're  half  drown'd,  and  quite  undresi^dy 
1  '11  give  you^— leave  to  go  to  bed." 


(     3»     ) 

MODERN   PILGRIMAGES. 
NO.  VI.  COPFET. 

The  Due  de  Bfoglic  was  at  Coppet  when  I  visited  it,  wliicli  forbade 
ell  attempts  at  seeing  tiie  interior.  It  mattered  little.  Nothing  can  be 
more  contemptible  than  the  pedantry  which  hoards  np  the  pettj  memo- 
rials  of  genius,  and  boasts  a  pen,  a  chair,  or  a  chamber,  as  the  sole  snb* 
atantial  relics  of  a  great  mind.  Familiar  objects  of  domestic  association 
may  recall  the  memory  of  a  friend,  of  our  parents,  or  children  ;  but  ge- 
nins  cannot  be  viewed  by  such  means.  Its  relation  towards  us  is  not  of 
tliat  individual  land  ; — ^it  is  above  either  our  friendship  or  tenderness. 
Nor  should  we  intrude  upon  the  privacy  of  its  sons.  Jiving  or  dead. 
Besides,  this  curiosity  bafBes  itself;  it  is  Uke  becoming  valet  to' a  hero 
for  the  sake  of  admiring  him  more  closely ;  by  which  both  hero  and 
self-respect  are  lost  We  English,  not  famed  for  being  over-civil  to 
the  living,  are  in  this  way  extremely  impertinent  towards  the  dead. 
We  care  as  little  for  coffin  or  sarcophagus,  as  for  tower  and  bastion, 
and  seem  determined  to  get  at  the  inside  of  every  thing.  From  Ro- 
bert Bruce  to  Tom  Paine,  no  bones  can  rest  for  us.  A  French  Empe- 
ror cannot  have  handled  a' pen  which  we  will  not  purchase,  nor  can  a 
poet  leave  an  arm-chair  that  we  will  not  be  seated  in.  It  is  strange, 
too,  that  we,  who  are  the  rnost  incredulous  pilgrims  in  the  world,  on 
the  score  of  sacred  relics,  should  be  the  most  credulous  as  to  those  of 
literature  and  genius.  '^  You  ar^  very  Catholic  in  cotry  thing  hut  reli- 
gion^ observed  a  French  gentleman,  with  whom  I  visited  Chillon  ; 
^  you  believe  in  tMs  ring  to  which  Bonnevard  was  chained ;  but  if  he 
had  been  a  saint  or  a  martyr,  you  would  have  laughed  outright'^* 

As  memorials  of  passion,  of  feeling,  or  misfortune,  domestic  relics 
are  of  powerful  effect,  for  in  such  our  interest  is  personal ;  or  when 
they  have  belonged  to  the  wordly  great,  for  here  the  contrast  speaks 
a  mighty  moral.  Those  who  have  beheld  the  humble  cloak  and  bon« 
net  still  preserved  in  a  chamber  at  Claremont,  must  have  experienced 
the  force  of  both  these  associations.  But  to  link  the  memoiy  of  intel- 
lect with  such  petty  objects,  or  to  think  we  do  homage  to  genius  by 
such  puerile  curiosity,  is  the  very  bathos  of  sentiment 

In  spite  of  all  these  arguments,  it  would  have  afforded  us  some  satis- 
faction to  have  seen  the  salon,  or  the  boudoir  of  Corinne.  Beautiful 
as  were  the  shores  of  Coppet,  and  the  Leman  that  stretches  beneath,  it 
was  impossible  to  link  with  them  the  spirit  of  De  Stael ; — of  her  who 
despised  all  the  beauties  of  mountain  and  lake,  and  preferred  the  filthiest 
street  in  Paris  to  the  solitude  of  her  Swiss  home,  so  far  as  even  to 
number  the  days  passed  there  among  her  Dix  Annies  d^ExxL  1  was  at 
first  much  at  a  loss  to  conceive  how  such  a  want  could  be  in  a  mind 
constituted  like  hers ;  but  a  few  weeks'  tour  in  Switzerland  having 
given  me  a  complete  surfeit  of  the  picturesque,  I  came  more  easily  to 
understand  apathy  towards  rural  beauty  in  one  brought  up  between  the 
Jura  and  the  Alps.    That  this,  in  her,  proceeded  less  from  any  defect 

*  The  ring  which  they  shew  at  Chillon,  as  that  to  which  Bonnevard  was  chained, 
is  evidently  an  imposture.  Tt  is  much  too  small  to  hare  served  such  a  purpose  ; 
the  mortar  about  tiie  stone  is  comparatively  fresh  ;  and  it  has  been  placed  away 
from  the  light  to  avoid  detection. 

Vol.  IV.  No.  22.— 1828.  V  2 


330  Modem  Pilgrimagts*    , 

than  from  satiety,  is  evident  from  an  observation  of  Madame  Necker 
de  Saassure,  tliat  her  cousin^s  long  dormant  taste  for  natural  beauty 
was  awakened  on  her  yisit  to  Italy,  and  became  conspicuous  in  her  sub^ 
sequent  compositions.  The  mansion  aldne,  however,  (no  very  reflonrk* 
able  object,  marked  on  the  roof  1722,)  was  sufficient  to  recall,  and  add 
a  zest  before  untasted  to  the  thousand  anecdotes  of  which  it  is  the 
scene.  I  thought  of  it  as  the  Hall  of  Odin,  resounding  with  boiste- 
rous but  good  humoured  argument — as  the  social  resort  of  our  own 
Gibbon,  and  many  an  intellectual  brother — ^as  tlie  scene  of  filial  and 
paternal  affection — and,  above  ail,  as  the  retirement  of  a  virtuous  mi- 
nister. The  garden-walk  beneath  its  range  of  poplars  recalled  the 
frequent  conversations  between  father  and  daughter,  which  the  latter 
•  descrlBes  as  having  taken  place  there  ; — where  the  aged  statesman,  in 
the  still  infantine  simplicity  of  his  heart,  expressed,  in  tears,  his  con- 
fidence, ^^  that  the  French  would  yet  do  him  justice  ere  he  died.'' 

MsCdame  de  Sta^l  was  of  that  noble  order  of  beings,  for  whom  it  is 
impossible  to  be  selfish.  Endowed,  like  all  minds  of  genius,  with  a 
reflective  and  egotistic  habit  of  thought,  her  feelings  were  too  strong 
to  allow  themselves  to  be  absorbed  in  so  narrow  a  space.  The  circum- 
stances of  her  life,  too,  conduced  to  such  an  end — ^but  in  vain.  Early 
and  disproportionately  married,  and  on  that  account,  as  well  as  per- 
haps from  want  of  personal  attractions,  deprived  of  the  only  true  so- 
lace of  high-wrought  minds,  she  transferred  to  her  parent  the  sum  of 
her  baffled  affections,  and  spent  in  paternal  love  the  ardour  which 
might  have  been  more  naturally  and  more  happily  placed.  1  cannot 
look  upon  her  devotion  to  her  father,  extreme  even  to  the  ridiculous,  in 
any  other  light  than  as  one  of  those  amiable  deceptions  which  pas- 
sionate minds  so  oi^en  practise  upon  themselves,  exemplifying  the  true, 
but  by  no  means,  as  it  is  supposed,  libertine  maxim  of  MarmonteL 
Qtiand  on  n^a  pas  ce  qiu  Von  atme,  t^  faui  aimer  ce  ^  Von  a.  It  was 
like  the 

'^  Nympholepsj  of  some  fond  despair,^'  . 

a  cheat  to  occupy  and  keep  alive  the  warm  impulses  of  the  heart. 
Happy  are  those  who,  like  De  Stael,  can  find  such  substitutes  to  keep 
the  mind  from  preying  upon  itself.  Literature  too  is  a  solace,  but 
literature  embitters,  as  much  as  it  sweetens.  It  is  but  a  medium  that 
heightens  pain  as  well  as  pleasure,  and  even  poetry  itself  is  too  unsub- 
stantial to  answer  and  satisfy  the  cravings  of  the  passionate  spirit.  De 
Stael  did  wisely  :  she  gave  up  her  whole  soul  to  politics  towards  the 
latter  part  of  her  life  ;  and  this  more  from  chance  than  design.  Her 
interest  in  her  father's  fame  first  drove  her  to  it :  her  love  of  social 
pre-eminence  and  her  consequent  rivalry  with  Bonaparte  fixed  her  in 
it ;  and  at  length,  like  her  filial  feelings  in  early  years,  it  came  to  ab- 
sorb every  other  consideration. 

As  a  politician,  Madame  de  Stael  is  looked  down  upon  by  some,  in 
part  deservedly :  she  had  too  much  of  the  woman  and  the  idealist  for 
such  pursuits.  Nevertheless  her  influence  has  been  great*  Her 
writings  have  matured  and  ameliorated  that,  of  which  Rousseau  sowed 
the  seeds.  Through  them,  there  is  a  feeling  and  a  soul  in  politics,  ex- 
tending even  to  the  most  opposite  parties,  which  before  was  not  at  all ; 
and  but  for  her,  what  had  been  produced  by  Rousseau  would  have  died 
away.    After  him  a  new  order  of  things  sprang  up,  to  which  his  manual 
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is  inapplicable. .  De  Stael  reyived  and  regenerated  the  sacred  spirit, 
and  the  tongues  and  pens  of  Earope  breathe  fresh  from  her  school : 

"  The  philosophic  promts  of  the  human  race,"  gays  she,  "  ought  to  be  marked 
hy  Una  different  eras :  the  heroic  ages,  which  gave  birth  to  dvilization  ;  patriot- 
ism, which  was  the  glorj  of  antiquity;  chivalry,  which  was.  the  old  warlike  re- 
ligion of  Europe  ;  and  the  love  of  liberty,  whose  era  commezLces  towards  the  epoch 
of  the  Reformation." — De  VAllemagne. 

The  expansiveness  of  her  soul  is  evident  in  the  object  of  all  her 
writings.  None  of  them  narrow,  none  of  them  ever  private.  She 
preached  an  eternal  crusade  against  selfishness — against  selfishnesst  of 
affection  in  her  early  works,  and  against  selfishness  of  political  principle 
in  her  later.  Her  very  epigrams  tended  to  some  great  and  national 
end.  Of  the  many  that  assailed  her,  she  took  not  the  least  notice, 
with  the  great  exception  of  her  arch-enemy  Napoleon,  whom  still  she 
attacks  more  as  the  public  despot  than  the  private  foe.  In  his  misfor- 
tunes she  was  generous,  and  did  not  conceal  her  interest ;  nor  was  he 
backward,  upon  his  return,  in  expressing  his  gratitude  for  such  unlock- 
ed for  commiseration. 

But  our  judgment  of  De  Stael  is  not  to  be  taken  either  from  her 
politics  or  criticism,  both  of  which  for  the  most  part  she  borrowed 
from  the  society  around  her,  mingling  with  them,  however,  the  poetical 
leaven  of  her  own  imagination.  The  "  Considerations'^  afford  an  ex- 
ample, in  how  poetical  a  dress  the  principles  of  political  party  may  be 
exhibited ;  and  the  ^'  AUemagne'^  another,  how  a  very  superficial  share 
of  knowledge  on  a  given  subject  may  be  redeemed  by  the  force  of 
hazardous  eloquence.  Even  the  critical  judgments  of  Corinne  are  not 
a  little  unworthy  of  the  poetess,  crowned  in  the  Capitol.  It  is  by  her 
woman's  genius  she  must  be  estimated — by  her  feeling,  her  ardour  of 
conception  and  expression-— her  curious  knowledge  of  the  human  heart 
— in  fine,  by  her  poetry,  for,  after  all,  the  best  poetry  the  French  have, 
is  I  heir  prose. 

*'  I  feel  myself  a  poet,"  says  Corinne,  "  not  only  when  a  happy 
choice  of  rhymes  or  of  syllables,  or  a  happy  combination  of  images, 
strikes  my  auditors,  but  when  my  soul  becomes  elevated^ — when  it 
feels  the  piost  sovereign  disdain  for  selfishness  or  baseness  ; — ^in  short, 
when  a  noble  action  is  more  easy  to  me.  It  is  then  that  my  verses 
grow  sublime.  I  am  a  poet,  whilst  I  admire,  whilst  I  despise,  whilst 
1  hate,  not  from  personal  motives,  but  for  the  dignity  of  the  human 
race,"  &c 

If  this  be  the  definition  of  a  poet,  De  Stael  needed  not  to  put  into 
execution  her  intentional  epic  of  Casur  de  Lion.  Her  claims  to.  the 
laurel,  like  Rousseau's,  were  independent  of  rhyme. 

To  us,  English,  who  have  fortunately  kept  these  two  departments 
of  literature  more  distinct,  and  lyho  have  visited  with  a  condemnation 
perhaps  too  severe  any  attempts  at  blending  them  together,  such 
.  an  union  is  not  agreeable.  With  the  languor  of  prose  we  have  the 
affected  point  and  brilliancy  of  poetry ;  there  is  neither  the  ease  of  one, 
nor  the  pleasant  rhyme  and  regular  harmony  of  the  other.  Hence  the 
works  of  Madame  de  Stael,  though  delightful  leading  for  a  few  pages, 
are  wearisome  to  peruse  for  any  length  of  time  uninterruptedly.  Her 
style  is  too  epigrammatic  for  a  continuance,  and,  like  strong  liquors,  in 
order  to  be  enjoyed,  requires  time  or  dilution.     This  most  likely  was 
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owing  to  lier  lova  of  talkfttg  in  prefierenoe  to  writiiig.  H^r  thMgfali 
flowed  for  the  tongue  rather  then  the  pea, — they  are  too  amMtkMs  for 
the  solitary  reader,  and  seem  to  require  a  hrilliant  saloon  with  an  aa- 
semblj  of  elegant  and  quick^^enaed  avditon  to  give  them  due  rec^»- 
tion  and  applause.  As  to  the  purity  and  correctness  of  her  style,  w« 
leave  the  consideration  to  those  rerbal  hypercritics,  that  fewarm  in  Italy 
and  France,  who  think  their  literary  lives  well  spent  in  preserving  the 
jpnrity  of  national  diction,  without  adding  a  sii^e  new  idea  to  national 
thought.  If  the  writings  of  Madame  de  Stael  l^  not  French,  tts  some 
have  asserted,  all  to  be  said  is,  that  they  are  something  far  superior. 
An  entertaining  and  acute  writer,  Mr.  Simond,  lias  discussed  lids  cen- 
sure in  his  late  ^^  Voyage  en  Svim^^  on  the  occasion  of  his  visiting 
Coppet : 

^  J^entendB  dire  que  le  style  de  Madame  De  Stael  n^est  pas  Fian^ais  :  ea  lenit- 
on  surpris  ?  Roasaeau  aussi  avait  le  style  refogi^.  Notre  langue  et  Dotre  litt^ra- 
ture,  us^s  comme  la  vielle  monnaie,  ne  presenteront  bientot  plus  qtt'^une  siorfact 
polie,  d^od  rempreinte  aura  totalement  dlspam.  Toute  orignialit^  en  est  baimie 
aussi  compl^tement  que  la  nature  Test  de  nos  jardins  \  et  le  style  Intone,  ca 
compartimens  et  tir6s  an  cordeau  comme  noa  parterres,  ne  saurait  t^^caiter  de 
rall6e  drolte  et  de  la  plate-bande :  ainsi  entrav^s  de  r^les  et  charges  de  fers,  ^e 
noos  nous  sommes  forg^,  on  nous  voit  rednits,  que  Ton  me  passe  le  paradoxe,  i 
cbercher  Toriginalit^  en  traduction.  PTest  il  pas  Strange  que  le  m^me  peuple  qui, 
depnis  trente  ans,  se  jone  des  formes  stabiles  et  des  pr^c^dens  en  mati^re  de  lob 
et  de  gouremement,  n^est  jamais  os^  faire,  en  litt^rature,  un  seul  pas  earn  y  £tre 
autoris^  par  Posage,  et  veuille  toujours  loumettre  la  ginie  i  cette  legitimiti,  drat 
il  fait  si  peu  de  cas  en  politique.^^ 

^^  There  are  a  thousand  anecdotes,"  continues  Simond,  ^  related 
concerning  this  celebrated  woman  during  her  youth,  of  her  natural 
mokidrttte^  and  of  the  many  errors  into  which  she  was  led  by  her 
short  sight,  confiding  temper,  and  energy  of  affection."  Indeed,  tiiere 
is  scarcely  any  one  of  whom  so  many  interesting  anecdotes  are  told : 
she  has  herself  preserved  a  great  number,  all  displi^ying  her  character 
in  the  most  amiable  light,  yet  without  the  least  tincture  of  vanity  or 
afiectation  displayed  in  the  relation.  She  is,  perhaps,  the  only  author 
who  has  written  volumes  upon  herself  without  being  ever- egotistic. 
The  "  Dix  Annies  d^ExiP  is  one  of  the  most  amusing  books  any 
where  to  be  met  with  on  this  account.  It  is  the  only  work  she  has 
le(\,  written  with  thie  most  perfect  ease.  It  contMns  the  primal  idea  of 
almost  every  striking  thought  in  her  more  laboured  work  of  the  "  Coft- 
siderations  ;"  and  also  presents  a  full  picture  of  her  mind,  ^even  to  its 
most  secret  foibles.  There  is  even  a  little  personal  vanity  allowed  to 
ir^unifest  itself  in  it,  which  never  escaped  in  her  other  compositions. 
Her  views  of  foreign  countries,  manners,  character,  and  society,  are 
much  more  just  in  this  little  sketch  than  either  in  the  /tahV,  or  AUe- 
magne.  They  are  the  first  impressions — ^but  the  first  impressions  of 
one  experienced  in  such  things.  And  the  force  and  justice  of  every 
remark  confirm  me  in  an  old  opinion  I  entertained  concerning  booki 
of  travels,  &c. — that  they  should  be  written  hot,  quick,  while  new  per 
ceptions  were  fresh,  but  that  this  should  be  not  on  the  first  visit  but 
the  second.  In  her  Italie  nni  >JlUcmagne^  scenic  description  is  either 
totally  overlooked,  or  else  laboriously  and  ambitiously  worked  up; 
whereas  in  Russia,  Norway,  and  those  parts  of  Europe,  'which  she  de- 
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Kiibes  careleiBlj  at  the  moment  of  first  beholding  them,  the  pictures 
are  spirited  and  yivid  as  the  life.  It  is  impossible  to  forget  her  ac- 
coont  of  her  Rasdaa  jonmej, — ^the  interminable  roads,  scarce  Taried 
ereti  by  the  iriHe  hoideau^  or  melancholy  birch ;  the  rapid  cornier, 
booncing  on  Ms  wooden  seat,  the  only  fellow-Toyager  to  be  met  with ; 
the  wooden  hots  and  palaces  intenidngled ;  and,  above  all,  the  filtes 
giren  her  at  St  Petersburgh,  where  ^^  Uie  wind  of  the  North  whistled 
through  the  flowers  of  the  South :'' — these  are  pictures  not  to  be 
equalled  by  the  eloquence  of  her  ^  Corinne.^' 

At  length  she  arrired  in  England,  and  thence  witnessed  the  most 
sadden  OTerthrow  that  ever  continent  was  subjected  to  by  fortune. 
Her  perplexity  in  fliese  times  of  change  and  crisis ;  her  ignorance 
what  to  expect,  or  even  what  to  hope,  is  in  some  instances  amusing. 
A  very  comical  part  of  her  character  is  her  continual  struggle  to  he 
patriotic,  which  she  thought  a  duty,  and  the  direct  oppositioB  to  aH 
such  feeHngs  into  which  she  was  every  now  and  then  led  by  her  love 
of  truth  and  ardour  of  expression.  Most  of  her  eloquent  paneg;yrica 
tipon  England,  Italy,  and  Germany,  are  cut  short  in  their  highest  mght 
from  some  qualm  arising  from  this  cause.  In  the  midst  of  her  en^u- 
-siastic  praise,  she  recollects  that  a  reserve  is  due  to  her  chosen  country, 
France,  and  thus  she  winds  up  a  brilliant  paragraph  with  a  lame  and 
unnatural  sort  of  a  salvo.  This  is  very  evident  in  the  dangerous  task 
she  undertook  in  ^^  Corinne,^^  of  placing  an  English  and  a  French  gen- 
tleman side  by  side,  and  msdiing  them  act  and  speak  according  to  their 
national  characters.  As  for  myself,  in  spite  of^orinne^s  predilection, 
I  ihlvk  Nelville  a  most  stupid  mortal,  and  give  my  vote  for  the  French 
hero  with  all  my  heart  In  the  Germany^  her  enthusiasm  in  favour  of 
the  German  poets  and  philosophers  often  led  her  into  the  same  quan- 
dary :  after  a  long  argument,  that  evidently  implies  a  contempt  for  all 
French  traged|y,  she  politely  concludes  with  a  reserve  in  favour  of  Ra- 
cine. Madame  de  StaSl  possessed  too  great  a  genius  to  be  of  aqy 
country,  and  it  is  pity  that  she  did  now  know  ttiis.  R. 
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l4»ST  Italy !  what  though  thy  fweetness  can  cheer 

The  frame  in  disease,  and  Uie  ipirit  in  pain  ; 
Tfaoogh  thy  grovei  in  their  greennen  all  lovely  appear, 

hike  the  shades  of  old  Eden  reviying  again; 
Though  thy  gales  in  their  range  shed  a  pleasant  perfume ;      - 

Though  the  cloud  of  the  storm  from  thy  sky  hath  been  driven ; 
Though  thy  streams  through  the  Tallies  still  lucidly  flow, 
And  the  flowers  that  around  them  spontaneously  grow 
Seem  as  deep  in  their  tint,  and  as  rich  in  their  bloom, 

As  if  newly  transplanted  from  Heaven : — 
Still  Man^s  doomM  to  droop  in  thy  fields  of  delight, 

For  the  curse  of  the  slave  hangeth  o^er  him ; 
He  knows  not  the  worth  of  one  home-bom  right, 

And  he  lores  not  the  country  that  bore  him. 
Oh,  Liberty !  give  me  the  rock,  were  it  bare, 

Oh !  leaye  me  the  ells'  dark  and  hoary ; 
For  the  one  will  be  rich,  and  the  other  be  fair, 

If  thou  smllest  on  their  soil  in  thy  glory.  F« 


<     884     ) 


The  comic  irony  of  the  play  rests  entirely  on  the  mock  electioa  of 
a  king  of  Persia  made  by  a  horse  ;  and  a  most  renowned  election  it 
is ;  gravely  handed  down  to  us  by  certain  credulous  historians,  and 
happily  turned  by  our  poet  against  monarchy.  Hence  the  elector-horse 
is  not  the  least  conspicuous  personage  in  the  piece ;  and,  now  he  is 
unexpectedly  seized  with  such  a  cruel  disorder,  the  household  of  Da- 
rius (who,  blind  mortals  !  are  unable  to  foresee  the  glorious  issue)  are, 
in  the  beginning  of  the  third  act,  filled  with  mourning  and  confusion. 
Darius  weeps  like  a  child  by  the  side  of  the  invalid,  and  has  solemnly 
vowed  to  Mithras  a  sacrifice  of  twelve  noble  steeds  if  his  ^voorite  is 
restored  to  health.  A  statesman,  a  warrior,  and  a  free-thinker,  to  play 
the  infant  for  a  petted  brute  !  to  descend  to  womanish  vows  and  vulgar 
superstitions ! 

—  "  Ma  gi4,  quand*  e  il  pericolo, 
Tutti  allor  si  ricordano  de^  homi." 

*^  But  when  danger  is  nigh,  all  men  are  mindful  of  Heaven,'^  observes 
his  wife,  the  pious,  domineering  Parisa,  who  is  by  no  means  displeased 
to  see  the  vaunted  philosophy  of  her  husband  brought  to  so  low  an 
ebb— a  little  trait  of  the  female  character,  which  is  usually  not  slow 
in  seizing  every  new  foible  of  man  as  a  means  of  more  easily  niling 
him.  She  has,  however,  penetrated  still  deeper  into  the  credulity 
of  Darius  where  his  interest  is  concerned.  She  knows  that  he 
wears  about  his  person,  and  highly  values,  a  horoscope,  which  he  ob- 
tained when  he  accompanied  Cambyses  into  Egypt,  and  which  is  thus 
expressed : — 

'*  Dario,  in  ver  grande  sarai, 

Si  in  buon  punto  a  cavallo  salirai,^^ 

^^  You  shall  be  a  very  great  man,  Darius,  if  you  moimt  your  horse  in 
proper  time.''  This  prediction  and  the  fate  of  Chesballeno  are  bo  closely 
connected  in  the  mind  of  Darius,  that,  were  he  to  lose  his  horse  pre- 
maturely, he  would  give  up  his  expected  greatness  as  lost  likewise. 
Parisa  is  puzzling  her  brain  to  cure  the  fated  steed.  She  determines 
to  advise  with  the  high  priest  of  Mithras,  who,  smelling  out  that  the 
crown  is  likely  to  fall  to  the  lot  of  Darius,  clings  closer  to  him  than  to 
any  of  his  competitors,  and  loses  no  time  to  settle  his  priestly  baigaio. 
He  has  demanded  a  private  audience  of  Parisa,  in  which  he  is  inter- 
rupted by  a  visit  from  Pafima,  the  daughter  of  Orcanes,  who  comes  to 
intrude  upon  the  heavy  thoughts  of  his  patroness.  This  visit  contri- 
butes nothing  to  forward  the  plot,  and  only  shews  how  the  usurping 
Magian  was  detected.  The  account  of  Pafima  is  quite  similar  to  that 
which  is  given  by  pretended  historians ;  but  the  poet  has  improved  it 
into  a  striking  exhibition  of  the  circumstances,  both  laughable  and 
shocking,  upon  which  the  destiny  of  a  whole  nation  must  depend,  when 
it  is  decided  within  the  walls  of  a  dining-room  or  bed-chamber,  amidst 
the  collision  of  the  petty  passions  and  domestic  whims  of  a  single 
over-powerful  family.  Then  comes  the  high  priest ;  upon  whose  entree 
at  the  house  of  Darius,  Pafima  looks  with  a  jealous  and  disconcerted 
eye — this  mysterious  personage  being  a  frequenter  of  the  mansion  of 

•  Continued  from  page  272. 
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h«r  father  likewise,  and  by  no  means  sparing  of  prondtes  to  him.  On 
her  departure,  Colacone,  which  is  the  holy  man's  name,  being  leA  alone 
with  Parisa,  with  all  humility  tenders  his  services  toDarins.  Thia 
cringing,  doable-tongued  character  is  sketched  from  the  life.  In  a 
certain  country,  no  sooner  did  the  mitre  cease  to  lord  it  over  the  crown, 
than  she  helped  her  riral  against  the  people,  that  she  might  glean  from 
the  compliance  at  least  a  few  ofiab  of  her  former  dominion.  Cola- 
cone  discovers  to  his  new  patroness  that  the  demagogue  Orcanes 
(another  qharacter  in  which  the  poet  has  drawn  low  ambition,  clad  in 
a  more  fashionable  hypocrisy),  who  scorns  all  forms  of  government 
excepting  pure  democracy,  has  secretly  endeavoured  to  add  the  high 
priest  to  ids  party,  that  he  may  dispose  the  mob  to  favour  his  projected 
sovereignty,  and  disseminate  calumnies  against  both  Megabyzus  and 
Darius,  reporting  them  as  outrageous  patricians  and  likely  to  turn  out 
the  worst  of  tyrants.    On  the  other  hand, 

^'  CU^  10  poi  di  lui  le  meraviglie  spanda, 
Chiedemi,  e  cV  io  gia  gii  tin  secondo  Giro 
Men  yada  in  lui  preconizzando,  un  raro 
Filoaofo  questone  ttitto  leggi 
£  umaniti,  e  popolariti, 
Un  giojello."— — 

^  He  derires  that  1  will  distribute  woodeff»  respecting  himself,  and 
already  foretel  in  him  a  second  Cyrus,  a  rare  upright  philosopher,  and 
a  jewel  framed  altogether  according  to  law,  humanity^  and  pojpalarity.'' 
Parisa  is  agreeably  surprised  at  tUs  unexpected  token  of  friendship 
from  the  liigh  priest.  Darius  had  believed  him  to  be  hostile  to  his 
designs,  and  now,  could  he  only  obtain  by  his  means  the  sanction  of 
Heaven,  the  cause  were  already  won.  Parisa  reminds  the  holy  maa 
of  the  mutual  services  they  might  render  to  each  other ; 

—  *''  Assai  1'  on  V  altro  entrambl 
Giovar  potiete  voi ;"— - 

and  Darius,  entering  at  this  moment,  is  assured  by  Colacone  that  be 
eeods  fervent  and  unceasing  prayers  to  Heaven,  that  Darius  may  soon,, 
and  for  ever,  be  the  sole  ruler  of  the  state.  The  Satrap  is  slow  to 
credit  these  sudden  professions.  ^^  Were  I  to  trust  to  you  to  win  the 
crown  for  me,^^  says  he,  '^  would  you  seriously  and  earnestly  asristme, 
confiding  in  me  for  your  reward  hereafter  ?"  ^  I  can  see  none  more 
worthy  than  you  to  rule  over  ts.''  ^'  Do  not  be  too  hasty  in  praising 
me,^^  replies  Darius,  being  neither  whimsical  nor  philosophic  enough 
to  despise  a  crown,  nor  s^ciently  blind  in  his  ambition  to  lose  sighl 
of  his  human  frailty ; 

"  Riifiirami  qua!  aono  : 

Turbato,  e  quasi  orfnor  di  me  rimirami 
Per  un  loggetto  pueril,  risibilc, 
Stolido,  e  tal,  ch'  ip  dirtelo  arrospisco, 
Eppar  negarlo  non  mi  attento^  e  dimmi 
Poi,  cb'  10  8on  degno  di  ottoner  comando  ;" 

«  Behold  what  I  am,^'  he  continues, "  look  at  me,  perplexed  and  nearly 
beside  myself  as  i  now  am,  and  on  such  childish,  laughable,  and  silly 
grounds,  that  I  blush  to  discover  and  yet  dare  not  deny  them :  and, 
now  tell  me  whether  I  am  fit  to  rule.^'  But  Parisa,  who  little  under- 
stands the  sort  of  philosophy  which  turns  against  ourselves,  frankly 
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coafenes  to  Colacone  that  the  strong  undentwpuUog  of  Daxiw  U  qwte 
difloidered  by  the  uckoeas  of  hia  horse : — ^there  is  here,  surelj,  bo 
ground  for  a  patrician  to  blush,  and  still  less,  as  Daiiua  is  not  doting  upon 
an  irratioBal  brute,  but  upon  the  high  hopes  connected  with  thst 
brote^s  Ufe.  Here  the  g^om  enters,  quite  breathless :  Chesballeno  is 
not  jet  recorered,  but  Ytiy  sanguine  hopes  are  entertained  from  the 
diviner's  interpretation  of  the  stable  dream. — ^What !  dare  to  speak  of 
gipsj  predictions  under  the  yery  nose  of  the  high  priest  I  Colacoae 
hiinself,  however,  checks  the  pious  indignation  of  Darius — ^in  the  house 
of  the  powerful  never  trifle  with  trifles,  for  great  things  depend  upon 
them ;  Ippofilo  is  allowed  to  relate  the  enigniadc  answer,  which,  if 
properly  attended  to,  is  to  secure  the  life  of  the  fated  steed  with  which 
are  so  intimately  connected  the  destinies  of  Darius  and  of  Persia.  The 
orack  says — 

^^  Ci6,  ch^  egli  ha  in  corpo^  anaafli  con  1q  frogi 
£  tm  sano,  e  tutti  ei  fariL  grandi  ;^' 

*^  That  which  the  horse  has  in  his  body  let  him  smell  it  with  his  nos- 
trils, and  he  will  recover  his  health  and  raise  all  of  you  to  greatness.'* 
Darius  again  loses  his  patience.  ^^  What  riddles  !  what  fooleries  !'' 
But  the  groom  unravels  the  enigma  to  a  tittle,  having  received  the  clae 
to  it  from  his  dream.  ^'  What  has  the  horse  in  his  body  V^  Why,  he 
has  the  sceptre  and  diadem  of  Cyrus,  that  is  notorious :  let  him  smelt 
to  the  real  diadem  and  sceptre,  and  he  will  presently  recover:  ^  And 
ndse  all  of  us  to  greatness !"  adds  Parisa,  who,  like  an  able  states- 
woman,  has  more  consideration  for  the  end  than  the  means.  All  the 
by-standers  are  astounded  with  joy  and  amazement  '^  What  tMmt 
and  promiiing  mysteries  /  Tke  human  undenUndiMr  is  too  Hmked  to  oe- 
tountfor  them^  and  nothing  remains  but  to  admire  ana  obey  /  The  regalia 
of  Cyrus  are  in  the  custody  of  the  high  priest,  who  hurries  home  to 
produce  them;  having  first  forbidden  Darius  to  harbour  any  more 
impiously  sophistical  objections,  and  recommended  him  to  trust  in 
Heaven.  Darius  can  withstand  the  temptation  no  longer,  and  he  now 
yields  unresistingly  to  the  fair  promises  of  his  fortune  and  the  ambi- 
tious suggestions  of  his  wife.— A  loved  woman,  a  priest,  a  fine  hoise, 
and  a  crown !  Wliat  an  inflexible  mortal  must  he  be  whose  mind  could 
resist  all  these ! 

The  fourth  act  opens  with  the  appearance  of  Gobria  on  the  stage; 
and,  though  the  persons  in  this  play  are  rather  disputants  than  acton, 
and  the  characters  rather  sketched  than  finished,  that  of  Gobria  is 
powerfully  drawn.  Alfieri  has  here  depicted  himself,  such  as  he  was 
in  his  last  years  with  regard  to  his  opinion  of  politics  and  mankind. 
Gobria  is  a  man  of  the  world  and  a  philosopher,  but  not  a  selfish  apa- 
thist,  like  many  in  our  days  who  screen  themselves  behind  the  revered 
name.  Gobria  has  felt,  and  still  feels,  strong  noble  passions,  but  now, 
being  well  acquainted  with  mankind,  he  despairs  of  ever  doing  aojr 
thing  that  can  gratify  them.  Nevertheless,  he  has  not,  from  bebg 
undeceived,  inferred  that  public  virtue  is  a  dream,  or  that  the  love  of 
our  country  is  a  mere  notion — ideas  which  have  been  adopted  by  many 
undeceived  worthies  who  are  well  pleased  with  the  vices  of  their  spe- 
cies, as  a  means  of  more  safely  indul^ng  their,  own,  and  happy  that 
liberty  is  so  difficult  to  establish,  that  they  may  cast  themselves  head- 
long into  the  pursuits  of  low  ambition  through  baseness  and  iniquity. 
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Gobiia  is  no  more  to  be  imposed  apon  by  fair  names  and  fair  seemings, 
tboogli  he  still  scorns  to  flatter  all-powerful  TiUainy,  and  pays  solitary 
devotion  to  virtue.  He  consents  with  grief  to  the  dominion  of  the  One 
as  the  only  practicable  government  for  a  people  debased  by  long  bon- 
dage ;  but  he  expects  no  reward  for  this  consent.  Of  all  the  seven 
magnates,  he  has  achieved  the  most  for  the  deliverance  of  Persia ;  but 
the  only  advantage  he  seeks  for  himself  is  not  to  be  subservient  to  the 
fotare  king.  From  the  moment  Gobria  is  mentioned  in  the  play,  the 
reader  is,  with  a  few  masterly  touches,  fully  apprised  of  his  character. 
Megabyzus  went  to  invite  him  to  the  first  council  of  state,  his  comrades 
placing  much  faith  in  his  sense  and  disinterested  character  ;  but  Gobria 
declined  interfering.  The  cause  of  the  state,  the  welfare  of  the  public, 
the  happiness  of  the  subject,  and  similar  high-sounding  words,  with 
which  state  councib  have  everlastingly  rang,  had  no  effect  upon  him. 
Such  questions,  he  knew,  were  not  to  be  decided  by  argument ;  the 
meet  powerful  or  the  most  cunning  is  sure  to  carry  them,  and  then 
what  is  to  hinder  him  from  styling  at  his  leisure  ^^  the  state  well  con- 
stituted and  the  subject  most  happy  V*  Gobria,  therefore,  takes  no 
part  in  their  proceedings.  He  was  in  bed  when  his  friend  waited  upon 
him.    Entreaties  and  remonstrances  were  all  in  vain. 

"  Per  or  ^diw'  egli) 

Noa  ci  reugo ;  dormlre  lo  vo^  deU^  altro,  ^ 

Anzi  che  ir  la  spregare  il  tempo  e  il  fiato 

In  dlspate  sofiatiche.     Le  mai 

Vi  combinaste  (aggitinse)  ch^  io  nol  credo, 

In  un  parere  solo,  io  ci  acconsento 

Gia  senz^  udirlo ;  e  ^or  noi  sarcm  qnattro, 

Onde  poi  starci  pi  altri  tre  doyraxmo. 

Ma  se  in  fare  i  nloiofi  aaccenti 

Dario  ed  Orcane  e  tu  ve  la  ^'asiaste 

In  chiacchiere,  e  tre  voti  disparati 

Oi  cacinaate,  io  poi  Terr6  dentr'  og^ 

£  in  due  parole  mi  luaingo  porvi 

Tosto  d'accordo  tutti." 

^  At  present,^^  said  he,  "  I  will  not  come.  I  had  rather  sleep  than  go 
there  and  waste  both  my  time  and  breath  io  captious  debates.  If  ever 
yon  agree  in  the  same  opinion  (which  I  am  sure  you  will  not),  I  approve 
of  it  from  this  mpment  without  hearing  it,  and  thus,  having  obtained 
four  votes,  the  remaining  three  potentates  must  abide  by  our  resolution. 
But  if,  to  shew  off  as  philosophers  and  politicians,  Orcanes,  Darius, 
and  you,  spend  your  time  in  talking,  and  give  in  three  different  votes, 
in  that  case  I  will  come  to-day,  and  hope  with  two  words  to  make  you 
all  of  one  mind.''  Having  said  this  and  turned  himself  in  his  bed,  he 
again  tucked  up  his  legs,  and,  very  shortly,  gave  audible  tokens  of 
sleep.  Thus  all  that  his  friends  can  obtain  from  him  is  good  advice. 
The  scene  is  succeeded  by  a  debate  between  the  four  statesmen — as 
impressive  a  one  as  the  poet  ever  conceived.  Gobria  has  the  rough  and 
careless  manners  of  a  soldier,  with  the  sharp  jests  of  a  cynic.  He  be- 
gins with  irreverently  sneering  at  his  fellow-heroes ;  each  of  whom, 
appearing  to  refer  the  whole  matter  to  him,  encourages  a  secret  hope 
of  gaining  him  to  his  side.  But  Gobria  tells  them  he  will  side  with 
them  all  provided  they  have  a  particle  of  sense  in  them,  for  good 
sense  will  make  them  but  one.  But  as  a  like  truism  might  be  urged 
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in  all  human  disputes,  Megabyzus  condnttes  staunch  to  his  own  opinioo 
and  interest,  namely,  ^^  seven  heroes  have,  with  equal  wisdom  and 
courage,  delivered  their  country ;  let  it  then  be  equally  shared  amongst 
them,  and  you  will  have  an  heptarchy  of  the  worthier  few,  which  will 
be  the  cream  of  all  governments.  But  whilst  you  are  only  endearour- 
ing  to  protect  the  state  from  the  abuse  of  power,  you  relax  the  nerves 
of  government.^'  Darius  cannot  hold  with  this;  he  is  indeed  an  able 
advocate  for  despotism,  and  we  should  readily  acquiesce  in  all  that  he 
urges  in  favour  of  it,  were  it  not  that  he  pleads  for  himself,  as  is  gene- 
rally the  case.  ^^  To  suppose  that  more  than  one  person  can  reign  at 
the  same  time,''  says  he,  ^^  is  a  mere  chimera.  Invent  as  many  names 
for  them  as  you  please,  call  them  ephors,  consuls,  or  tribunes,  proved!- 
tors,  presidents,  or  directors,  these  seven  rulers  will  soon  be  £vided 
into  two  factions.  It  will  be  strange  if,  amongst  so  many,  there  kre  not, 
at  least,  a  brace  of  asses  and  a  leash  of  cravens.  These  fire,  driven 
by  the  tide  of  accident,  will  cling  now  to  one  and  then  to  the  o&erof 
the  two  more  powerful  beasts ;  and  lo !  your  heptarchy  already  dwin- 
dled into  a  binarchy ;  the  two  will  strive  which  shall  get  the  better  of 
the  other,  and  one  must  needs  prevail — and 


.  "Eccol'Uno, 


Che  dopo  tanti  guai  sangue  e  delittt 
Sempre  ritonia  a  galla.    A  mi  par  danque 
Meglio  il  pigliarselo  subito,  quett^  Uno, 
Pria  di  farci  noi  zero.^^ 

*^  Behold  the  One,  after  so  many  woes,  crimes,  and  bloodshed,  turns 
up  at  last !  It  is  better  then  to  take  this  One  at  once,  rather  than  suik 
ourselves  into  so  much  misery."  "  Right,"  replies  Orcanes, "  a  king 
is  not  an  animal  that  will  ran  in  a  pack.  He  is  a  free  solitary  beast 
It  is  certainly  much  better  to  have  one  king  than  seven,  but  it  u  best 
of  all  to  have  none."    Gobria  interrupts  him: 

"Cio^Tutti, 

Dir  Yolevi ;  e  sbagliando  hai  detto  il  giasto. 
Tutti  e  nessano  *,  ma  in  tuo  cor  tu  speri, 
E  brami,  e  gia  ti  tieni  esserlo  tu 
QueP  Nesfluno  de**  tutti,  e  alP  ombra  start! 
DelP  ingaunata,  invidiosa,  stupida 
Plebe,  dico,  e  non  popolo.^^ 

^  To  have  All  kings,  you  mean ;  and  by  mistake  you  have  spoken 
right.  To  have  none  is  to  have  all,  and,  in  your  heart,  you  hope  and 
trust  and  already  believe  yourself  to  be  the  chief  of  that  none,  and  ex- 
pect  to  flourish  under  the  shadow  of  a  deceived,  envious,  and  stupid 
rabble,  whom  I  dare  not  flatter  with  the  name  of*  the  people.'"  Go- 
bria has  well  penetrated  the  designs  of  his  friends  :  he  cannot  believe 
that  the  powerful  will  ever  contend  to  make  a  nation  free,  or  that  they 
will  aim  at  any  thing  but  the  privilege  of  swaying  an  undivided  sceptre. 
^  Let  us  pull  ofi*  the  mask,"  says  he,  ^'  you  are  all  of  the  same  mhid.'^ 


•  ^^  Regnar  da  Re  vuol  Dario  ; 


E  da  magnate  regnar  Megabize 

E  vuol  regnar  da  tavemajo  Orcane : 

E  Gobria  vuol  (direte  voi  senz'  altro) 

Regnare  anch^  ei.    Da  che  ?  Da  liber  uomo, . 

Sovra  me  tteaso,  e  sotto  niun  di  voi : 

Eilvivedrete." 


Alfieri^s  PoUiical  Comedies.  139 

*'  IHffiiis  wifllieB  to  reign  like  a  king,  Megabjzus  like  a  patridan,  and 
Orcanes  like  the  keeper  of  a  tarern.  Gobria  too,  jou  will  no  doubt 
aaj,  has  a  wish  to  reign.  Like  what  ?  Like  a  freeman,  over  myself,  and 
mider  none  of  jou ; — and  you  shall  find  it.'^  Orcanes,  however,  is  not 
satisfied.  Stabbornness  is  an  ancient  franchise  of  democratic  people. 
He  peremptorily  demands  of  Gobria  whether  their  country  was  not 
always  miserable  under  the  sway  of  a  Cambyses  or  a  Smerdis. — ^'  Most 
miserable.'' — ^^  How  then  could  you  prevent  another  and  a  worse  king 
from  being  still  more  fatal  to  the  public  good  V*  Gobria  now,  like  the 
weaker  in  matter  and  the  stronger  in  experience,  shifts  his  ground, 
and,  passing  over  the  objection,  endeavours  to  convict  the  orator  of 
imposture.  **  Did  you  not,  Orcanes,"  replies  he, "  marry  your  daughr 
ter,  Pafima,  to  the  younger  son  of  Cyrus  ?  Pray  tell  us,  was  it  the 
king,  or  was  it  his  son  who  wooed  her  ?  Or,  if  jieither  of  them,  was 
ityoo  yourself  who  brought  about  the  marriage  by  your  court  cabals  f 
Orcanes  is  struck  dumb.  The  demagogue  is  at  once  disarmed  of  his 
eloquence.    Gobria  thus  pushes  him : 


•  ^^  Dimmi  tn,  Orcane, 


Tu  che  il  popolo  amavi  e  veneravi, 
Come  facevi  danque  a  imparentarti 
Con  qaesti  scanna  popolo  ?    £  le  dae 
Satrapie  poi  si  pingui,  che  scroccastiti 
Per  mezzo  de*  pucUchi  abbracciamenti 
Delia  fi^liaola  tua  col  rero  o  forse 
Col  falso  Smerdi  ?    Or  taci :  ben  tel  vedi, 
Che  ta  pii\  ch^  altri  t^  eri  un  mero  arnese 
Da  regno,  e  il  sei  tattora,  ma  non  mai 
Amese  ta  da  popolo.    Via  danqae, 
l^on  disdegnar  tu  pore  con  costoro, 
fien  tuoi  pari,  di  correre  la  sorte 
Di  scroccarti  lo  scettro,  ch'  ^  il  Papi 
Di  quante  fur  mai  latrapie.^* 

^  Tell  me,  Orcanes,  you  who  ever  loved  and  revered  the  people, 
how  could  you  sue  to  be  allied  to  such  oppressors  ?  What  of  the  two 
splendid  satrapies  which  you  gained  by  the  chaste  embraces  of  your 
daughter  with  the  true,  or  perhaps  the  sham  Smerdis  ?  Not  a  word  t 
You  may  see  from  this  how  you  were,  and  still  are,  a  mere  tool  of 
power,  instead  of  a  shield  for  the  people.  Come,  then,  do  not  scorn 
to  run  with  these  your  friends,  indeed  your  peers,  the  chance  of  gin- 
ning a  crown,  which  of  all  satrapies  is  the  arch  one."  By  these  means 
Gobria  brings  it  about  that  an  election  by  lot  shall  decide  the  claims 
of  the  six  competitors,  and  restore  to  Persia  a  single  king.  The  fatal 
consent  is  given,  and  the  puzzling  question  respecting  the  future  con- 
stitution is  about  to  be  settled  in  the  easiest  manner.  But  Orcanes 
has  recovered  his  presence  of  mind.  When  a  politician  is  put  to  the 
blush,  it  is  highly  proper  that  he  loses  no  time  in  correcting  such  an 
unstatesmanlike  error.  He. still  opposes  the  motion.  '^  What  an  use* 
less  tenderness  you  have  for  these  same  people,"  says  Darius. 

*'  Ciascun  di  noi,  qual  sia  che  il  Rd  diventi, 
Vogliam  forse  mangiarcelo  a  bocconi. 
Noi  questo  popolo,  noi  ?    E  11  darem  pane 
Una  tal  qaal  giustizia,  e  giuochi,  e  q\udchft 
Ba^tonatina.    Che  bram^  gli  pid  ? 
£ch*  altro  ebb^  egli  mai  ? 
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ChbrU.      *  8^  altro  ci  sapeaie 

£  bnunare  e  temer,  Btaremo  or  noi 
Qui  a  coDsiglio  ttiUando  1  rarj  modi 
Del  cavalcarlo  ? 

^^  Whichever  of  as  is  kiog,  do  you  think  we  have  a  mind  to  deTonr 
your  darling  people  ?  We  will  ^ye  them  bread,  and  very  tolerable 
jastice ;  and  now  and  then  a  gentle  touch  of  the  lash.  What  else  could 
they  wbh  for  ?  What  else  did  they  ever  have  f — Gobria,  "  If  they  ever 
knew  what  to  wish  or  to  fear  besides,  should  we  stand  here  now  beat- 
ing our  brains  in  council  about  the  different  modes  of  ruling  them  V^ — 
^^  The  song  of  tyrants  P'  cries  Orcanes  in  a  passion,  '^  you  are  all 
playing  the  wits  at  the  expense  of  the  people,  your  sovereign ;  bat 
the  people  will  soon  rise  and  put  a  check  to  you.'' — ^  Not  so  soon  but 
we  may  first  put  a  check  to  you,''  reply  the  others.  And  then  come 
menaces,  and  drawing  of  swords,  and  a  most  grand  bustle  ;  and  tlie 
mighty  question  like  all  questions  amongst  the  powerful,  is  on  the 
point  of  being  decided  by  blows,  when  the  high  priest  interposes. 
Heaven  was  never  called  upon  in  vain  by  the  dramatic  poet ;  though, 
of  all  mortals,  he  alone  seems  liable  to  blame  for  his  invocations.  As 
soon  as  Colacone  makes  his  appearance  at  the  house  of  Darius,  Orcanes 
is  convinced  that  he  is  betrayed  ;  and  at  length  withdraws  liis  opposi- 
tion, forsakes  the  people,  and  consents  to  the  restoration  of  despotism. 
O  popular  cause,  it  was  ever  thy  fate  that  for  three  determined  foes 
thou  shouldst  find  but  one  deceitful  friend  !  But  here  a  new  question 
is  started,  and  a  most  important  one — for  it  is  respecting  the  mode  of 
election.  The  king  shall  be  elected  by  lot ;  but  by  what  sort  of  lot ! 
Shall  the  seven  heroes  contend  for  the  sceptre  of  Cyrus  at  dice,  at  odd 
or  even,  or  at  blind-man's  buff?  All  these  modes  of  decision^  in  the 
mind  of  the  profane  Gobria,  seem  equally  adequate  to  the  purpose  ; 
but  it  is  the  part  of  the  high  priest  to  support  the  dignity  of  the  crown. 
As  the  king-to-be  is  the  beginner  of  fads  dynasty,  his  right  of  ruling 
cannot  be  deduced  from  Heaven  through  any  long  and  hidden  line  of 
ancestry ;  instead,  therefore,  of  such  a  fruitless  investigation,  let  some 
election  of  a  mystical  nature  teach  the  saucy  rabble  to  have  due  respect 
to  the  divine  right  of  the  One.  Colacone  accordingly  proposes,  in 
strains  more  suited  to  the  buskin  than  to  the  sock,  that 

^^  Ciascun  di  voi  bu  la  vegnente  aurora 
Fuor  di  Susa,  nei  campo  ampio  di  Marte 
Sovra  il  pomposo  suo  destrier  di  j^erra 
,  Troviai  armato  :  ognipi  per  via  diversa 

Giongavi  al  punto  del  sorgente  Bole. 
Quivi  il  destrier  che  col  nitrir  sonante 
L^  astro  del  di  salutera  primiero, 
II  suo  signore  a  Rd  di  Persia  eleggi.^* 

<^  All  of  you  shall  meet  at  the  dawning  of  to-morrow,  armed  and 
mounted  on  your  proud  steeds  of  war,  in  the  large  field  of  Mars  beyond 
the  walls  of  Susa.  Each  arriving  there  by  a  different  road  at  the  ris- 
ing of  the  9un,  he  whose  horse  shall  be  the  first  to  hail  the  day  star 
with  his  neighing,  shall  be  chosen  King  of  Persia."  Tills  very.digni* 
fied  mode  of  election  is  approved  by  the  whole  coimcil.  Orcanes  only 
remarks  that  it  is  something  beastly.    Gobria  prefers  it  because  he  has 
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ft  dumb  hone.  All  agree  to  meet  at  the  appouted  hour  and  place,  and 
thos  they  separate.  Darius  remaips  with  the  high  priest,  very  sensibly 
considering  that  all  his  labour  will  be  lost  if  the  lot  does  not  fall  upon 
himself.  But  here  again  comes  to  his  aid  the  faithful  groom,  who, 
haying  preserved  the  life  of  his  horse,  is  to  be  the  means  of  winning 
the  crown  for  him.  The  more  mean  and  ridiculous  the  denouement^  the 
more  the  satirical  purpose  of  our  poet  is  answered.  Ippofilo  prostrates 
himself  before  Darius  as  before  his  sovereign,  and  ventures  to  warrant 
him  the  crown,  upon  his  life.  He  has  contrived  an  infallible  method 
of  compelling  Chesballeno  to  neigh  the  first  at  the  meeting ;  bufashe 
is  restrained  by  a  caution,  becoming  state  affairs,  from  disclosing  his 
scheme  prematurely,  so  are  we  by  common  decency  from  mentioning 
it  at  all. 

The  fifth  act  commences  with  the  dawn  of  the  fated  day.  Of  the 
three  dramatic  unities  our  poet  has  very  rarely  infringed  upon  \hat  of 
place ;  that  of  time  he  has  violated  more  frequently,  but  so  very  skil* 
fully  that  the  spectator  can  be  scarcely  aware  of  it.  As  in  this  play, 
he  usually  occupies  two  nights  and  a  day,  or,  perhaps,  a  little  more ; 
he  has  never  strictly  observed  any  of  the  unities  excepting  that  of 
action,  which  he  conceived  should  attract  the  whole  sensibility  and  at- 
tention of  the  spectator  to  a  single  focus,  and  stamp  his  mind  with  a 
nngle  impression,  lastingly  moral  because  unmixed.  Nay,  of  all  the 
poets  who  are  loyal  to  the  legitimate  classical  unities,  he  has  been  the 
most  anxious  for  the  simplicity  of  his  subjects.  He  scorns  all  episodes, 
theatrical  rencontres,  and  whatever  may,  in  the  least,  retard  the  rapid 
march  of  his  fable,  however  great  their  detached  effect  might  be.  He 
has  abated  but  little  of  his  tragic  impetus  in  this  comedy.  After  a 
very  short  dialogue  of  anxious  expectation  between  the  women  of  Da- 
rius, the  plot  is  brought  to  a  conclusion.  The  groom,  bestower  of  the 
crown  of  Persia,  arrives  with  the  glad  tidings  that  Darius  Is  the  king. 
There  was  by  no  means  fair  play.  Darius  has  over-reached  his  com- 
petitors ;  but  let  us  remember  that  there  was  a  crown  set  upon  the  cast. 
He  has  won  the  game ;  but  by  what  means  ? — This  has  now  become  a 
state  aecret,  and  therefore  we  must  conceal  it  from  unlicensed  eyes. 
At  last  the  hero  of  the  drama,  the  horse  Chesballeno,  comes  upon  the 
stage,  rode  by  his  fortunate  master.  Megabyzus  having  failed  in  ob- 
taining the  whole  as  his  right,  begs  hard  for  some  little  modicums  of 
grace,  for  which  he  condescends  to  hold  the  stirrup  of  the  new  king. 
The  high  priest  claims  solely  for  himself  the  liberty  of  leading  him : 
Colacone,  therefore,  holds  the  bridle.  The  poet  here  levels  his  last 
satirical  shafts  at  royalty,  by  making  Darius  compose  his  new  court 
The  bare  name  of  a  courts  which  is  able  of  itself  to  make  so  many 
worthies  completely  happy,  is  sufficient  to  rouse  the  republican  feelings 
of  Alfieri.  He  has  breathed  them  with  tears  whilst  pourtraying  the 
tragic  court  in  his  Ottavia,  Philip,  and  Sarcia ;  and  he  has  vented  them 
vnth  laughter  in  his  description  of  the  comic  one  in  the  plays  before 
us.  Darius  is  a  wily,  but  generous  statesman  : — he  is  well  aware  that 
disappointed  rivals  must  either  be  flattered  or  got  rid  of;  and  that  the 
seditious  many  are  most  easily  ruled  by  gratifying  the  potent /€».  He 
uses  no  delay  in  sharing  out  riches,  honours,  and  power,  amongst  his 
favourites,  be  it  even  at  the  cost  of  creating  sinecures.    He  promises 
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Uie  faigii  priest,  who,  during  the  inUfttgwrnL^  hu  coHtiniied  to  fiithM 
to  the  widowed  crown,  that  under  his  reign-*- 

^^  Sarai  potente,  e  pingue,  e  yenerato, 
E  ascoltato  da  me'^— ^- 

^  You  shall  be  powerful,  rich,  and  revered,  and  listened  to  by  me.'^^ 
^  Long  live  the  legittmate  king !''  exclaims  Colacone  i  ^  this  is  wis* 
dom  \  this  is  piety  !^'    And  in  datifni  return  he  assures  him — 
^\o 

Sarotti,  o  Re,  fido  stromeato  «  piimo 

Di  securta,  d^  ubbedienza  muta, 

Di  terror  sacro,  e  rassegnata  pace/^ 

^^  I  will  be  to  you,  my  sovereign,  a  chief  and  unfailing  instrument  of 
safety,  of  blind  obedience,  of  sacred  terror,  and  of  resigned  peace.*^ 
On  Megabyzus,  whose  aristocratic  notions  were  not,  after  all,  i|aite  in- 
consistent with  loyalty,  and  who  now  so  well  serves  the  time,  Barioi 
confers,  in  wufructu^  a  good  share  of  his  royal  power,  creating  hioi  a 
protomagnate  of  Persia.  The  diviner  Oneiro  is  rewarded  for  1&  stable 
oracle  with  the  office  of  prime  soothsayer,  with  a  salary  of  a  thousand 
golden  Cyruses  a-year.  But  what  meed  can  ever  be  adequate  to  the 
high  merits  of  the  inventive  groom  ?  He  is,  indeed,  a  low-bom  per- 
sonage, but  that  is  of  little  consequence ;  a  well-advised  prince  seeks 
and  raises  genuine  desert  wherever  it  is  to  be  found.  Six  thoueand 
golden  Cyruses  a-year,  together  with  the  protogroomship  of  the  horse, 
will  soon  cleanse  him  from  all  the  savours  of  the  stable,  and  swell  him 
up  to  a  grandee.  Nor  is  the  elector-horse  to  remain  unrewarded.  The 
new  courtiers  contend  with  each  other  in  devising  the  best  means  of 
doing  him  honour.  Gobria  alone  reminds  the  king,  with  a  BfachiaTe- 
lian  jest,  that  he  who  bestowed  a  crown  may  likewise  take  it  back ; 
'  and  advises  him  that,  now  he  has  received  the  present,  he  bad  best  get 
rid  of  the  donor.  But  Darius  has  neither  so  much  regard  for  his  infe- 
riors as  to  be  too  apprehensive  of  their  i^esentment,  nor  %>  much  con- 
tempt for  mankind  as  to  agree  with  Megabyzus,  that  the  horse  should 
sit  in  council  with  the  Magnates  of  Persia,  and  give  his  opinion  with 
his  inspired  neighings.  The  king's  pleasure  is,  that  Chesballeno  shall 
be  the  founder  of  an  order  of  knighthood ;  and  that  a  small  likeness  of 
faim,  engraved  upon  an  oval  gold  medal  shall  be  suspended  from  the 
neck  of  the  worthier  few,  and  inspire  them  with  the  sense  of  their  high 
merit  Gobria  takes  leave  of  his  friend  for  ever,  now  that  he  is  be* 
come  a  king.    He  comes  to  sue  for  nothing. 

"  A  me  bastaya  e  baata 
Che  un  Rd  non  vil  qai  regni,  e  ch^  io  nol  regga.^* 

^  It  is  sufficient  for  me  that  a  king  not  despicable  is  to  reign, — andfar 
from  my  sight.''  Darius,  on  the  other  hand,  promises  his  subjects  that 
he  will  prove  at  least  to  be  a  king  not  unlike  every  other,  and  he  trusts 
soon  to  convince  them  by  his  actions — 

^^  Che  giacchd  in  Persia  la  non  puo  scartarse 
Qaesta  fatal  necessity  delP  Uno, 
Nol  potea  niun  cavallo  elegger  meglio.^^ 

^  That  since,  in  Persia,  there  is  no  setting  aside  the  fatal  necessity  of 
the  One,  no  horse  could  have  made  a  better  election."  tjt 
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7%e  JnUnmr  •/CaisMbU  Cotiagt. 
Caijeb — ^Ratlavd. 
RajfUmd,    Gone  hence  fhia  half  hour,  say^it  fhou  ?    Tell  ne,  friend, 
Conld^st  (hou  not  OTertake  him  ? — ^^Tis  of  moment 
What  I  would  say. 
CaUb,  He  must  pass  up  the  river 

To  where  his  road  runs  o^er  it,  for  the  floods 
Hare  left  the  moor  too  moist  in  that  direction 
To  he  with  ease  attempted.    If  I  make 
My  way  across,  I  shall  he  soon  enough, 
For  he  has  many  windings,  and  the  stream 
Is  strong  against  him. 
R^fUmd.  Hasten,  then,--your  patBi 

Shall  not  in  vain  he  used.    And,  lest  he  feel 
Unwilling  to  return  (writing  on  a  kaf  of  his  pQckti-beok)  dtlirer 
this. 
Mart  {singing  without^  in  a  nulaneJioly  tone) 
^^  80  under  the  wave,  and  under  the  wave. 

Beneath  the  old  willow  tree. 
With  the  weeds  for  my  pall,  in  a  deep,  deep  grave. 
Shall  my  false  love  find  me.'* 
Rajfland*  That  is  a  moving  voice  I 
Cakb,  It  is  Luke's  wife. 

'Tis  their  first  parting,  and  she  feels  it  sorely, 
Though  for  so  short  a  time. 
BajfUmd,  Pray  send  her  here ; 

I  m  talk  with  her  till  he  returns.  {Stands  medt/aftfif .) 

Ratlajtd— Mart. 
IU3^and.  So  fair ! 

So  delicate !    Lady  (for  such  I  '11  call  you) 

I  've  heard  that  Luke,  the  fisherman,  did  wed 

Something  beyond  hixnself,  but  'tis  not  possible 

That  thou  art  she ! 
Mary,  O,  Sir,  I  thank  the  Heavens 

Tou  are  as  out  in  this  as  when  you  say 

That  Luke  did  wed  beyond  him.     It  was  I 

Who  playM  the  usurer  in  that  bargain. 
RayUtnd.  WeU— 

But  yet,  methinks,  more  fondly  said  than  truly. 

Forgive  me,  pretty  friend,  nor  think  I  ask 

Au^t  without  plenteous  reason.     By  what  means 

Hath  he  maintain'd  thee  for  these  many  months  ? 
Mary.  It  was  but  now  you  named  his  toilsome  trade. 

Raj^nd.      'Tis  a  bleak  place  to  yield  subsistence. 
Mary,  Tes ; 

But  Luke  was  labouring  for  his  wife,  and  then 

Even  the  deserts  and  the  floods  grew  kind. 
Roj^and,  (after  a  pause,)  You  said  he  ne'er  was  succour'd  at  the  hands 

Whence  Nature  should  have  wrung  as  much — I  mean 

His  father's  ? 
Mary,  Sir,  I  pray  you  pardon  me ; 

I  said  not  so. 
Rayland,  But,  ne'ertheless,  'tis  true : 

And  thou  who  art  so  tender  of  that  father 

*  Continued  from  page  S43. 
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Wert  driven  from  his  mansion  deflUtnte. 
Thou  seeitthat  I  know  much. — Now,  then,  coniMi 
How  oft  distreis  hath  made  him  cune  that  father 
For  much  of  his  forlorn  existence,  which, 
With  other  usage,  had  not  askM  repentance. 
J««»y.  You  question  strangely,  Sir ;  but  since  it  takei 

No  leave  of  truth  to  answer  proudly — Never. 
No  babe  e^er  saw  the  world,  no  saint  hath  left  it, 
With  less  to  answer  than  my  loving  Luke. 
He  never  mentioned  his  relentless  father 
Without  becoming  reverence  ;  and  then 
I  Ve  heard  him  sigh  to  think  how  bitterly 
The  memory  of  an  unoffending  son. 
Left  from  his  infancy  to  all  the  ills 
Of  unprotected  poverty,  would  hang 
Upon  that  father^s  death-bed.    I  have  said 
Too  much,  but  ^twas  to  shield  him  from  reproach. 
Rayland.      No ;  not  a  jot  too  much.    ^Tis  a  hard  life, 
Tour  husband^s — and  laborious  by  night 
As  well  as  day  ? 
JMoiy.  Oh,  often  I  have  watchM 

^Till  the  grey  dawn  hath  peeped  into  my  lattice. 
And  found  me  lonely  still. 
Jtajfland,  But  now  ^tis  summer ; 

And,  as  I  think,  his  work  by  night  is  only 
For  the  wild  winter-fowl.     It  must  be  long 
Since  you  watched  last  ? 
Mntry,  No  longer  than  last  night : 

But  then  he  went  to  see  a  dying  friend, 
And  brought  back  that  which  smooths  his  nights  hereafter. 
Rayland.  (apart,)  ^Tis  even  so !  Despair  hath  driven  him 
To  gain  by  rapine  what  more  guiltily 
I  did  deny  him.     Poor,  unhappy  son  ! 
How  must  thy  heart  have  writhed  to  do  this  crime ! 
It  is  in  pity  to  thyself,  not  me, 
That  Heaven  hath  set  it  down  thy  first,  and  chance 
Directed  thee  towards  a  prize,  already 
Meant  as  an  earnest  of  thy  father^s  love. 
God,  how  prophetic  thou  didst  make  my  conscience ! 
Soon  as  his  trembling  hand  was  on  my  rem, 
And  I  beheld,  then  for  the  first  sad  time, 
That  pallid  countenance  in  its  agony, 
I  bound  myself,  as  if  the  deed  were  mine. 
To  keep  the  fearful  secret ;  for  I  felt 
I  could  expect  no  otherwise  to  meet  him. 
And  here  ^s  the  faithful  mate  of  all  his  sorrows 
Excepting  one  ;— one  she  must  never  know, 
To  clog  the  tongue  which  loves  to  speak  his  praise. 
(aloud)  Most  fair — ^most  worthy  of  all  love  and  bliss, 
Say,  if  Lord  Rayland  came  with  penitence 
To  seek  the  long  neglected  Luke,  and  raise 
The  lowly  peasant  to  the  peer^s  proud  son, 
Could^st  thou  forget  thy  days  of  lamentation^ 
Forgive  the  hand  which  would  not  snatch  thee  from  them  ? 
Jtfary.  Lord  Rayland ! 

Jla^and  .(enUtraeing  her,)        And  thy  father. 
Mary,  (nnhing  at  hufeet,)  Oh,  my  lord : 

I  have  prayM  Heaven  to  let  me  see  you  once  ! 
Rayiand.    Once,  and  for  ever  !    And  I  give  thee  thanks 
That  thou  ^  too  mild  to  bow  with  thy  reprottch 
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One  who  already  trembles  with  remorse. 

But  sort  me  not  with  those  with  whom  the  wrench 

Of  Nature^  8  links  is  pastiftie.     Years  were  gone 

Before  I  knew  my  blood  was  in  the  veins 

Of  any  but  the  sons  beneath  my  eye  ; 

And  then  Hwixt  justice  and  thy  husband  stood 

A  haughty  woman,  jealous  of  her  own. 

Overruled  in  part,  I  yet  commissioned  one, 

Who  proved  unworthy  of  his  trust,  to  make 

Such  poor  amends  as  could  by  j^old  be  compassM^ 

For  absence  of  parental  countenance. 

Oh,  it  was  wrong:  •  and  I  have  paid  it  deeply ! 

It  hath  brought  down  misfortune  in  such  weight 

As  might  almost  be  looked  on  for  atonement. 

Amongst  the  rest,  my  wife  is  dead,  my  children 

Or  dead,  or  worse  in  disregarded  duty. 

My  home  is  solitary  but  for  thee 

And  him  thou  lov^st. 
J^fcry*  And  who  will  over-pay 

In  all  a  son  should  be,  whatever  grief 

May  elsewhere  have  befallen  thee.     My  lord, 

You  come  to  bring  us  wealth,  and  ne^er  can  know 

The  half  of  that  son's  worth.     You  should  have  come 

In  want,  in  sickness,  and  in  sorrow  too : 

Then  you  had  seen  how  his  elastic  arms 

Had  labourM  for  your  comfort.    Then  you  had  felt 

How  much  too  tender  is  that  manly  heart 

To  hoard  the  memory  of  sufierM  ills. 

Caleb  ruthtt  in  in  great  horror* 
Rajfland.  What  is  it,  man  ?  speak  out. 
Mary,  God's  mercy,  Caleb, 

Why  is  your  look  so  dreadful  ?     Nought  of  him  ? 

Nought  of  my  husband  ? 
JRayUmd,  He  is  dumb  wilh  fear  ! 

CaUb,        Would  I  were  so  for  ever ! 
Mary,  Thou  hast  something 

Of  matchless  horror  toTelate  !    My  husband  ! 

Oh,  quickly  speak, — ^my  husband ! 
Caleb,  Did  you  mark 

No  strangeness  in  his  manner  when  you  parted  ? 
Mary.        No— nothing — ^yes — Oh,  God  J     I  charge  thee  speak  I 
Rayland.  Speak  out,  i  tell  thee,  peasant  I     I  'm  his  father. 

Thou  sure  canst  tell  what  I  can  stand  to  hear. 
Caleb,        I  used  my  utmost  speed,  but  the  deep  fen 

Clung  to  my  feet  and  pluck'd  me  back,  as  though 

It  were  in  league  with  that  most  damned  whirlfiool. 

{Thty  stand  motionless,) 

My  heart  misgave  me,  whilst  I  struggled  on, 

I  thought  of  his  last  look,  and  labourM  harder. 

And  came  within  a  stone's  throw  of  the  bank. 

The  stream  has  nothing  to  oppose  its  course. 

And  glides  in  deadly  silence.     Then  I  heard 

The  name  of  "  Mary,"  and  a  plunge,  and  then 

A  suffocating  gasp— I  heard  no  more ; 

But  dashing  through  the  rushes  which  conceaPd 

The  drowning  man,  beheld  a  quivering  arm 

Just  vanish  in  the  greedy  whirlpool's  gorge  ! 
Mary.         But — but — thou  say'st— I  know — I  see  Ihou  say'st 

It  was  not  he — my  husband — God  !  O,  God  I 

(She  falls  into  the  arms  of  Jtayland,) 
Vol,  IV.  No.  22 — 1822.  X  2 
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RayUaid,    Thou  loitering  tlare  !  what  need  #0  many  words  I 

Thou  Mst  have  me  think  it  was  indeed  my  ion. 
CdUh,         A  boat  had  drifted  to  the  ihore^Hwas  Luke?»— 
I  leapM  into  U,  and  shouted  loud  for  help. 
Which,  haply,  was  at  hand.    Alas,  alas  ! 
None  ever  rose  and  none  hath  e'er  been  raised. 
Alive  or  dead,  from  that  dark  place  !     \  left 
My  breathless  friends  lamenting  on  the  bank :— * 
Their  toil  was  fruitless. 
RayUmd.  Awful^  heavy  wrath ! 

But  it  is  just. — Of  my  devoted  son. 
Sharp  misery  ne'er  wrung  a  tear  from  thee 
So  burning  as  the  one  which  thou  thyself 
Hast  callM  up  from  thy  father's  heart  I— -But  how — 
But  how  canst  thou  be  sure  it  was  my  s<m  I 
Caleb.        I  saw  him  yesterday  wrought  to  a  pitch 
Beyond  his  custom  of  impatient  grief. 
'Twas  one  of  many  blank  successless  days, 
And  he  talk'd  madly  of  his  wife  and  famine. 
I  left  him  late  upon  the  moor-^this  mom. 
As  I  retum'd  from  Willow  Mead,  I  found  him 
In  strange  disorder  at  his  cottage  door. 
He  told  me  he  had  slept ;  his  wife  just  now 
Assured  me  that  he  was  not  home  sUl  night. 
And,  when  he  came,  he  brought  a  purse  of  gold. — 
My  Lord,  I  'm  sure  you  best  know  how  he  got  it. 
Rayland.    Well,  well — thou  'dst  not  betray  him— would'st  thoa,  man  ? 
CaUb.         Not  I  indeed,  my  Lord.     Fear,  shame,  and  anguish, 
At  what  despair  and  his  necessity 
Had  done,  no  doubt,  hath  caused  this  dreadful  end. 
Mayland,     {after  tome  ineffectual  atttmptt  to  tpeak.)    Hast  tfaoa  a  bed  to 

lay  this  innocent  on  f 
Caleb,     Within,  my  lord  : — ^my  wife  does  love  her  well, 
And  will  watch  by  her  tenderly. 

[Rayland  supportt  her  out  slowly  and  t»  ^tt 
agitation,  Caleb^  having  endeavowtd  (t 
preserve  hitfirmnett^  throw*  hiwudfv^  a 
chair  and  burttt  into  teart. 

Poor  Luke  ! 
This  is  the  saddest  way  he  could  have  left  us. 
Rayland.    (returning  and  looking  eamettly  at  him.)    Good  peasant,  thoa, 
on  whom  he  had  no  claim 
Of  kindness,  wert  the  only  one  of  all 
Who  used  him  kindly.— Where 's  that  cruel  gold  ? 
Caleb,  My  Lord,  she  gave  it  in  my  charge  just  when 

Tou  entered. — It  is  here  (raising  it  from  the  table.') 
Rayland.  .  Let  me  look  on  it^— 

Away  with  it,  in  mercy. — You  are  poor, 
And  my  son  leaves  it  to  his  only  friend. 
But  mark  me,  as  thou  hopest  that  it  will  buy 
Prosperity,  be  choicer  of  his  secret 
Than  of  thy  life. — Now  lead  me  where  he  lies— 
'Tis  just,  most  just — I  came  not  at  his  need. 
And  angry  Heaven  hath  inatch'd  him  up  from  mine. 
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^My  ftg«  18  av  a  lusty  winter, — frostj  but  kindlj.^^ 

^9  you  Like  it. 

Tfrm'tbe  exception  of  a  few  reprobates  and  freethinkers,  every  body 
wishes  to  go  to  Heaven ;  bat  the  most  enthusiastic  of  us  all,  if  he  had 
the  choice,  would  consent  to  go  there  as  late  as  possible.  This  perverse 
disposition  to  extend  life  beyond  that  period  in  which  the  faculties  be* 
gin  to  decay,  like  that  of  children,  who,  having  eaten  the  apple,  ap- 
ply themselves  voraciously  to  devour  the  parings,  is  any  thing  but  ra- 
tional :  yet  so  it  is,  we  cling  with  closer  earnestness  to  the  rickety 
tenement)  as  its  dilapidations  increase ;  and  are  never  so  anxious  for 
a  renewal  of  the  lease  as  at  the  very  moment  when  the  edifice  is  crumb- 
ling about  our  ears. 

The  Abbe  Morellet  was  wont  to  declare,  that  in  spite  of  his  over- 
whelming infirmities  he  still  clung  to  life,  in  the  hopes  of  seeing  how 
the  French  revolution  would  end  :  and  it  seems  not  unreasonable  to  • 
attribute  the  love  of  long  life  very  generally  to  a  principle  of  curiosity. 
Men  are  always  more  or  less  involved  in  some  series  of  events  which  it 
is  disagreeable  to  leave  unfinished.  One  man  would  be  glad  to  know 
how  Ms  children  will  turn  out;  another  has  begun  a  plantation;  a 
third  desires  to  arrive  at  the  end  of  a  political  intrigue ;  a  iburth  longs 
to  witness  how  his  neighbour  will  cut  up ;  and  a  fifth  (the  most  un- 
reasonable of  all)  would  see  the  end  of  a  Chancery  suit;  and  so  we  go 
on  with  time  ^  in  its  petty  space  from  day  to  day.^^ 

We  see  this  disposition  in  individuals  to  pry  into  a  futurity  in  whose 
combinations  they  have  no  part,  instanced  in  their  thousand  minute 
directions  concerning  the  disposition  of  their  own  funerals,  in  the  petty 
detaiU  of  direction  which  accompany  the  testamentary  disposition  of 
property  ; — and  even  the  indirect  admonitions  of  sexagenary  fathers 
given  in  the  shape  of  predictions, — the  "  Tom,  Tom,  when  1  'm  gone 
I  suppose  you  Ml  carry  my  trees  to  Newmarket,'^  and  the  ^^  I  see  how  it 
will  be  when  I  'm  out  of  the  way,''  betray  full  as  much  of  idle  specu- 
lation, as  of  paternal  anxiety.  If  we  except  the  old  fellow  of  a  college, 
who  would  do  nothing  for  posterity,  because  posterity  had  done  nothing 
for  him,  it  would  be  hard  to  find  an  individual,  who  really  entertained 
no  curiosity  to  know  how  the  world  could  possibly  go  on,  when  de- 
prived of  his  own  co-operation  and  support. 

The  desire  of  long  life,  abstracted  from  some  such  consideration,  is 
the  more  absurd,  because,  when  ^^  the  inevitable  hour''  arrives,  the 
longest  and  the  shortest  life  are  in  the  imaginatioa.equal.  However 
wearisome  existence  may  have  been  in  the  acting,  in  retrospect  it  never 
appears  long;  and  with  the  oldest,  no  less  than  the  youngest,  ^^  enough" 
in  this,  as  in  many  other  cases,  signifies  pretty  generally  ^^a  little 
more.**' 

Louis  the  Second  of  Hungary,  we  are  told*,  ran  through  a  long 
career,  within  the  short  compass  of  a  very  few  years.  He  was  bom  so 
long  before  the  ordinary  completion  of  gestation,  that  he  came  into  the 
world  without  the  decent  covering  of  a  skin.     In  liis  second  year  he 
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was  crowned ;  Id  his  third  he  succeeded  to  the  throne ;  in  his  fourteenth 
he  had  a  complete  beard ;  in  his  fifteenth  {cofnme  de  raiton)  he  married ; 
in  his  eighteenth  he  grew  grey  ;  and  in  his  twentieth  he  died,  if  not 
full  of  jears,  at  least  at  ^^a  good  old  age,^'  and  was  gathered  to  his 
fathers.  This  precocity,  so  rare  in  the  northern  climates,  iB  to  a  cer- 
tain degree  common  among  the  females  of  warmer  regions,  who  are 
grandmothers  at  six  and  twenty* ;  yet  we  do  not  find  these  individaals 
a  whit  more  apt  to  complain  of  the  brevity  of  their  allotted  space,  than 
the  Nestors  of  our  species. 

But  whatever  may  be  the  causes  of  our  reluctance  to  shake  off  the 
fardels  of  this  world,  the  efiect  is  constant ;  and  there  is  no  subject, 
which  excites  a  more  universal  interest  than  this  of  longevity.  Even 
the  warmest  partizans  of  that  jovial  doctrine,  ^^  a  short  life  and  a  meny 
one,^'  would  willingly  convert  it  into  a  long  life  and  a  merry  one :  aod 
the  very  judges  on  the  bench,  those  ^^  sage,  grave  men,"  who  send 
others  on  the  great  voyage  of  discovery  with  so  muchfafig^roul,Derer 
lose  the  opportunity  of  examining  a  very  aged  witness,  without  inter* 
rupting  the  proceedings,  to  inquire  his  mode  of  life;  as  if  ^^  my  lord'' 
himself  had  not  long  ago  formed  his  own  habits ;  and  as  if  time  were 
yet  left  for  a  new  course  of  training  to  qualify  for  a  second  century. 

On  the  subject  of  attaining  to  old  age,  almost  every  one  has  a  theorj 
of  his  own,  and  backs  it  out  with  a  sufficiency  of  apposite  examples  :— 
water-drinkers,  wine-drinkers,  ale-drinkers,  and  brandy-drinkers,  meat- 
consumers,  and  Hindoos,  have  all  furnished  instances  of  protracted 
life ;  tea  and  no  tea,  much  sleep  and  little  sleep,  have  each  carried 
their  heroes  far  into  the  vnle  of  years  ;  fox-hunters  and  hook-worms 
have  alike  contrived  occasionally  to  put  off  the  payment  of  the  debt 
of  nature  to  the  latest  moment ;  and  town  and  city,  pole  and  equator, 
can  each  boast  of  their  Parrs  and  their  Jenkinses  :  nay,  there,  are 
not  wanting  persons  who  have  contrived  to  preserve  the  balance 
between  their  radical  heat  and  their  radical  moisture  by  the  use  of  that 
^^  noxious  and  pestilente  weecT't  tobacco.  In  all  these  various  and  op- 
posing theories,  it  should  seem  that  the  judgment,  as  in  other  case?, 
is  under  the  dominion  of  the  passions;  and  that  men  recommend  as 
wholesome,  those  practices  which  they  themselves  find  the  most  agree- 
able,— by  an  easy  mistake,  confounding  their  own  powers  of  resistance 
with  the  virtues  of  their  favourite  system.  Thus,  one  old  drunkard 
shuts  the  eyes  of  a  sot  to  the  premature  and  painful  deaths  of  all  bis 
companions  ;  and  a  certain  Indolent  epicurean  has  been  frequently 
heard  to  ask  with  an  air  of  great  seriousness,  when  pressed  to  take 
exercise,  if  a  post-cbaise  was  much  Improved  by  a  journey  of  some 
hundred  miles  over  a  rough  road  ? 

The  human  machine  is  of  so  pliant  and  accommodating  a  nature, 
that,  with  the  exception  of  gross  intemperance  and  abuse  of  powers,  it 
readily  adapts  itself  to  the  variety  of  impressions  which  accident  and 
habit  engender.  Although  therefore  disease  may  be  repaired,  and 
shocks  too  violent  for  a  tender  frame  be  avoi(?ed  by  care,  and  though 
life  may  thus  be  protracted  beyond  what  the  constitution  promises,  yet 
It  seems  most  probable  that  instances  of  great  longevity  depend  far 

*  Letters  written  during  a  ten  years  residence  at  the  Court  of  Tripoli, 
t  Sir  J.  Jtinclair,  Code  of  Longevity. 
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more  npon  origiDal  confermatioD,  than  on  peculiarity  of  self-manage- 
meot.  This  much  may,  however,  be  safely  asserted,  that  no  one  ever 
socceeded  in  living  long,  by  taking  too  much  pains  to  effect  his  pur- 
pose. If  care  will  fret  and  wear  away  the  nine  threads  which  form  the 
whip-cord  destiny  of  a  cat,  how  much  more  likely  is  it  to  snap  the 
single  and  tender  filament  which  is  spun  for  man !  Nothing  therefore 
can  be  more  absurd  than  the  hypochondriacal  practices  of  those  who 
lay  themselves  under  all  sorts  of  minute  restrictions  for  the  preserva- 
tion of  their  frame,  as  if  the  whole  business  of  life  were  to  avoid  death. 
This  is  indeed  to  have  a  slavish  fear  of  destruction, 
£t  propter  vitam  Tivendi  perdere  causas. 

The  persons  on  record,  as  having  passed  the  ordinary  teiin  of  exist- 
ence, have  generally  been  among  the  lower  classes,  and  consequently 
removed  from  the  possibility  of  too  much  circumspection  in  this  parti- 
cular. The  French,  too,  who  afford  among  their  celebrated  characters 
many  instances  of  the  much  more  valuable  property  of  health  and 
vigour  of  mind  protracted  to  the  eightieth  and  even  ninetieth  year,  are 
a  peculiarly  cheerful  and  even  thoughtless  race.  Of  all  the  circum- 
stance:«  over  which  man  holds  control,  perhaps  the  most  influential  on 
longevity  is  the  absence  of  mental  anxiety ;  and  yet  this  is  precisely 
the  condition  excluded  by  too  close  an  observance  of  codes  of  health. 
Whatever  good  may  therefore  be  expected  from  consulting  t^e  Cheyncs 
and  the  Cornaros,  must  be  more  than  counterbalanced  by  the  evil  of 
constant  solicitude ;  even  if  the  end  were  worthy  of  the  means,  and  if 
the  outliving  of  ourselves,  and  what  is  still  worse — our  friends  and 
connexions,  were  not  a  calamity  which  a  rational  being  should  seek  to 
avoid.  But  a  truce  v/ith  sententious  morality,  to  which  we  have  been 
led  involuntarily,  for  no  assignable  reason,  if  it  be  not  punning  Tom 
Ashe's,*  that  death  is  a  grave  theme.  The  proper  object  of  the  present 
paper  is  to  afford  one  more  instance  of  a  life  protracted  beyond  the 
common  term,  contrary  to  the  chances,  and  under  circumstances  which, 
a  priori^  would  not  have  been  favourable  to  extraordinary  longevity. 

Standing,  ^'  one  morning  in  May,*'  (as  the  ballad  has  it)  at  the  door 
of  the  neat  village  inn  which  opens  its  hospitable  gates  at  the  very 
base  of  Mount  Cenis,  and  at  the  extremity  of  the  town  of  Lans-le- 
burg,  I  was  wrapped  in  the  pleasing  contemplation  of  one  of  those 
storms  of  wind  and  snow,  which,  '^  in  season  and  out  of  season,"  are 
to  be  met  with  in  these  elevated  regions.  The  questions  which  natu- 
rally suggest  themselves  to  a  traveller  about  to  undertake  a  novel 
journey  under  such  circumstances,  engaged  a  conversation  with  the 
by-standers  concerning' tounnenies^  avalanches^  &c.  interspersed  with 
divers  narrations  of  persons  lost  in  the  snow.  On  the  mention  of  one 
of  these  adventures,  "  Ay,"  said  a  hale,  hearty,  old  woman,  who  was 
among  the  group,  ^^  I  rode  courier  on  that  occasion,  and  narrowly 
escaped  being  lost  myself." — "  Courier !"  I  replied,  in  an  accent  suffi- 
ciently indicative  of  surprise  to  engage  the  person  to  whom  I  had  been 
speaking  in  the  desired  explanation.  "  Yes,  Sir,"  he  continued,  "  she 
says  true ; — that  is  La  donna  di  centra  qtiattr^  aain»,t  who  long  kept  the 
inn  of  this  town,  and  who  spent  a  large  part  of  her  life  in  men's  clothes 
as  a  courier." 

•  STrifOs  Works.  t  The  lady  of  104  yeari. 
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The  DncominoD  ylgqxa  of  lier  appeannfie  iBdocedineio  iMatn^.. 
sospicions  Ibat  her  a|se  wa»  not  80  advaEced  as  she  pretended — iupi-  • 
cioQS  which  she  received  eTideatly  more  as  a  complimeiit  than  a  re- 
proach ;  but  upon  farther  iDquiiy  I  learned  that  her  story  was  UteraUj 
true :  she  having  been  bom  on  the  17th  of  November^  1714«  She  was 
the  daughter  of  Claude  and  ^Elizabeth  Thomas,  little  farmers,  whose 
situation  in  the  world  was  by  na4neans  soch  as  to  exempt  her  from  ite 
roughest  rubs.  It  issomewhat  singular  that  she  has  a  sbter  still  (1819) 
living,  aged  98,  and  who  promises  to  rival  herself  in  the  pertinacity 
with  which  she  sticks  to  life.  To  encounter  ^^  fortune^s  baffets,'^  she 
brought  into  the  field  a  strong  muscular  frame,  a  heart  little  troubled 
with  the  tender  susceptibilities  of  sex,  and  a  disposition  to  gaiety  and 
cheerfulness  which  was  not  to  be  disturbed.  For  the  first  thir^-eight 
years  of  her  life  she  held  the  blind  God  successfully  at  arm's  length ; 
but  then,  as  she  herself  said,  ^^  being  tired  of  waiting  for  a  husband,^ 
she  followed  the  prudent  example  of  Mahomet,  and  finding  that  the 
mountain  would  not  come  to  her,  quietly  went  to  the  mountain.  In 
plain  English  she  determined,  as  no  one  chose  her  for  a  wife,  that  she 
would  choose  some  one  for  a  husband. 

When  a  person  can  choose  for  himself,  he  generally  acts  as  if  sworo 
at  Highgate;  and  Miss  Thomas,  notwithstanding  her  thirty-eight 
years,  selected  a  lad  of  fourteen.  What,  however,  may  be  thought 
extraordinary,  on  her  marriage  she  immediately  sent  the  youth  to  Tu- 
rin to  learn  the  business  of  a  cook ;  and,  dressing  herself  as  a  man, 
entered  the  service  of  the  Princess  Triulzi,  in  the  laoorious  employment 
of  courier.  Her  disguise  had  the  usual  efiect  of  placing  her  in  eqoi- 
Tocal  situations ;  and  malice,  or  vanity,  made  her  give  so  much  ^^  cause 
of  uneasiness''  to  a  ^^  worthy'''^  husband  in  the  prince's  family,  as  pro- 
duced a  horrible  scandal.  To  avoid  a  disgraceful  dismissal  from  her 
service,  and  the  loss  of  her  ^^  fair  friend's"  character,  she  was  obliged 
to  confess  her  sex,  and  re-assume  her  woman's  attire. 

After  this  she  passed  through  various  services  in  an  employment 
little  favourable  to  long  life, — ^that,  namely,  of  a  cook :  in  which  de- 
partment of  science,  if  her  boastings  were  not  wholly  vainglorious,  she 
attained  to  considerable  renown. 

E  le  pietanze  suoe  furo  applaudite 
Da  persone  ^entili  e  reverite. 

Following,  the  usual  course  of  preferment  in  her  profession,  she  finally 
became  innkeeper  at  Lans-le-bui^.  Her  first  husband  having  died  at 
the  age  of  nineteen,  without  having  entered  on  his  marital  rights,  she 
shortly  afterwards  married  in  real  earnest  (^sero  sed  serio\  a  young  man 
of  twenty-five,  who  was  her  ostler.  This  stable  connexion  was  formed 
at  the  mature  age  of  forty-eight,  and  it  lasted  uninterrupted  for  thir- 
teen years,  (though,  as  may  be  supposed,  without  issue,)  when  her  hus- 
band, to  preserve,  as  1  imagine,  the  dramatic  unity  of  his  life,  was 
thrown  from  his  horse,  and  broke  his  neck. 

The  grief  of  La  donna  on  this  occasion  was  not  so  great  as  to  deprive 
her  of  all  resource  ;  and  though  she  did  not  a  third  time  seek  a  partner 
of  her  labours,  she  continued  in  the  arduous  avocation  of  innkeeper, 
in  that  elevated  region  of  all  but  eternal  snows,  tlH  the  year  1815; 
when  her  house  was  burned  by  a  fire,  which  consumed  her  whole  pro- 
perty, occasioning  a  loss  of  fifteen  thousand  livres.    From  this  fire, 
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which  she  attributes  to  the  revenge  of  a  party  of  Austrian  soldiers,  at 
the  age  of  101  years,  she  escaped  Id  her  shift ;  saving  only  fVom  the 
flames  herself  and  her  coffee-mill.  In  this  destitute  condition,  uo- 
daanted  by  calamity,  or  the  advanced  period  of  her  life,  she  under- 
took and  accomplished  a  pedestrian  journey  across  the  mountain  to 
Tarin,  in  order  to  present  herself  to  the  King  of  Sardinia,  from  whose 
bounty  she  obtained  a  small  pension ;  on  which  (with  the  donations  of 
travellers)  she  lives  as  she  says,  contented  and  happy  ;  eating  with  a 
good  appetite,  walking  erect  and  firm,  and  not  having  lost  a  tooth. 
She  is  still  fond  of  dancing,  and,  as  she  said,  passed  an  entire  nigh^ 
during  the  Carnival  of  1817,  in  that  fatiguing,  though  exhilaratingi 
exercise.  If  what  the  poet  says  be  true,  that  ^^  non  est  vioere  sed  valere 
vita^^^  this  lady,  in  her  ^^  cruda  viridisque  seneetus^'*^  seems  to  have  car- 
ried the  palm  of  longevity  from  all  former  pretenders.  If  any  of  your 
readers,  Mr.  Editor,  of  macrobiotic  tendencies,  counting  on  her  exam- 
ple, should  wish  to  trv  the  virtues  of  the  Lans-le-burg  air,  I  can  assure 
them  that  they  will  nnd  there  a  neat  little  inn,  kept  by  a  neat  little 
English  woman  ;  but,  if  they  will  take  my  advice,  they  will  take 
shelter  there  for  the  night  only,  and  hasten  forward  to  the  smiling 
pkdns  of  Lombardy,  even  at  the  risk  of  not  equalling  in  years,  La  donna 
de  cmto  quattr*  anni.  H. 


STANZAS. 

Supposed  to  have  been  written  bj  Lord  lltsgerald 
on  the  Night  of  his  being  arrested. 

Oh  !  Ireland,  mj  country !  the  hour 

Of  thy  pride  and  thy  splendour  bath  passM 
And  the  chain  which  was  spumM  in  thy  moment  of  power 

Hangs  heavy  around  thee  at  last. 
There  are  marks  in  the  fate  of  each  clime^i 

There  are  turns  in  the  fortunes  of  men  ; 
'But  the  changes  of  realms  or  the  chances  ojf  time 

Shall  never  restore  thee  again. 

Thou  art  chainM  to  the  wheel  of  the  foe 

By  links  which  the  world  shall  not  sever  ; 
With  thy  tyrants  through  storm  and  through  calm  tho«  ibaltgo, 

And  thy  sentence  is  bondage  for  ever. 
Thou  art  doomM  for  the  thankless  to  toil ; 

Thou  art  left  for  the  proud  to  disdain  ; 
And  the  blood  of  thy  sons,  and  the  wealth  of  thy  aoil 

Shall  be  wasted — ^and  wasted  in  vain  2 

Thy  riches  with  taunts  shall  be  taken  ; 

Thy  valour  with  coldness  repaid  ; 
And  of  millions  who  see  thee  thus  sunk  and  forsaken 

Not  one  shall  stand  forth  in  thine  aid. 
'In -the  nations  thy  place  is  left  void ; 

Thou  art  lost  in  the  list  of  the  free : 
Even  realms  by  the  plague  and  the  earthquake  destroyM 

May  revive — but  no  hope  is  for  thee.  F. 
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PRINCE  CARLOS   OF   SPAIN  AND   HIS   FATHER   PHIUP  II.* 

Thus  surrounded  by  his  father^s  spies,  and  checked  bj  bis  secret  in- 
fluence while  he  seemed  to  g^nt  him  the  most  unbounded  liberty,  the 
weak  and  irritable  mind  of  Carlos  appears  to  have  been  constantly 
beset  with  ideas  of  danger  to  himself,  and  yague  notions  of  revenge 
upon  the  immediate  instruments  of  his  unhappiness.  Having  read  the 
history  of  a  bishop  who  escaped  from  prison  by  striking  the  jailor  with 
a  large  brick  which  he  had  bound  in  leather  so  as  to  resemble  the 
Breviary  or  Prayer  Book,  Carlos  ordered  De  Foix  to  bind  twelve  slates 
in  steel  boards  ornamented  with  gold.  The  volume  thus  contrived 
was  six  inches  by  four,  and  exceeding  fourteen  pounds  in  weight.  That 
great  architect  and  mechanician  was  also  employed  in  fixing  a  night- 
bolt  on  the  door  of  the  Princess  bedchamber,  which  could  be  drawn  in 
and  out  from  the  bed ;  for,  contrary  to  the  rules  of  the  Spanish  court, 
Carlos  would  not  trust  his  safety  to  the  guard  which  stood  before  the 
apartments,  day  and  night. 

It  has  been  generally  asserted  that  Carlos  meditated  his  father^s  de- 
struction. De  Thou  accuses  him  of  that  horrid  design,  and  Llorente 
affirms  that  it  is  one  of  the  charges  substantiated  against  the  Spanisli 
prince  in  the  written  process  conducted  by  the  secret  tribunal  which 
Philip  appointed  for  the  trial  of  his  son.  The  latter  writer  is,  however, 
silent  as  to  the  proofi  which  support  the  charge.  Cabrera,  who, 
though  very  young  at  the  time  of  the  Princess  death,  was  an  inmate  at 
the  pajace,  and  compiled  the  account  of  the  whole  transaction  from  the 
verbal  narrative  of  his  father,  an  old  servant  in  the  confidence  of  the 
King's  favourite  ministers,  positively  acquits  Carlos  of  any  parri- 
cidal views.  ^^  Had  the  Prince  been  disposed  to  kill  his  father,^'  says 
that  historian,  he  had  a  daily  opportunity  of  executing  his  purpose. 
But  such  a  design  was  never  known  to  his  most  intimate  confidants.'^ 
These  confidants,  on  whose  silence  Cabrera  so  absolutely  depends,  must 
have  been  the  spies  employed  by  his  father  to  worm  themselves  into 
Carlos's  friendship,  or  the  inference  in  favour  of  the  Prince's  innocence 
would  be  absurd.  If  a  public  declaration  of  Philip  Iiimself  could  be 
trusted,  Carlos  would  stand  acquitted  ;  for  in  a  letter  to  the  Empress 
his  sister,  the  Spanish  king  declares  that  his  determination  to  confine 
his  son  is  not  founded  on  any  ^^  offence  or  disrespectful  act  of  the 
Prince.'t  But  Philip's  despatches  are  couched  in  the  obscurest  lan- 
guage ;  and  it  would  be,  in  fact,  as  difficult  to  come  at  his  real  mean- 
ing through  his  words,  as  to  his  true  feelings  through  his  actions.^ 

*  Concluded  from  page  236. 

t "  £1  fundamento  desta  mi  determinacion  no  depende  de  culpa,  ni  desacato.^ 
Cabrera  ubi  supra. 

X  Our  readers  will,  we  hope,  excuse  us  for  lengthening  this  article  with  the  inser- 
tion of  a  curious  specimen  of  the  language  which  Philip  II.  approved  of  from  his 
subjects.  It  is  an  original  letter  from  the  town  corporation  of  Murcia,  which  Mr. 
Llorente  has  seen  with  a  note  in  the  King^s  own  hand,  in  these  words :  *'^  £sta  carta 
esta  escrita  con  prudencia  y  reserva  :'*'* — ^This  letter  is  written  with  prudence  and 
reserve.  It  is  in  answer  to  the  circular  communicating  the  arrest  of  Prince  Carlos. 
"We  shall  give  it  in  Mr.  Llorente^s  French  translation  :        • 

^^  Sacr6e,  Catholique  et  royale  Majesty  : 
^*'  La  municipality  de  Murcie  a  re9U  la  lettre  que  Votre  Majesty  lui  a  ^crite,  et  y  a 
vu  ce  qu^elle  a  determine  relativement  a  la  reclusion  de  notre  Prince.  La  muni- 
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Among  the  unpnbliBhed  documents  examined  by  Mr.  Llorente  there 
k  a  mannacript  attributed  to  the  Princess  porter,  containing  an  9Li> 
count  of  the  last  period  of  Carlos's  life.  On  the  authenticity  of  the 
original  manuscript  we  w|ll  not  allow  ourselves  to  cast  any  doubt ; 
though  we  will  not  pin  our  faith  on  a  paper  of  this  nature,  when  we 
find  it  preserved  in  the  archives  of  the  Spanish  secretary  of  state's 
office.  The  porter's  narrative,  however,  bears  internal  evidence  of  its 
being  a  paper  written  about  the  time  of  the  Prince's  death ;  and  it  may 
have  been  compiled  by  a  man  in  the  situation  attributed  to  the  name- 
less author.  But  it  is  elear  from  the  context*  that  he  mixed  in  his  ac« 
count  the  little  he  saw  with  much  of  the  servants'-hall  news  of  the 
day,  and  was  extremely  anxious  to  represent  the  whole  transaction  so 
as  to  make  his  narrative  an  indirect  refutation  of  the  reports  then  afloat 
against  Philip. 

With  the  improbable  statements  of  the  manuscript  we  do  not  hesitate 
to  class  the  avowal  of  Carlos  to  the  Prior  of  Atocha,  that  he  had  his 
mind  wholly  bent  upon  killing  his  father.  Yet  the  scene  disclosed  by 
the  credible  part  of  the  porter's  narrative  appears  to  us  so  curious,  that, 
in  justice  to  our  subject,  we  must  lay  it  before  the  reader. 

About  Christmas  of  1567,  a  year  before  the  imprisonment  of  Carlos, 
his  conscience  was  greatly  harassed  by  the  approach  of  a  day  when  it 
was  the  established  custom  of  the  royal  family  to  receive  the  sacrament* 
The  spirit  of  revenge  which  he  harboured  and  cherished,  made  him  unfit 
for  that  sacred  ceremony.  Absolution  from  the  priest,  he  well  knew, 
could  not  release  him  from  guilt  while  thirsting  for  the  blood  of  his  ene- 
mies ;  and  partaking  of  the  body  of  Christ  in  that  state  of  mind  would, 
he  feared,  seal  up  his  reprobation.  In  this  pitiable  frame  he  had  recourse 
to  some  expedients,  which,  absurd  as  they  must  appear  to  us,  are  still 
employed  in  Spain  under  various  modifications.  He  first  applied  to 
his  usual  confessor,  in  hopes  that,  through  some  loop-hole  of  casuistry, 
he  might  be  allowed  the  comfort  of  a^olution.  But  Carlos  had  not 
yet  ascended  the  throne,  and  the  divine  was  inflexible.  This  fruitless 
application  had  been  made  by  the  young  prince  in  the  convent  of  Saint 
Jerom,  the  evening  before    the  day  appointed   for  the  communion. 

cipaJit^  baue  miUe  foia  lea  pieds  de  V.  M.  pour  la  faveur  inaigne  qu^elle  lui  a  faite 
de  rmstrulre  en  particulier  de  cet  ^v^nement ;  elle  eat  pleinement  peraaad^e  que  lea 
raisons  et  lea  motifa  qui  ont  gaid6  V.  M.  ont  4i€  ai  importana  et  tellement  com- 
mand^ par  le  bien  public,  qu^elle  n^a  pn  faire  autrement.  Voire  Majest^  a  ai  bien 
gouveme  aon  rojraume,  elle  a  maintenu  aea  aujeta  dana  an  tel  6tat  de  paix,  elle  a 
doling  im  ai  grand  accroiaaement  a  la  religion,  qu^il  eat  naturel  qu^on  juge  que 
dana  une  affaire  qoi  la  touche  de  ai  pr^a  elle  ne  a^eat  determin^e  k  cette  nouvelle 
mesnre  que  parce  qu^elle  a  eu  pour  objet  le  aenrice  de  Dieu  et  le  bien  general  de 
tout  aon  peuple.  Cette  ville  ne  peut  cependant  paa  a^emp^cber  d^eprouver  une 
dooleur  veritable  de  voir  Timportance  dea  cauaea  qui  ont  doxmh  ce  nouveau  chagrin 
a  V.  M. ;  elle  ne  peut  penser  aana  attendrisaement  qu'elle  a  un  roi  et  un  aouverain 
aaaez  juste  ^t  aaaez  attach^  au  bien  univerael  de  aon  royaume,  pour  le  mettre  avant 
tout  et  loi  faire  oublier  le  tendre  attachement  qu'il  a  pour  aon  propre  fila.  Une 
preuve  ai  ^clatante  de  cet  amour  doit  obliger  lea  aujeta  de  V.  M.  a  lui  t^moigner 
lenr  reconnaiaaance  par  lenr  aoumiaaion  et  leur  fidelity :  cette  ville,  qui  a^eat  tou- 
joore  distinguee  par  aon  zele,  doit  dana  ce  moment  en  donner  une  plua  grande 
preuve  en  a^empreaaant  d^obeir  a  tout  ce  quUl  plaira  a  V.  M.  d*ordonner." 

Thia  inimitable  apecimen  of  ingenloua  aervility  ia  dattd  the  16th  of  Feb.  1568. 

*  Th£  whole  MS.  haa  been  publiahed  in  French  by  Mr.  Llorente,  in  hia  Hiatoiro 
Critique  de  rinquiaiUon  d^Eapagne,  v.  111.  p.  151.  2d.  £d. 
VoIm  IV.  No.  » — 1822.  Y  3 
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Hoping  to  find  some  other  confessor  more  ready  to  gratify  bi8  wisbes, 
Carlos  sent  the  author  of  the  narrative  with  a  fellow-eervant,  in  his 
carriage,  to  fetch  two  monks  from  the  neighbouring  convent  of  Atocln. 
The  opinions  of  the  new  comers  being  in  perfect  accordance  with  those 
of  the  confessor,  Carlos  successively  sent  for  fourteen  monks,  one  of 
whom  was  the  prior  of  the  convent. 

From  the  nature  of  the  consultation,  it  is  extremely  improbable  that 
the  prince's  attendants  could  hear  the  whole  discussion  as  the  porter 
pretends.  Yet  he  says  thai  the  Prince  expressed  his  determination  of 
killing  a  certain  person  :  that  the  prior,  taking  Carlos  apart^  entreated 
him  to  state  the  name  and  quality  of  the  intended  victim,  as  that  might 
so  alter  the  nature  of  the  case  as  to  enable  the  confessor  to  grant  Um 
absolution  :  that,  deceived  by  this  hope,  the  Prince  declared  it  was  his 
own  father.  The  secret  being  thus  extorted,  and  absolution  finally 
denied,  Carlos  begged  to  be  saved  the  crime  of  sacrilege,  by  haviDg 
an  unconsecratcd  host  delivered  to  him  on  the  morrow. 

That  such  a  report  was  rumoured  and  allowed  to  spread  by  Philip 
appears  to  us  very  probable.*  Having,  by  the  means  we  shall  pre- 
sently state,  got  rid  of  his  son,  whose  restlessness  and  ambition  kept 
his  timorous  mind  in  constant  apprehension,  it  seems  from  every  tbiog 
we  observe  in  his  conduct,  that  his  desire  was  to  allow  the  most  vague 
and  indefinite  suspicions  of  crime  to  settle  on  the  memory  of  Carlos ; 
while,  on  the  other  hand,  the  suppression  of  all  authentic  documents, 
and  the  honours  of  the  Prince's  funeral,  were  intended  to  give  himself 
the  appearance  of  a  loving  though  cruelly  injured  father.  But  we  can- 
not believe  that  the  man,  who,  during  the  long'  imprisonment  of  his 
son,  had  not  the  courage  to  venture  out  of  the  palace,  and  would  start 
in  terror  at  any  uncommon  sound  or  noisel,  would  have  allowed  Carlos 
his  liberty  for  a  whole  year,  after  the  scene  at  the  convent  of  Saint 
Jerom,  had  he  been  informed  of  the  Prince's  designs  against  his  life. 
We  do  not  question,  however,  the  fact  of  a  consultation  of  divines 
having  been  held  at  Saint  Jerom's  by  the  Prince's  desire.  Cases  of 
similar  distress  in  young  penitents  are  very  common  in  Catholic  coon- 
tries;  and  though  none  but  a  Prince  can  enjoy  the  luxury  of  collecting 
fourteen  doctors  of  the  church  to  debate  on  the  state  of  his  conscience, 
many  apply  to  no  less  a  number  in  succession  before  they  can  obtain 
absolution.  If  Carlos's  unfitness  for  that  rite  did  not  arise  from  a  softer 
passion  than  that  of  revenge,  which  is  the  common  source  of  difficulties 
at  the  confessional,  we  should  be  inclined  to  believe  Cabrera,  who 
makes  Gomez  de  Silva  the  pointed  object  of  Carlos's  hatred.  But  we 
feel  confident  that  the  porter's  narrative  is  false  and  absurd,  tis  far  as  it 
relates  to  the  subject  of  the  conference  at  the  convent  of  St.  Jerom. 

Were  we  disposed  to  give  credit  to  the  report  of  the  mutual  passioa 

•  The  most  active  and  violent  partizans  of  Philip^i  tyranny  were  the  chief  instru- 
mentfl  in  spreading  the  report  of  an  intended  parricide.     A  Hemish  Jesuit,  naned 
Opmeere,  carried  his  industry  so  far  in  search  of  proofs  of  the  criminal  intention 
of  Prince  Carlos,  that  he  found  them  clearly  prophesied  by  Ovid  in  the  line 
Filifu  ante  ditm  patriot  inquirit  in  afmo#. 

It  is  curious  enough  that  the  numeral  letters  of  the  line  should  make  up  tht 
number  1568,  the  year  of  Carlos^s  imprisonment  and  death  ;  yet  such  a  stnisfc 
coincidence  appears  to  us  less  surprising  than  the  temper  and  habits  of  the  man 
who  could  succeed  in  finding  a  prediction  of  this  kind. 

t  Cabrera,  Hist,  of  Philip  II.  vbi  supra. 
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of  Carlos  and  his  stepmother,  we  should  not  hesitate  to  explain  hy 
that  means  the  whole  scene  at  the  convent.  But  there  exists  no  direct 
historical  evidence  on  this  point.  Even  the  Prince  of  Orange,  who  ac^ 
coses  Philip  of  having  murdered  his  wife  four  months  aflcr  he  had  de- 
stroyed his  son,  ascribes  that  crime  not  to  jealousy,  but  to  a  desire  of 
marrying  his  own  niece,  Anne  of  Austria.* 

It  is  not  among  the  least  remarkable  features  of  that  fatality  which 
made  Philip  a  kind  of  evil  genius  to  his  son,  that  both  his  second  and 
his  third  wife,  Isabella  of  Valois  and  Anne  of  Austria,  had  been  the 
destined  brides  of  Carlos.  The  supplanted  Prince  was  only  fifteen 
when  he  had  to  attend  his  father  in  the  character  of  brideman  at  the 
marriage  ceremony  with  Isabella.  At  so  young  an  age  it  is  probable 
he  did  not  feel  the  bitterness  of  such  an  insult.  The  Queen,  who  was 
only  a  year  younger,  and  had  never  seen  Carlos,  may  have  been  in- 
different to  which  of  the  two  the  policy  of  the  French  court  had  de- 
stined her.  As  both  grew  up,  the  relation  in  which  they  had  stood  at 
one  time,  might  conspire,  however,  with  the  freedom  of  intercourse 
authorized  by  the  subsequent  affinity,  to  place  them  in  a  situation  too 
trying  for  their  peace  and  virtue.  Thuanus,  on  the  authority  of  Foix, 
mentions  that  Carlos,  upon  leaving  the  queen's  apartments,  to  which  he 
had  a  free  access,  was  often  heard  to  exclaim  that  ^^  his  father  had 
taken  away  his  wife.^'t  The  rashness  and  publicity  of  these  exclama- 
tions, however,  tend  to  disprove  the  existence  of  a  criminal  intimacy  ; 
while  the  undisg^ed  grief  manifested  by  the  Queen  during  the  Prince's 
imprisonment,  and  her  unavailing  request  to  be  allowed  the  liberty  of 
seeing  liim  before  his  death|,  are  strong  indications  of  conscious  and 
unsuspecting  innocence. 

Nothing  in  the  moral  composition  of  Carlos  bespeaks  a  tendency  to 
deep,  settled,  and  impassioned  love.  If  ever  he  allowed  himself  a  re- 
gret for  the  loss  of  Isabella,  the  proposed  match  with  his  cousin  Anne 
of  Austria  seems  to  have  removed  the  smart  of  that  injury  from  his 
mind.  Anne  was  Spanish  by  birth,  and  had  spent  part  of  her  child- 
hood with  Carlos.  It  is  possible,  therefore,  that  some  traces  of  early 
affection  were  ready  to  assume  the  character  of  love  on  the  near  ap- 
proach of  possession  ;  and  that  the  Prince's  impatience  under  that 
policy,  whatever  might  be  its  source,  which  made  his  father  delay  the 
match  from  year  to  year,  arose  alike  from  affection  for  his  intended 
bride,  and  a  natural  desire  to  break  off  for  a  while  fVom  the  restraints 
of  the  Spanish  palace,  by  a  journey  to  the  imperial  court  of  his  uncle. 

It  is  reported  that  Mons  and  Montigni,  the  unfortunate  deputies  who 
ventured  to  plead  the  cause  of  the  Flemings  in  the  capital  of  Spain, 
had,  in  some  secret  conferences,  invited  Carlos  to  fly  to  the  Nether- 
lands, and  assume  the  sovereignty  of  those  provinces  by  the  aid 
of  the  Protestants.  But  we  feel  more  inclined  to  believe  this  a 
mere   pretext  for  the  death  of  the   deputies§,   than  to  allow  the 

•  See  Watson'8  Philip  II.  ▼.  III.  Appendix. 

t  Audita  et  ex  juvene  crebrs  voces,  cum  ex  conclaTi  Elizabeths  reginee,  com 
qua  familiares  sermones  habebat,  egrederetur,  quasi  sibi  a  patre  ereptam  uxorem 
iodignante.     Thuanus,  ubi  supra. 

X  Both  facts  are  attested  by  Cabrera. 

*  The  Marquis  of  Mons  died  in  prison  some  months  before  the  execution  of  his 
collea^e  the  Baron  of  Montigni. 
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possiinlity  of  such  interriews  under  the  eye  of  Philip  Umsdr.  h 
is  a  fact,  however,  that  Carlos  meditated  a  flight  either  to  the  Ne- 
therlands or  to  Germany,  in  1565.  The  vehemence  of  his  chano 
ter,  and  that  igncmmce  of  the  world,  which  must  attend  all  princes 
brought  up  under  a  system  similar  to  that  of  the  Spanish  Court,  made 
Carlos  proceed  in  the  execution  of  his  wild  scheme  with  the  most  ab- 
surd disregard  of  caution  and  prudence.  He  addressed  letters  to  seme 
of  the  first  noblemen,  asking  their  aid  and  supjport  for  an  important 
object,  which  were  answered  in  general  terms  of  respectful  attachment 
to  his  person,  and  readiness  to  assist  him  in  every  thing  consistent  with 
the  writer^s  duty  to  their  King.  The  Count  of  Gelbes  and  the  Marqoit 
of  Tabera,  accepted  the  Prince's  Invitation  to  accompany  liim  in  the 
intended  flight,  and  nothing  seemed  to  oppose  it  but  the  difficulty  of 
raising  the  sum  which  was  conceived  as  absolutely  necessaiy  for  the 
aaccess  o{  the  undertaking. 

It  would  be  difficult,  however,  to  believe  that  such  a  plot  could  be 
carried  on  within  the  palace  of  the  Spanish  Tiberius,  without  his  being 
acquainted  with  every  word  which  dropped  from  the  Prince,  if  the 
unhappy  youth  was  not  allowed  by  bis  father's  emissaries,  wiio  assum- 
ed the  language  of -conspirators,  to  proceed  to  lus  utter  ruin  on  this  oc- 
casion,  it  was  probably  owing  to  Philip's  confidence  in  tlie  wiidness 
and  imprac  ticabillty  of  the  scheme. 

The  idea  of  a  flight  out  of  Spain  was  abandoned  by  Carioe  till  the 
latter  end  of  1567.  His  father's  determination  to  prevent  the  in* 
tended  match  with  Anne  of  Austria  was  too  visible  in  his  conduct  and 
policy;  and  the  ardent  and  ofiended  youth  was  driven  again  to  the 
rash  step  of  trying  an  escape  to  Germany. 

As  money  could  not  be  procured  at  Madrid,  he  authorized  his  cham- 
berlain to  borrow  it  in  the  provinces,  especially  Andalusia,  fumishiog 
him  with  receipts  under  his  own  hand  which  might  be  filled  as  occasion 
required.  The  chamberlain  travelled  unmolested  through  Spain,  and 
arrived  at  Madrid  about  the  end  of  67  or  the  beginning  of  68,  with 
the  money  he  had  been  able  to  collect.  The  King,  who,  spider-like, 
seemed  not  to  observe  the  victim  that  thus  incautiously  was  eveiy  mo- 
ment more  and  more  involved  in  his  toils,  continued  at  the  Escurial, 
apparently  employed  in  superintending  the  building.  Carlos,  now 
confident  of  success,  thought  he  might  induce  his  bastard  UDcle,  Doa 
Juan  de  Austria,  to  share  his  projects  and  fortunes.  Austria's  courage 
and  gallantry  had  not  exempted  him  from  the  vices  of  servility  and 
dissimulation ;  and  he  did  not  disdain  the  office  of  a  spy.  He  pre- 
tended to  enter  readily  and  willii^ly  into  his  nephew's  plans,  proinised 
to  join  him  in  the  flight,  and  conveyed  the  whole  secret  to  PiiiUp. 

The  night  of  the  18th  of  January,  1568,  had  been  fixed  for  quitting 
Madrid,  when,  on  the  evening  of  the  preceding  day,  Carlos  learnt  with 
surprise  that  his  father  was  at  the  Pardo^  six  miles  from  Madrid,  where 
he  had  held  a  secret  conference  with  Don  Juan  de  Austria.  Anxious 
to  clear  his  doubts,  and  stilt  trusting  his  uncle,  the  Prince  ques- 
tioned him,  and  was  again  deceived  by  the  most  earnest  assurances  of 
friendship. 

The  King  had  in  the  mean  time  proceeded  to  Madrid,  and  was 
already  in  the  palace.  The  next  day,  being  Sunday,  Carlos  was  ob- 
liged to  attend  mass  with  his  father  and  the  rest  of  the  royal  family. 
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Smidoiid  agdnst  his  uncle  were  noir  fast  iMtig  in  his  breast,  and  1m 
took  tiie  earliest  opportunity,  after  the  church  service,  to  desire  Aus^ 
triads  presence  in  his  own  apartments.  Here  the  evasive  answers  of  the 
fidse  Mend  disclosed  at  once  to  the  harassed  mind  of  Carlos  the  abyss 
on  the  brink  of  which  he  was  placed.  Mad  with  rage  at  the  treachery 
of  SQch  a  near  relative,  he  drew  his  sword  against  Austria,  who,  unwill- 
ing to  use  the  same  weapon  i^ainflt  the  heir  of  the  crown,  retreated  in 
h^te  towards  the  door,  and  called  the  servants  to  his  assistance. 

Carlos,  aware  of  his  danger,  and  the  impossibility  of  avoiding  it, 
lay  on  his  couch  the  rest  of  the  day,  without  tasting  any  food  till  about 
eight  in  the  evening.  He  then  retired  to  bed,  fastening,  as  he  suppos- 
ed, the  door  when  his  attendants  retired.  It  was,  however,  a  useless 
precaution.  Foix,  the  contriver  of  the  night-bolt,  had  been  employed 
by  the  iUng^s  secret  orders  to  alter  it  so  ingeniously  that  it  might  allow 
the  door  to  be  opened,  while  it  seemed  to  secure  it  inside.* 

The  clock  had  struck  eleven,  when  the  King,  wearing  a  cuirass  over 
Ills  tnaal  dress,  and  a  casque  on  his  head,  was  observed  by  the  Prince's 
porter  coming  down  the  principal  stairs  of  the  palace.  He  was  at- 
tended by  six  of  his  favourite  grandees,  and  twelve  privates  of  the 
guards.  Arrived  at  the  outwand  door  of  the  apartments,  Philip  or- 
dered the  porter  to  lock  it  up,  and  to  prevent  the  intrusion  of  any 
person  whatever,  as  he  valued  his  own  life. 

Carlos  lay  in  a  profound  sleep,  when  the  Duke  of  Lerma,  to  whom  he 
professed  great  attachment,  approached  the  bed,^and  seized  the  arms 
which  the  Prince  constantly  kept  by  his  side.  Roused  by  the  noise, 
the  unfortunate  young  man  leaped  from  the  bed,  and  searching  for  his 
pistols,  appeared  ready  to  make  a  desperate  effort  in  his  own  defence, 
but,  seeing  the  King,  who  had  cautiously  stayed  behind  the  group  of 
attendants,  he  gave  himself  up  for  lost,  and  surrendered.  Philip  left  him 
in  cfaaive  to  the  Duke  of  Feria,  who  was  invested  with  the  command 
in  chief  of  the  other  five  grandees,  and  the  guards  that  were  constantly 
to  be  stationed  at  the  entrance  of  the  apartment 

A  commission  was  issued  the  next  day  for  tha  secret  trial  of  the 
Prince,  by  the  Cardinal  Espinosa,  Ruy  €romez  de  Silva,  Prince  of 
Evoli,  and  two  members  of  the  Royal  Council.  The  papers  which  had 
been  seized  in  the  Prince's  apartments,  were  laid  before  them,  and 
some  witnesses  were  examined.  As  a  precedent  to  be  followed  in  the 
trial,  the  process,  for  treason,  against  the  Prince  of  Viana,son  and  heir 
of  John  of  Arragon,  Philip's  great  grandfather,  was  translated  from  the 
Catalonian  dialect,  and  laid,  by  the  King's  orders,  before  the  judges. 

Instructions  on  the  treatment  of  the  Prince  in  his  confinement  were 
soon  after  issued  by  the  King,  who  displayed  in  them  all  the  ingenuity 
of  a  practised  despot,  with  natural  timidity  for  his  counsellor  and  un- 
bounded power  for  his  means.  The  watch  prescribed  was  so  strict  that 
it  obligf^d  one  of  the  six  noblemen,  by  turns,  to  stand  day  and  night 
near  the  prisoner.  To  allow  any  message  to,  or  communication  with, 
the  Prince,  was  made  treason.  The  subjects  of  conversation  between 
Carlos  and  his  jailors  had  been  limited  and  defined.  All  observa- 
tions on  his  present  situation,  all  allusions  to  his  circumstances,  were 
strictly  forbidden.    During  the  six  months  which  preceded  his  death, 

•  Thuanos,  ubi  supra. 
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no  one  but  the  King's  own  physician  was  allowed  to  see  the  Prince ; 
and  even  that  conndentiai  personage,  whom  it  would  be  difficult  to 
clear  from  the  imputation  of  haying  lent  his  art  for  the  destruction  of 
his  patient)  was  never  permitted  to  see  him  but  in  the  presence  of 
Carlos's  bitterest  enemy,  Ruy  Gomez  de  Silva. 

While  the  secret  trial  was  proceeding  through  all  the  tedious  forms 
of  Spanish  judicature,  the  wretched  prisoner,  now  driven  to  despair, 
had  formed  the  determination  of  causing  his  own  death  by  the  only 
means  which  had  been  left  in  his  power.  He  once  threw  himself  into 
the  fire  which,  during  the  early  part  of  his  confinement,  was  osed  to 
warm  the  room.  As  the  summer  advanced,  he  had  his  bed  daily  co- 
vered with  ice,  on  which  he  lay  till  the  cold  had  penetrated  his  whole 
frame.  Anxious  to  increase  the  violence  of  a  fever  which  had  seized 
upon  him,  he  alternately  exhausted  the  remaining  strength  of  his 
stomach  by  a  fast  of  two  or  three  days,  and  a  subsequent  repletion  of 
the  most  indigestible  food. 

His  father  was  soon  aware  that  little  or  no  violence  would  be  neces- 
sary for  the  attainment  of  his  wishes.  Nothing  can  be  more  evident, 
from  all  the  circumstances  of  the  case,  than  that  the  cold-blooded,  cal- 
culating tyrant  depended  on  the  desperate  efibrts  of  the  prisoner,  and 
that  mixed  system  of  liberty  and  restraint  under  which  he  was  kept, 
for  a  speedy  dissolution,  without  the  least  appearance  of  violence. 

Philip  had  not  long  to  await  the  result  of  his  deep-laid  plans.  The 
investigation,  or  summary^  was  brought  to  a  close  in  July ;  and  the  re- 
port being  laid  before  the  King,  it  was  found  to  declare  the  hereditary 
Prince  guilty  to  death.  The  judges,  however,  recommended  the  pri- 
soner to  mercy.  Philip,  with  tears^  declared  to  them  that  the  love  of 
justice  and  his  own  subjects  was,  in  his  heart,  paramount  to  all  the  ten- 
derest  feelings  of  nature.  But  as  the  Prince's  health  was  fast  declin- 
ing, it  was  to  be  hoped  he  should  be  spared  the  necessity  of  ising 
violence  in  the  execution  of  the  law ;  that  his  only  anxiety,  at  pre- 
sent, was  concerning  his  son's  eternal  welfare ;  and  provided  the  young 
man  could  he  persuaded  to  apply  for  absolution  to  a  priest,  a  step 
which  he  had  MtheVto  refused  with  invincible  obstinacy,  he  should  be 
easy  as  to  the  rest. 

Increasing  weakness  of  body  and  mind,  together  with  a  letter  of  his 
confessor,  threatening  the  dying  young  man  with  the  interference  of 
the  Inquisition,  induced  him  to  ask  for  sacramental  confession.  Be- 
fore he  received  absolution,  Carlos  charged  the  priest  with  a  message 
entreating  his  father's  pardon.  It  was  readily  granted.  Nevertheless, 
the  spiritual  concerns  of  the  Prince  being  now  thus  happily  settled, 
the  King's  physician  administered  a  powerful  medicine,  which  produced 
the  most  alarming  symptoms.  Carlos  survived  till  the  next  day,  though 
almost  deprived  of  his  faculties. 

A  character  like  Philip's  will  lose  no  opportunity  of  procuring 
ease  to  the  conscience  by  means  of  those  religious  forms  which  so 
effectually  silence  doubt  and  remorse  in  the  real  bigot.  To  make  the 
sign  of  the  cross  with  the  right  hand  is,  in  Spain,  called  bUssu^.  This 
ceremony,  performed  by  a  parent  upon  a  dying  child,  is  believed 
essential  to  the  repose  of  his  soul.  Philip,  who  had  so  cruelly 
blasted  his  son's  happiness  in  this  life,  was  most  anxious  to  procure 
him  every  advantage  in  the  next.     Hearing,  therefore,  in  the  night 
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of  the  24th  of  Julj,  that  the  Pmce  was  on  the  point  of  hreathing 
his  last,  he  stole  near  the  hed,  concealed  hehind  the  Prince  of  Evoli, 
Ruj  Gomez  de  Silva,  and  the  Grand  Prior  of  Jerusalem,  hrother  of 
the  Duke  of  Alva  ;  and  stretching  his  hand  between  their  shoulders 
made  the  mysterious  sign  and  retired.    Carlos  expired  soon  aAer. 

Philip  had  tears  at  command,  which  he  did  not  withhold  on  this  oc- 
casion. Nor  did  he  spare  pomp  and  splendour  in  the  funeral.  His 
divines,  moreover,  declared  to  the  public  that  the  Prince  had  died  with 
the  most  ardent  and  orthodox  feelings  of  Catholic  piety. 

One  circumstance,  among  the  obscure  events'  of  this  melancholy  his- 
tory, strikes  us  as  perfectly  singular, — that  of  no  person  having  suffered 
in  consequence  of  the  Prince's  conspiracy ;  whilst  many  concerned  in 
these  transactions  were  promoted  to  places  of  honour  and  emolument.* 
Considering  Philip's  tyrannical  and  unrelenting  temper,  this  fact  cannot 
he  accounted  for  but  by  the  supposition  of  a  horrible  plot  against  Car- 
los. Indeed,  whatever  may  be  the  truth  of  the  accusations  which  have 
been  made  against  the  odious  tyrant — whether  he  sacrificed  an  innocent 
son  to  his  own  lust  and  ambition,  or  led  him  into  criminal  views  by  the 
treacherous  ofiiciousness  of  the  emissaries  whom  he  placed  about  his 
person,  it  would  certainly  require  the  pen  of  Dante  to  assign  him  an 
adequate  punishment  in  the  place  of  final  retribution.  History  can  do 
no  more  than  class  him  with  the  most  execrable  monsters  that  have 
alike  oppressed  and  disgraced  humanity. 


STANZAS. 

I  MAT  not  think — I  must  not  moralise ! 

For  it  b  only  in  the  lucid  paaae 

Of  sense  and  consciousness  that  feeling  sleeps 

And  woos  her  to  her  own  forgetfulness. 

Onward  I  must  I   But  how,  or  where,  or  wherefore,  • 

Is  more  than  mystery.    No  hope  shall  hallow 

The  bitter  hardships  of  a  dreary  day ; 

No  dream  of  lightness  shall  diyert  the  sleep 

Of  midnight  misery ;  and  when  1  wake 

To  wander  in  the  wild  cold  blast  of  mom, 

Glory  will  bend  no  look  of  brightness  on  me. 

To  chase  the  shadow  from  my  darkenM  soul. 

But  1  must  wander  still  without  a  wish 

To  win  me  happiness ;  my  goal  ungainM 

Because  unknown :  the  sorrow  yet  $o  come 

Unseen ;  and  all  my  future  fate  clearM  up 

Like  infancy  unchristenM  in  the  grave.  P« 


•  Among  the  last  was  the  Duke  of  Let  ma,  of  whose  behaviour,  on  the  Princess 
death,  Cabrera  speaks  in  these  quaint  and  mysterious  words :— *'  Sintio  mucho  el 
Conde  de  Lerma  la  muerte  del  Principe,  porque  le  amaba  y  por  ser  tan  tempra-r 
na  ;  mas  con  prudencia  que  no  le  mostrd  parcial,  conveniente  demostracion.  Su 
Magestad  la  dio  de  agradecido  al  Conde,  haciendole  gentilhombre  de  su  camara, 
y  dandole  una  encomienda  de  Calatrava."— '^  The  Count  of  Lerma  was  much 
grieved  by  the  Princess  death,  both  from  love  to  the  deceased  and- on  account  of 
his  premature  fate ;  but  he  acted  with  prudence,  avoiding  any  marks  of  partiality. 
A  wiac  proceeding,  indeed.  The  King  shewed  also  his  gratitude  to  the  Count, 
by  making  him  a  lord  of  his  bedchamber,  and  bestowimr  on  him  a  commanderr 
ofCalatrava."  ^  ^ 
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THE   NEW  MARRIAGE  ACT. 

Cases  for  the  Opinion  of  Doctor  Lushit^on. 

Dbar  Doctor,  in  rain,  by  September  letfree, 

Haye  I,  a  poor  Proctor,  eloped  toward  the  tea. 

This  new  Marriage  Act,  which  my  Lord  EUenboioiuAi 

Haa  whiskM  through  the  House  like  a  colt  o^er  the  CfirTag|bi« 

Has  set  the  pent  fears  of  my  clients  at  large,— 

I  ^m  boarded  by  dunces,  like  Pope  in  his  barge. 

My  bag  wonH  contain  half  the  Cases  they  draw. 

The  Church  canH  absolre,  so  they  fly  to  die  Law. 

The  Magistrates'  clerks  know  not  how  to  behaye,  it^a 

So  puading  to  draw  up  the  right  affidavits : 

Then  how  shall  I  pick  Cupid's  bone  of  contention. 

Remote  as  I  am  from  the  scene  of  dissension  ? 

My  client.  Jack  Junk,  with  a  heart  hot  as  JEtna, 
Has  cut  through  the  knot  by  post  horses  and  Gretna. 
One  says  the  church  notice  must  not  be  a  scrawl ; 
One  says  there  is  no  need  of  notice  at  all ; 
A  third  swears  it  must  be  in  black  and  in  white ; 
A  fourth  hint*  that,  where  neither  party  can  write, 
A  cross  is  sufficient :  forgetting,  of  course, 
That  a  cross  before  marriage  is  cart  before  horse. 

My  female  complainants  are  equally  busy, 
And  ply  me  with  plaints  till  I  'm  really  diany. 
Miss  Struggle,  aged  fifty,  still  baiting  Jjoye's  trap. 
Asks  who  keeps  the  children  should  Hymen's  chain  snap. 
Miss  Blue,  equi-wrinkled,  has  dippM  me  in  ink, 
With  doubts  on  divorces  a  mem  and  2  vine. 
Aunt  Jane  understands  it :  her  niece  Mary  Anne 
Says  she  cannot  conceive — others  say  that  she  can ; 
And  gladly  would  hie  to  St.  George's,  full  trot. 
To  clench  Cupid's  nail  while  the  iron  is  hot. 
To  flourish  my  flail,  feather  mounted,  and  draw 
A  handful  of  wheat  from  a  bam  full  of  straw, 
Five  Cases  I  've  hit  on,  in  Cupid's  dominion. 
On  which  I  request  your  advice  and  Opinion. 

Case  07U. — ^Kitty  Crocodile  married  Ned  Bray, 
.  And  swore  she  would  honour,  and  love,  and  obey. 
The  hone3rmoon  over,  thorns  mingle  wiUi  roses. 
And  Ned's  upper  head  is  the  pictu/e  of  Motes. 
Love,  honour,  obey,  toll  a  funeral  knell, 
Up  start,  in  their  place,  hate,  disdain,  and  rebel. 
You  '11  please  to  look  over  the  Statute,  and  say. 
In  case,  at  the  next  Lent  Assizes,  Ned  Bray 
Indict  Mistress  Kate  for  false  swearing,  can  her  Jury 
Bring  the  delinquent  in  guilty  of  perjury  ? 

Case  /tro. — Captain  Boyd,  to  his  tailor  in  debt. 
Adored,  at  the  Op'ra,  Ma'amselle  Pirouette : 
'Twas  Psyche  that  slew  him :  he  wooM ;  she  consented  : 
Both  married  in  May,  and  in  June  both  repented : 
The  steps  that  she  took  gain'd  eight  hundred  a  year. 
The  step  that  he  took  made  that  sum  disappear. 
Please  look  at  the  Act,  and  advise  whether  Boyd 
By  debt  made  the  deed  nudum  pactum  and  void  ; 
And  say,  if  eia^t  hundred  per  annum  Miss  Pirouette 
May  get  back  from  Boyd,  by  a  count  Quantum  meruit  7 
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Cue  thrtt. — Martha  Tritt,  of  Saint  Peter-le-Poor, 
Had  stuck  up  her  notice  upon  her  church  door. 
The  Act  (section  eight)  says,  the  wife  must  annex 
Hex  proper  description,  ac^e,  station,  and  sex. 
Her  age,  four-and-thirty,  she  fixM  to  the  door. 
But  somehow  the  wafer  stuck  orer  the  four ; 
And  Martha,  if  judged  by  some  ill-temperM  men, 
Would  se€m  to  have  own^d  to  no  more  than  thrice  ten. 
If  Wildgoose,  her  spouse,  should  discover  the  flaw, 
Please  to  say  if  the  wedlock^s  avoided  by  law  ; 
And  if,  "  on  the  whole,"  you  would  not  deem  it  safer 
To  interline  "  four"  at  the  top  of  the  wafer. 

Case /our.— Captain  Sykes  won  the  heart  of  Miss  DightOA 
While  driving  a  dennet  from  Worthing  to  Brighton. 
Her  West- India  fortune  his  hot  bosom  stirs. 
His  cap  and  mustachios  are  too  much  for  hers. 
They  married:  the  Captain  was  counting  his  gain, 
When  sugar  and  mm  grew  a  drug  in  Mark-lane. 
In  temper  both  fired  :  Hwas  a  word  and  a  blow : 
(See  Dibdin^s  Reports,  Captain  Wattle  and  Roe,) 
And  both,  while  the  stool  is  at  either  head  flung. 
Try  to  tear  with  their  teeth  what  they  tied  with  their  tongue. 
Please  to  study  the  Act  for  this  couple,  and  tell  'em 
If  they  canH  be  replaced  "  ttatu  quo  ante  6f  Utim." 

Case^re. — Doctor  Swapp'em,  allied  to  a  peer. 
Has  farmM  his  great  tithes  for  five  thousand  a-year. 
He  never  is  vexM,  but  when  pheasants  are  wild ; 
And  got  a  rich  helpmate  who  bore  him  no  child. 
The  curate  of  Swapp'em  is  pious  and  thrifty, 
His  annual  stipend  in  pounds  mounts  to  fifty ; 
His  helpmate  in  annual  parturience  is  seen. 
His  children  already  amount  to  fifteen. 
While  keeping  the  dictum  Eeelesia  in  view, 
(God  never  sends  mouths  without  sending  bread  too) 
You  Ml  please  to  advise,  if  the  Act  has  a  clause 
To  marshal  the  bread,  or  to  average  the  jaws. 

But  see,  while  my  pen  your  Opinion  implores. 
Fresh  couples,  love-stricken,  besiege  the  church  doori. 
The  porch  of  St.  Anne's  ninety  couple  disgorges. 
Thrice  ninety  stand  fixM  on  the  steps  of  St.  George's  ; 
The  fresh  and  the  jaded  promiscuously  mingle, 
Some  seek  to  get  married,  some  seek  to  get  single : 
While  those^  sage  Civilian,  you  're  fettering,  please 
To  hit  on  a  scheme  to  emancipate  these. 
Teach  mortals,  who  find,  like  the  man  who  slew  Tumnt, 
A  marvellous  facile  descent  to  Avernus, 
Like  him,  back  their  Pluto-bound  steps  to  recall. 
And  breathe  the  light  sther  of  Bachelors'  Hall : 
Do  this,  through  my  medium,  dear  Doctor,  and  then 
Ere  Easter,  my  life  on 't,  we  both  are  made  men  ; 
My  purse  shall  swell,  laden  by  fee  upon  fee, 
King's  Proctor,  in  war-time,  were  nothing  to  me ; 
While  you,  happy  man,  down  Pactolus's  tide 
Your  silver-oar'd  galley  triumphant  shall  guide, 
And  whirl'd  in  no  eddy,  o'ertaken  by  no  ill, 
Reign  Hymen's  Arch-Chancellor,  vice  Lord  Stowell. 
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THE  PHYSICIAN. — NO.   11. 
On  Sleep. 

The  different  powers  which  set  the  machine  of  the  haman  body  ia 
motion  may  be  divided  into  two  principal  classes  ;  since  some  of  them 
may  be  compared  with  those  which  animate  ▼egetables,  while  othen 
are  peculiar  to  animals  alone.  The  faculties  of  digestion  and  of  the 
elaboration  of  the  alimentary  juices ;  thme  which  circulate  these  juices 
in  the  blood-vessels ;  those  which  secrete  from  them  other  fluids  for 
our  nourishment  and  preservation ;  and  those  which  expel  the  super- 
fluous matters,  belong  alike  to  vegetables  and  animals.  In  everj 
healthy  individual  these  vessels  perform  their  functions  withoat  inter> 
ruption  from  the  beginning  to  the  end  of  life :  the  suspension  of  any 
of  them  is  a  disease ;  the  cessation  of  all,  death. 

The  locomotive  powers,  which  give  us  as  animals  an  advantage  over 
vegetables ;  such  as  receive  their  impube  from  the  feelings  and  con- 
ceptions of  the  soul ;  those  of  voluntary  action ;  and  all  tl^  faculties 
of  the  external  senses,  are  of  a  totally  different  kind.  Afler  they 
have  continued  their  operations  a  short  time  they  begin  to  tire,  and  in 
a  few  hours  become  so  exhausted,  that  their  most  obvious  effects  cease, 
though  the  movements  of  the  first  kind  continue.  The  state  in  which 
we  then  are  is  called  sleep.  It  is,  therefore,  an  exclusive  property  of 
animal  bodies;  the  sleep  attributed  to  plants  being  an  improper  ex- 
pression, founded  on  a  very  slight  analogy. 

Since  all  the  mechanical  powers  of  animals  are  determined  as  well 
by  the  structure  of  the  body,  as  by  a  certain  sensibility  which  animatef 
the  whole  machine;  we  may  easily  conceive  that  in  sleep  those  facul- 
ties also  which  we  possess  in  common  with  vegetables  undei^o  a  change, 
and  that  these  too,  according  as  they  operate  in  various  ways,  uu) 
exert  or  waste  the  animal  powers  more  or  less,  must  promote,  disturb, 
or  prevent  sleep. 

Sleep,  therefore,  is  in  reality  the  repose  of  animated  nature,  the 
time  in  which  it  recruits  its  exhausted  powers.  The  human  body  has 
often  been  compared  with  a  watch :  I  should  say,  that  the  mechanical 
nature,  or  the  vegetable  life  of  animals,  is  like  a  perpetual  motion, 
which,  when  once  set  going,  continues  to  act  till  the  machine  itself  is 
so  worn  out  as  to  be  unsusceptible  of  repair.  The  animal  nature,  on 
the  other  hand,  resembles  a  watch,  which  must  be  wound  up  at  least 
once  in  twenty-four  hours ;  and  this  winding  up  is  sleep. 

It  is  a  law  of  Nature  that  animals  must  sleep ;  and  if  I  may  so  ex- 
press myself,  the  more  they  are  animals — the  more  animal  their  nature 
— the  more  evident  symptoms  of  actual  sleep  we  find  in  them.  The 
insects,  which  have  scarcely  any  brain,  seem  rather  to  rest  only,  or  to 
be  rendered  torpid  by  cold,  than  really  to  sleep.  In  the  latitude  of 
Hudson^s  Bay,  Ellis  found  on  board  his  ship  masses  of  congregated 
flies,  and  on  the  banks  of  the  rivers  frogs  frozen  as  hard  as  ice :  on 
removing  them  to  a  warmer  place,  they  recovered  feeling  and  life : 
but  if  they  were  afterwards  frozen,  they  could  not  be  again  reco- 
vered. It  is  obvious  that  this  state  was  more  like  torpor  than  reguUr 
sleep.  Man,  on  the  other  hand,  cannot  keep  awake  twenty-four  suc- 
cessive hours  without  difficulty,  and  without  involuntarily  falling  asleep. 
Most  quadrupeds  resemble  him  in  this  particular ;  but  among  the  va- 
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lioQs  species  of  them  we  obserre  great  differences  in  regard  to  the  ne* 
ceaslty  of  sleep.  In  like  manner  there  are  Tarions  kinds  of  clocks, 
some  of  which  require  winding  up  every  twelve  hours,  others  every 
week,  others  again  every  month,  and  others  at  still  longer  intervals. 
Thus  the  swallows,  on  the  approach  of  winter,  retire  to  caverns  and 
jnorasses,  where  they  sleep  for  five  months  together,  till  the  return 
of  warm  weather.  '  Such,  too,  is  the  case  with  the  frogs  ;  and  ser- 
pents also  have  been  found  in  winter  in  subterraneous  holes.  The 
tortoise,  during  that  season,  burrows  the  deeper  into  the  sand,  the 
colder  it  is  ;  and  lives  in  this  torpid  state,  excluded  from  the  air,  till 
called  forth  by  the  warmth  of  spring.  Even  the  fishes,  in  severe  frost, 
bury  themselves  in  the  mud,  and  there  pass  their  state  of  torpidity. 
The  bear,  the  badger,  and  the  marmot,  lie  the  whole  winter  in  holes, 
and  it  is  related  of  the  last,  that  it  will  not  wake  even  when  wounded 
with  knives.  This  animal  repairs,  at  the  beginning  of  winter,  to  a  hole 
which  is  the  hereditary  abode  of  a  whole  family  of  marmots  from  ge- 
neration to  generation.  It  first  collects  a  quantity  of  haV,  with  which 
each  individual  of  the  family  prepares  a  bed  for  itself.  When  they  are 
all  assembled,  they  close  up  the  entrance  to  their  retreat,  lay  themselves 
down,  and  sleep  so  profoundly  that,  as  we  are  assured,  they  may  be  taken 
up  and  carried  away  without  waking.  It  is  said  that,  for  a  fortnight 
previously  to  its  long  sleep,  this  animal  eats  nothing,  but  drinks  only,  in 
order  to  cleanse  the  stomach,  otherwise  the  food,  by  remaining  in  it 
so  long,  might  become  putrid ;  and  it  lies  with  its  snout  close  to  its 
belly,  lest  by  respiration  it  should  lose  too  much  moisture.  Thus  each 
animal  has  its  peculiar  wants  ;  and  to  such  as  would  scarcely  be  able 
to  find  subsistence  in  winter,  Nature  has  given  bodies  that  require  asix- 
montlis  sleep,  during  which  they  need  neither  food  nor  drink.  The 
bears  have  the  precaution  to  gorge  themselves  against  winter  to  such 
a  degree,  as  if  they  meant  to  eat  enough  to  last  them  all  their  lives. 
They  go  into  winter-quarters  with  their  hides  distended  by  a  load  of 
superfluous  fat ;  and  waste  away  during  the  period  of  their  sleep  in 
such  a  manner  that  in  spring  they  come  forth  again  mere  skeletons. 

It  is  a  fortunate  circumstance  for  those  persons  who  love  to  improve 
their  minds  and  are  fond  of  useful  employment,  that  we  are  not  subject 
to  such  protracted  sleep,  but  can  make  shiA  with  a  few  hours  repose. 
I  have  heard,  indeed,  of  the  Seven  Sleepers,  and  of  £pimenides  the 
Cretan,  who,  when  a  boy,  went  into  a  cave,  where  he  fell  asleep,  and  is 
said  not  to  have  awoke  for  forty-seven  or  fifty-seven  years :  a  story 
which  the  apostle  Paul  perhaps  had  in  his  view,  when  he  called  the  Cre- 
tans ^^  liars,''  and  some  other  hard  names.  My  readers  need  not  be  in- 
formed what  credit  is  due  to  these  tales.  At  the  same  time  we  are 
not  authorised  to  consider  them  as  absolutely  impossible  ;  since  many 
able  men  who  have  maturely  weighed  the  matter,  do  not  think  it  in 
itself  totally  unreasonable.  Boerhaave  admits  that  he  discredits  the 
stofy  of  the  Sev^n  Sleepers ;  but  he  adds,  "  I  nevertheless  believe  that 
people  may  live  a  long  time  without  meat  or  drink  :  for,  when  they  are 
once  completely  subdued  by  sleep,  the  pores  close,  and  they  may  then 
live  a  long  while  before  they  are  awakened  by  the  slow  and  gradual 
ivaste  to  which  they  are  subject.  Haller  remarks,  that  the  Turks  have 
a  similar  fable  concerning  giants  who  have  slept  for  a  great  length  of 
time,  and  praises  an.  idea  of  Reaumur's  concerning  this  suspension  of 
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food  and  life.  This  great  naturalist  has  demonstrated  that  the  eggs 
of  animals  and  insects,  as  well  as  the  nymphs  of  caterpillars,  maj 
he  kept  merely  by  means  of  cold  and  the  absence  of  exciting  causes 
for  years  together  before  ihey  are  developed,  and  that  the  vital  princi- 
ple is  nevertheless  not  extinguished,  since  the  animals  produced  by  tiie 
application  of  warmth  from  these  eggs  and  nymphs  are  as  brisk,  and 
live  as  long  as  they  would  have  done  without  this  delay.  On  this 
foundation  the  great  Maupertuis  constructed  a  system  for  prolonging 
humifin  life;  and  who  knows  but  the  plan. may  be  some  time  or  other 
carried  into  execution  ?  I  hare  no  doubt  of  it  for  my  part,  if  we  can 
depend  on  the  accuracy  of  the  observation  communicated  by  Bl 
Bouguer,  concerning  a  species  of  serpent  in  Peru,  which,  after  beii^ 
suspended  to  the  branch  of  a  tree  or  in  a  chimney,  till  quite  dry,  may 
be  revived  ten  or  twelve  years  afterwards,  if  left  for  some  days  in 
muddy  water  exposed  to  the  sun^s  rays.  We  are  so  little  enlightened 
in  respect  to  such  matters,  that  it  may  be  deemed  nearly  as  bold  to 
laugh  at  this  «tory  as  to  give  it  implicit  belief. 

Be  this,  however,  as  it  will,  so  much  is  certain,  that  we  ordinary 
folks,  who  are  neither  Seven  Sleepers  nor  Cretans,  have  no  occasion  to 
imitate  the  marmots,  but  that  a  sleep  of  a  few  hours  is  sufficient  to  re- 
cruit our  lost  strength,  and  to  fit  us  for  a  new  life  of  sixteen  or  eigii- 
teen  hours^  Corporeal  fatigue,  mental  exerlion,  profound  meditation, 
nay  time  itself,  weaken  our  animal  powers,  and  consume  the  vital 
spirits  which  are  indispensably  necessary  for  all  occupations  both  of 
body  and  mind.  I  could  relate  to  my  readers  how  these  effects  are  ac- 
counted for  in  the  medical  schools ;  but  when  I  consider  that  after  I 
had  done,  they  would  be  just  as  wise  as  at  first,  I  will  spare  them  the 
explanation,  and  give  in  its  stead  a  few  useful  rules  how  to  turn  sleep 
to  the  benefit  of  their  health.  So  much  they  know,  that  we  cannot  lire 
without  sleep ;  that  wc  sleep  because  we  are  weary  ;  that  we  possess 
new  strength  when  we  wake,  and  hence  it  is  to  be  inferred  that  the  ob- 
ject of  sleep  consists  merely  in  the  recruiting  of  our  strength.  Well, 
we  physicians  also  know  just  so  much,  and  no  more :  for  all  that  we 
conjecture  beyond  this  is  of  no  farther  use  than  to  relieve  us  from  the 
disgrace  of  acknowledging  our  ignorance. 

It  is  pot  a  matter  of  indifference  to  health  where  we  sleep.  In  many 
houses  the  bed-rooms  are  those  which  are  found  unfit  for  any  other 
purposes.  The  poor  frequently  sleep  in  holes,  where  they  have  not  so 
much  room  and  air  as  a  dog  that  is  chained  in  his  kennel.  Many 
people  in  good  circumstances  have  bed-chambers  which  are  so  small, 
dark,  and  d^rty,  that  they  would  be  a«)hamed  to  show  them.  This  is  an 
important  error  in  the  conduct  of  life.  As  we  commonly  spend  a  third 
part  of  the  twenty-four  hours  in  our  bed-roOms,  it  behoves  us  to  take  all 
possible  care  that  we  may  enjoy  pure  air  for  so  long  an  interval,  espe- 
cially as  we  cannot  well  renew  it  in  the  night-time.  To  this  end  we 
ought  never  to  sleep  in  the  apartments  in  which  we  live  during  the  day, 
but  choose  for  a  bed-chamber  a  spacious  room  exposed  to  the  sun,  that 
can  be  opened  in  the  day  for  the  admission  of  pure  air  and  the  disper- 
sion of  the  vapours  collected  in  the  night.  The  beds  should  often  be 
shaken  up,  and  these  as  well  as  the  bed-clothes  exposed  in  the  day  to 
the  sun  and  air.  It  is  necessary  to  observe  these  rules  ii*  wc  would 
secure  ourselves  from  the  effects  of  vitiated  atmosphere 
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Night  18  the  best  time  for  sleep.  It  is  mare  quiet  than  the  day ;  and 
it  is  then  better  for  us  to  be  in  bed  than  up,  because  the  warmth  of  the 
bed  protects  us  from  the  cold  and  damps  of  night.  It  is  also  adrisa- 
ble  to  retire  to  rest  before  midnight.  It  is  proverbially  said,  and  with 
truth,  that  the  soundest  and  most  wholesome  sleep  is  that  which  we  ob- 
tain before  twelve  o'clock.  If  we  remain  up  too  long,  we  wa»te  too 
much  of  our  strength  ;  hence  result  certain  movements  in  the  blood, 
which  are  a  kind  of  consuming  fever.  The  least  degree  of  fever  in 
the  blood  is  well  known  to  occasion  restless  sleep  ;  and  therefore  it  is 
never  advisable  to  defer  it  till  after  midnight.  It  should  farther  be 
ol)served,  that  the  occupations  which  we  follow  late  at  night  are  seldom 
conducive  to  health.  We  sit  down  either  to  read  or  write,  and  for  so 
unhealthy  a  posture  as  sitting,  the  day  is  quite  long  enough,  without 
our  devoting  to  it  part  of  the  night  also  ;  or  to  study,  and  thus  waste 
still  more  the  animal  powers  which  sleep  ought  to  recruit  and  renew ; 
or  to  feasting,  by  which  we  pamper  a  part  at  the  expense  of  the  whole, 
foi^etting  that  sleep  is  the  best. feast  of  the  animal  nature.  For  the 
same  reason  I  cannot  approve  of  dancing  at  night,  though  it  has  this 
advantage  over  other  nocturnal  amusements,  that  it  keeps  up  the  trans- 
piration which  the  cold  of  night  is  otherwise  liable  to  check.  As  we 
ought  daily  to  comply  with  the  instinct  which  impels  us  to  eat  and 
drink  for  our  nourishment,  so  we  ought  also  to  feed  and  to  refresh  the 
animal  nature  with  sleep,  and  not  suffer  it  to  fast  beyond  the  proper 
time. 

Great  heat,  severe  exertion  either  of  body  or  mind,  and  hearty 
meals,  sometimes  dispose  us  to  sleep  in  the  day.  It  has  been  a  sub- 
ject of  frequent  discussion,  whether  sleep  after  dinner  be  wholesome  or 
not.  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  it  is,  when  we  feel  heavy  and  dis- 
posed to  sleep.  Boerhaave  was  once  of  opinion  that  sleep  af\er  dinner 
is  pernicious,  and  that  the  school  of  Salerno  was  in  the  right  to  pro- 
scribe it,  and  on  the  contrary  to  recommend  bodily  exercise  aAer 
meals ;  but  when  he  considered  that  all  the  animals,  after  appeasing  the 
cravings  of  appetite,  give  themselves  up  to  repose,  and  that  the  due 
digestion  of  food  requires  not  only  a  large  proportion  of  vital  spirits, 
but  also  the  easy  and  unrestrained  movement  of  the  abdomen,  to 
neither  of  which  bodily  exercise  conduces ;  he  changed  his  opinion, 
and  with  Hippocrates,  Galen,  and  other  eminent  physicians,  recom- 
mended bodily  exercise  before  dinner,  and  a  nap  after  it  with  Felix 
Plater.  The  latter  celebrated  physician  once  attended  a  meeting  of 
liis  colleagues,  at  which  this  question  was  debated.  Every  one  con- 
demned the  practice,  when  Plater  rose :  ^^I  am  now  seventy  years  of 
age,'^  said  he ;  ^^  I  have  always  taken  my  nap  afler  dinner,  and  have 
never  been  ill  in  my  life."  Who  could  advance  any  thing  against  such 
an  ailment? 

It  is  an  important  question,  bow  long  a  person  ought  to  sleep.  Too 
long  sleep  overloads,  too  short  stints  the  animal  nature.  The  best 
sleep  should  continue  no  longer  than  till  we  are  satiated  with  it.  This 
satiety  depends  on  a  hundred  different  circumstances.  A  lively  dispo- 
sition does  not  require  so  much  sleep  as  a  phlegmatic  temperament. 
We  oflen  hear  people  complain  that  they  cannot  sleep  at  night,  who 
nevertheless  are  hearty  and  lively  during  the  day,  and  who  merely  err 
in  going  to  bed  too  early  and  lying  too  long.    They  retire  to  rest^' 
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][>eThap^,  at  ten  o^clock,  and  awake  at  three  or  four.  ConceiTing  that  to 
aleep  well  they  oug^ht  to  sleep  the  whole  night  through,  they  caU  Uial 
restlessness  which  is  hut  the  effect  of  vivacity.  They  do  not  require 
longer  sleep.  Their  force  is  recruited  in  a  few  hours ;  after  which 
they  ought  to  rise,  anticipate  the  sun,  and  pursue  their  occupations. 
The  same  is  the  case  with  the  indolent,  whose  head  and  luinds  are 
alike  unemployed.  For  them  it  were  better  that  the  day  were  twice  as 
long,  or  that  they  made  no  difference  between  day  and  night.  They 
should  only  lie  down  when  they  are  sleepy,  and  rise  as  soon  as  they 
awake,  and  fall  to  some  kind  of  work  or  other.  I  know  a  person  who 
has  by  this  method  relieved  himself  from  sleepless  nights.  He  rose  as 
soon  as  he  awoke,  be  the  hour  what  it  would ;  employed  himself  for  an 
hour,  or  till  he  grew  sleepy,  then  lay  down  again  and  slept  till  morn* 
ing.  In  a  short  time  he  could  sleep  the  whole  night  through,  espe- 
cially after  taking  bodily  exercise  in  the  day.  Sanctorious  observed, 
that  a  person  who  sleeps  from  eight  to  ten  hours  transpires  but  little  in 
the  first  five.  In  the  three  following  the  transpiration  increases,  and  he 
becomes  lighter  in  weight  as  well  as  in  feeling.  In  a  longer  continue 
ance  of  sleep  the  transpiration  again  diminishes.  The  blood  gradually 
circulates  more  slowly.  He  feels  chilly,  and  the  limbs  become  heavy. 
Instead  of  acquiring  new  strength,  he  is  oppressed  with  a  lassitude 
which  makes  him  more  and  more  sleepy,  and  against  which  Sanctorious 
recommends  bodily  exercise  and  strong  excitement  of  the  passions. 
Unless  recourse  be  had  to  these  aids,  such  a  person  is  in  danger  of  the 
fete  which  befel  a  doctor  of  physic,  of  whom  Boerhaave  makes  men- 
tion. Having  conceived  a  notion  that  it  was  conducive  to  health  to 
sleep  a  great  deal,  he  went  to  bed  in  a  dark  and  quiet  place,  and  slept 
several  days.  When  he  was  awakened,  he  was  much  more  ignorant  tlun 
he  had  been  before.  He  again  resigned  himself  to  sleep ;  and  on  again 
awaking,  he  was  a  perfect  idiot.  Hence  it  is  necessary  to  l»eware  o£ 
sleeping  too  long.  Nature  herself  in  general  prevents  us  from  falling 
into  the  contrary  extreme.  These  impulses  must  not  be  obstinately 
resisted,  or  we  incur  the  risk  of  insanity.  In  this  manner  the  fowler 
stupifies  the  folcon  that  he  is  about  to  train.  He  prevents  it  firom 
sleeping  for  a  ceirtain  time,  and  this  breaks  the  spirit  of  the  bird  to 
such  a  degree,  that  its  instructor  can  make  it  do  whatever  he  pleases. 
The  position  of  the  body  in  sleep  is  likewise  a  point  of  some  coo- 
sequence.  The  head  ought  not  to  be  too  low,  and  there  shoald  be 
nothing  to  obstruct  the  free  movement  of  the  chest  and  abdomen. 
For  this  reason  all  night  clothes  ought  to  be  loose.  The  body  oug^t  to 
be  equally  covered,  and  none  of  the  limbs  should  be  in  such  a  posture 
as  to  keep  the  muscles  in  action.  If  you  fall  asleep  with  your  hands 
clasped,  you  find  on  awaking  that  your  fingers  are  dead  and  have  no 
feeling.  If  you  lie  with  crossed  legs,  they  either  contract  that  sensa- 
tion which  is  called  being  asleep,  or  you  get  the  cramp  in  them.  It 
is  hurtful  to  sleep  much  sitting  on  a  chair ;  for  if  the  legs  hang  down 
they  are  apt  to  be  swollen  in  the  morning,  and  if  they  are  laid  upon 
another  chair,  this  position  compresses  the  abdomen.  Some  maintain 
that  it  is.  best  to  lie  on  the  right  side,  that  the  heart  may  move  with 
greater  freedom.  The  most  rational  course  in  this  particular  is  for 
each  individual  to  be  guided  by  his  own  feelings,  and  to  change  his 
posture  accordingly.    Neither  the  light  of  day,  Dor  even  moonligiii. 
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iboiild  be  permitted  to  fall  upon  the  eyes  duiing^  sleep ;  otherwise  thejr 
are  liable  to  a  dry  burning  heat  in  the  day-time,  and  frequently  to  in* 
flammation. 

Every  one  would  be  glad  to  know  by  what  means  sleep  maybe  pro- 
moted ;  for  nothing  is  more  unpleasant  than  to  be  weary  and  yet  hare 
to  wait  for  sleep.  The  best  method  is  fatigue,  either  by  bodily  or 
mental  labour,  and  this  is  not  the  lot  of  the  great,  but  of  the  humble 
and  the  slave.  Who  but  recollects  the  soliloquy  to  this  effect,  which 
Shakspeare  has  put  into  the  lips  of  Henry  IV.  ?  That  of  his  valiant 
successor,  though  less  poetical  perhaps,  for  which  reason  it  has  not 
been  so  often  quoted,  is  equally  to  the  point : — 

^'  I  know  Hvi  not  the  sceptre  and  the  ball, 
The  sword,  the  mace,  the  crown  imperial, 
The  intertissued  robe  of  g^old  and  pearl, 
The  iarsed  title  running  ^fore  the  king, 
The  throne  he  sits  on,  nor  the  tide  of  pomp 
That  beats  upon  the  high  shore  of  the  world ; 
J^o^  not  all  these,  thrice-gorgeous  ceremony, 
Not  all  these,  laid  in  bed  majestical, 
Can  sleep  so  soundly  as  the  wretched  slare. 
Who  with  a  body  fillM  and  vacant  mind 
Gets  him  to  rest,  crammM  with  distressful  bread, 
.........  who,  from  the  rise  to  set. 

Sweats  in  the  eye  of  Phoebus,  and  all  night 
Sleeps  in  Elysium. 

Hkitrt  v.  act  iv.  scene  1. 

There  are  other  means  of  promoting  sleep,  most  of  which,  however, 
ought  only  to  be  known  in  order  to  be  avoided.  Corpulent  persona 
are,  almost  without  exception,  disposed  to  profound  sleep,  which  may 
more  justly  be  regarded  as  the  forerunner  of  apoplexy  than  the  invir 
gorator  of  animal  life.  Dionysius,  the  corpulent  tyrant  of  Heraclea, 
slept  so  soundly,  that  to  awake  him  it  was  necessary  to  thrust  pins 
through  the  fat  into  his  flesh.  Apoplexy  at  length  carries  off  such 
drowsy  persons,  and  as  their  sleep  was  an  image  of  death,  so  death  in 
them  exactly  resembles  sleep.  Too  long  watching  also  tends  to  pro- 
mote an  unnatural  drowsiness.  Soldiers,  aAer  passing  several  nights 
without  sleep  during  sieges,  have  been  known  to  be  so  overpowered  as 
to  fall  asleep  on  the  batteries  amid  the  thunder  of  bombs  and  cannon. 
Persons  who  have  been  cruelly  prevented  from  sleeping  for  several 
weeks,  have,  after  the  seventh  week,  become  so  insensible,  as  not  to  be 
roused  from  their  stupor  when  beaten  ever  so  severely.  The  well- 
known  soporific  medicines,  it  is  true,  occasion  sleep ;  but  it  is  so  rest- 
less and  unnatural,  that  it  ought  rather  to  be  termed  a  disease  than 
wholesome  rest.  This  effect  is  produced  not  only  by  opium  and  pre- 
parations from  it,  but  by  various  plants ;  for  instance,  the  different 
species  of  henbane,  nightshade,  &c.,  the  use  of  which  should  of  course 
be  avoided.  In  Italy  there  is  a  kind  of  lettuce,  which,  if  eaten,  occa- 
sions a  mortal  sleep.  In  India  there  is  an  herb,  called  there  dutroa^ 
but  in  the  Maldive  Islands  moetol^  bearing  a  round  green-spotted  pod, 
full  of  small  seeds.  Wild  sage,  herminum^  makes  people  drowsy  who 
remain  long  on  a  spot  where  it  grows  in  abundance ;  and  it  is  well 
known  that  a  stupor  seizes  those  who  sleep  where  beans  are  in  blossom, 
or  in  a  room  where  lilies  are  placed.    Upon  the  whole,  it  is  pernicious 
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to  sleep  in  an  atmosphere  impregnated  with  strong  odours.  They 
confuse  the  head,  injure  the  olfactory  nerves,  and  cause  headach  and 
dizziness. 

On  this  occasion  it  may  not  he  amiss  to  warn  the  reader  against  the 
introduction  of  the  vapour  of  coal  or  charcoal  into  hed-chambers.  It 
produces  restless  and  unrefreshing  sleep,  heaviness,  stupor,  naj, 
even  death  itself,  according  to  the  degree  of  its  strength.  For  this 
reason  I  cannot  approve  the  practice  of  warming  heds  with  burning 
coals ;  for  which  purpose  bottles  of  hot  water  are  to  be  preferred 
Care  should  also  be  taken  to  keep  bed-rooms  well  ventilated  and  free 
from  damp  or  humidity.  Hence  they  should  face  the  sun,  and  not  be 
on  the  ground-floor  of  the  house.  Cold  in  the  head,  and  loss  of 
hearing,  are  frequent  complaints  with  persons  who  sleep  in  damp, 
close  rooms. 

Among  the  surest  and  roost  innocent  means  of  promoting  sleep,  I 
can  recommend  wine  and  tobacco ;  but  both  must  be  used  with  mode- 
ration. A  slight  degree  of  exhilaration  is  soon  succeeded  by  drowsi- 
ness. These  means  and  employment  are  sufficient  to  produce  whole- 
some sleep  ;  but  at  the  same  time  we  must  avoid  whatever  is  liable  to 
disturb  it,  and  among  other  things  loo  profuse  suppers,  by  which  the 
stomach  is  overloaded.  I  should  nevertheless  not  dissuade  healthy 
persons,  who  are  accustomed  to  the  practice,  from  eating  moderate 
suppers ;  for  fasting  also  is  found  to  prevent  sleep.  It  is  a  bad  habit 
to  drink  tea,  coiTee,  or  a  great  quantity  of  any  thin  beverage  before 
retiring  to  rest :  these  things  only  defeat  the  object  of  those  who  are 
obliged  to  invite  slumber.  They  will  be  much  more  likely  to  attain 
their  end  by  drinking  a  glass  or  two  of  wine,  smoking  a  pipe,  and 
reading  a  lew  pages  of  some  dull  poet. 
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Along  thy  wooded  banks,  dear  native  Stream, 
Again  1  rove,  and  on  thy  winding  shore 
Behold  thy  dashing  waves  and  torrent  hoar ; 
But,  cold  and  dark,  thy  falling  waters  seem 
To  mourn  and  murmur  in  the  sun^s  pale  beam, 
As  hurrying  to  the  ocean  deep  they  roar 
"With  trackless  billows,  and  are  seen  no  more. 
^  So  down  the  tide  of  Lifers  benighted  dream 

On  rapid  wings  my  fruitless  years  have  fled. 
And  left  no  memory  of  their  silent  flight : 
And  now  they  wing  me  to  the  days  of  doom, 

And  ever,  as  I  lift  my  weeping  head. 
Point  with  their  pale  hands  to  the  realms  of  night 
And  the  cold  chambers  of  the  shrouded  tomb. 
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THE   ONS-HANDKD   FLUTE-PLATER, 

Of  Arques,  in  Normandy. 

^^  Peitds-toi,  brave  Crillon !  doub  avons  combattu  a  Arques,  et  tu  n^y 
6tois  pas,''  was  the  laconic  annouDcemeat  which  Heorj  IV.  gave  to  his 
frieod,  of  his  most  biiiliant  and  almost  miracaious  victory.  This  me- 
morable place  is  not  more  remarkable  from  its  historical  interest  than 
it  is  rich  in  nataral  beauties.  It  has  every  charm  that  may  retain  its 
inhabitants  oo  their  native  spot,  or  seduce  a  stranger  to  it.  Pleasure 
in  its  possession,  and  pride  in  its  recollections,  must  be  sufficient  to  fill 
the  mind  of  its  villagers  with  all  that  can  endear  home ;  and  its  union 
of  actual  loveliness  with  associations  of  the  past,  forms  a  magical  at- 
traction to  the  idle  traveller  in  its  neighbourhood. 

From  Dieppe  to  Arques  is  about  a  league  in  distance,  and  an  bourns 
walk — to  the  common  pedestrian  of  the  world ;  but  for  him  who  pauses 
and  ponders  on  his  road,  who  picks  up  mental  aliment  at  every  step, 
who  finds  a  moral  in  a  ruin,  or  a  lesson  in  the  rustling  of  a  tree,  who 
reads  nature  that  he  may  know  men — ^for  such  a  one,  from  noon  to 
sunset  may  be  scarcely  sufficient  for  the  lounge. 

Having  strolled  through  the  greater  part  of  Normandy,  eaten  my 
fill  of  apples  in  the  orchards  which  skirt  its  level  highways,  and  drunk 
cider  to  my  hearths  content  at  the  village  inns,  I  found  myself,  on  a 
fine  evening  in  October,  fast  approaching  the  term  of  my  pilgrimage — 
the  aforesaid  village  of  Arques.  I  left  Dieppe^ehind  me,  reposing  in 
the  mixture  of  simple  dulness  and  diminutive  bustle  of  those  little  am- 
phibious towns,  which  scarcely  belong  to  sea  or  land,  or  which  are 
rather  common  to  both.  As  I  struck  into  the  fields  I  heard  the  murmur 
of  the  fishermen  mixed  with  the  flowing  of  the  tide, — a  Brighton  packet 
was  nearing  the  harbour,  with  its  cargo  of  curiosity,  and,  perhaps,  care. 
Another  had  just  sailed  for  England,  freighted  with  joyous  hopes  of 
home  and  happiness,  and  no  doubt  with  many  a  feeling  of  travelled 
triumph  and  importance.  There  was  a  fine  breeze  which,  to  these 
little  vessels  running  so  close  up  to  the  wind,  answered  very  well  for 
either  passage ; — so  I  turned  my  back  upon  the  sea,  quite  at  ease  for 
each  buoyant  adventurer. 

On  clearing  the  town  we  come  immediately  into  the  valley  of  Arques, 
and  enter  on  the  scene  of  the  celebrated  battle  fought  in  September 
1589.  If  we  reach  the  place  prepared  for  its  observance,  we  recall 
the  description  by  Sully  :  ^^  Au  bout  de  la  Chaussee  d' Arques  regne  un 
long  coteau  toumoyant,  convert  de  bois  taillis.  Au-dessous  est  un 
espace  de  terre  labourable,  au  milieu  duquel  passe  le  grand  chemin  qui 
conduit  a  Arques,  ayant  des  deux  cotes  deux  haies  epaisses.  Plus  bas 
encore,  a  main  gauche,  au-dessous  de  .ce  terrain  labouie,  est  une  espece 
de  grand  marais,  ou  terre  faogeuse.^'*  I  could  not  make  use  of  a 
clearer  or  better  account,  for  every  thing  is  precisely  the  same  to  this 
day,  except  that  the  marsh  is  changed  into  a  fertile  pasture,  and,  look- 
ing to  old  Sully's  detail  of  tbe  battle-field,  we  have  now  the  prospect 
of  a  grazing  herd  of  cattle,  instead  of  the  ^^  e$cadron  de  lansquetuU^^^  a 
flock  of  sheep  in  lieu  of  the   ^^  batallion  des   Suiues^^^  and  that  the 
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wooded  eminence  echoes  no  more  to  tke  advanciog  shouts  of  De 
Chartres,  Palcheax,  Brasseu3e,  and  the  other  heroic  companions  of 
Lt  hon  Henri. 

Rising  above  the  trees  which  envelope  the  vilhige  on  tiie  right,  the 
ruins  of  the  castle  catch  the  eye,  and  the  vividness  with  which  the 
scene  of  upwards  of  two  centuries  gone  was  broi:^ht  hefore  us,  is 
checked  by  the  sudden  view  of  these  crumbling  fragments  of  the  once 
powerful  fortress — that  strong-hold  from  whose  embrasures  the  Hngo- 
not  cannon  did,  that  day,  such  exectition  on  the  forces  of  the  League. 
The  illusion  lasts  no  longer.  The  hand  of  Time  is  felt  to  be  more 
powerful  than  the  touch  of  Fancy,  and  we  sink  into  the  contemplatioa 
of  the  sober  reality  around  us. 

I  wound  my  way  up  the  eminence  on  which  the  old  towen  totter  to 
decay ;  and,  passing  under  the  broken  archway  which  received  the 
triumphant  Henry  afler  his  victory,  and  then  tracing  tlie  nigged  patk 
which  marks  the  grand  approach,  1  got  on  the  summit  of  the  mound 
that  forms  the  basement  of  the  vast  expmse  of  buildii^.  The  Im- 
mense extent  of  these  ruins  gives  a  fine  feeling  of  human  grandeur  and 
mortal  littleness ;  and  the  course  of  reflection  is  hurried  on  aa  the  eye 
wanders  over  the  scenery  around.  This  may  be  described  in  one  sen- 
tence, as  the  resting-place  on  which  a  guilty  mind  might  prepare  for 
its  flight  to  virtue. 

While  I  stood  musing  '^  in  the  open  air,  where  tlie  scent  comes  and 
goes,  like  the  warbDn^  of  music,"  t  and  neither  wished  nor  wanted 
other  melody,  the  soft  sounds  of  a  flute  came  faintly  towards  me, 
breathing  a  tone  of  such  peculiar  and  melting  expression  as  I  thoogftit 
I  had  never  before  heard.  Having  for  some  time  listened  in  great  de- 
light, a  sudden  pause  ensued  ;  the  strain  then  changed  from  sad  to  gay, 
not  abruptly,  but  ushered  by  a  running  cadence  that  gently  tilled  the 
soul  from  its  languor,  and  thrilled  through  every  fibre  of  feeling.  It 
recalled  to  me  at  the  instast  the  fables  of  Pan,  and  every  other  rustic 
serenader ;  and  I  thought  of  the  passage  in  Smith's  ^  Nyrapholept,^ 
where  Amarynthus,  in  his  enthusiasm,  fancies  he  hears  the  pipe  of  tiiat 
sylvan  deity. 

I  descended  the  hill  towards  the  village  in  a  pace  lively  and  free  as 
the  measure  of  the  music  which  impelled  me.  When  I  reached  tlie 
level  ground,  and  came  into  the  singling  street,  the  waihlings  ceased. 
It  seemed  as  though  enchantment  had  lured  me  to  its  favourite  haunt 
The  Gothic  church  on  my  right  assorted  well  with  the  architectnie  of 
the  scattered  houses  around.  On  every  hand  a  portico,  a  frieze,  orna- 
ments carved  in  stone,  coats  of  arms  and  fretwork,  stamped  tlie  place 
with  an  air  of  antiquity  and  nobleness,  while  groups  of  tali  trees  form- 
ed a  decoration  of  verdant  yet  solemn  beauty. 

A  few  peasant  women  were  sitting  at  the  doors  of  their  respective 
habitations,  as  misplaced,  I  thought,  as  beggars  in  the  porch  of  a  palace; 
while  half  a  dozen  children  gamboled  on  the  grass-plat  in  the  middle 
of  the  open  place.  I  sought  in  vain  among  these  objects  to  discover  the 
musician,  and  not  willing  io  disturb  my  pleased  sensations  by  comm<»- 
place  questionings,  I  wandered  about,  loddng  in  a  sort  of  semi-roman- 
tic mood  at  every  antiquated  casement.    Fronting  the  church,  an^  ai- 
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8i08t  doM  to  its  westeni  dde,  an  arched  eotranoeeatigfat  my  particular 
attention,  from  its  old  yet  perfect  workmanship,  and  1  stopped. to  exa- 
mine it,  throwing  occasional  glances  through  the  trellis-work  in  the 
middle  of  the  gate,  which  gave  a  view  of  a  court-yard  and  house  within. 
Part  of  the  space  in  front  was  arranged  in  squares  of  garden  ;  and  a 
veneraMe  old  man  was  husily  employed  in  watering  some  flowers.  A 
nice  young  woman  stood  heside  him,  with  a  child  in  her  arms  :  two 
others  were  playing  near  her;  and  close  at  hand  was  a  man,  ahout 
thirty  years  of  age,  who  seemed  to  contemplate  the  group  with  a  com- 
placent smile.  His  figure  was  in  part  concealed  from  me ;  but  he  ob- 
served me,  and  imme<Sately  left  the  others  and  walked  down  the  gravel 
path  to  accost  me.  I  read  his  intention  in  his  looks,  and  stood  still. 
As  tie  advanc6Ld  from  his  concealed  position,  I  saw  that  his  left  leg  waa 
a  wooden  one — his  right  was  the  perfect  model  of  Apollonic  grace. 
His  right  arm  was  courteously  waved  towards  me — his  left  was  want- 
ing. He  was  bare-headed,  and  his  curled  brown  hair  shewed  a  fore- 
head that  Spurzheim  would  have  almost  worshipped.  His  features 
were  all  of  manly  beauty.  His  mustachios,  military  jacket,  and  tight 
pantaloon  with  red  edging,  told  that  he  was  not  ^^  curtailed  of  man's 
fair  proportion'^  by  any  vulgar  accident  of  life  ;  and  the  cross  of  ho- 
nour suspended  to  his  button-hofe,  finished  the  brief  abstract  pf  his 
hbtory. 

A  short  interlocution,  consisting  of  apology  on  my  part  and  invita- 
tion on  his,  ended  in  mv  accompanying  him  towards  the  house ;  and, 
as  1  shifted  from  his  leu  side  to  his  right,  to  offer  one  of  my^rms  to 
his  only  one,  I  saw  a  smile  on  the  countenance  of  his  pretty  wife,  and 
another  on  that  of  his  old  father,  and  my  good  footing  with  the  family 
was  secured.  We  entered  the  hall — a  large  bleak  anti-room,  with  three 
or  four  old  portraits  mouldering  on  the  walls,  joined  to  each  other 
by  a  cobweb  tapestry  and  unaccompanied  by  other  ornament.  We 
then  passed  to  the  right,  into  a  spacious  chamber  which  was  once,  no 
doubt,  the  gorgeously  decorated  withdra wing-room  of  some  proudly- 
titled  occupier.  The  nobility  of  its  present  tenant  is  of  a  different 
kind,  and  its  furniture  confined  to  two  or  three  tables,  twice  as  many 
chairs,  a  comer  cupboard,  and  a  $ecretaire,  A  Spanish  guitar  was  sus- 
pended to  a  hook  over  the  Gothic  marble  mantel-piece  :  a  fiddle  lay  on 
one  table ;  and  fixed  to  the  edge  of  the  other  was  a  sort  of  wooden 
vice,  into  which  was  screwed  a  flute,  of  concert  size,  with  three  finger- 
holes  and  eleven  brass  keys ;  but  of  a  construction  sufficient  to  puzzle 
Monzani,  and  the  very  opposite  of  those  early  instruments  described 
by  Horace, 


-^^  tenuis,  simplexque  foramine  pauco, 


Aspirare  et  adesse  choris  erat  utilis,  atque 
Nondam  spissa  nimia  complere  sedilia  flata.** 

It  is  useless  to  make  a  mystery  of  what  the  reader  has  already  di- 
Tined  : — my  one-legged,  one-armed  host  was  the  owner  of  this  compli- 
cated machine,  and  the  performer  on  it,  whose  wonderful  tone  and  exe- 
cution had  caused  me  so  much  pleasure.  But  what  will  be  said  when 
1  tell  the  astonished,  but  perhaps  incredulous  public,  that  his  '^  good 
right  hand''  was  the  sole  and  simple  one  that  bored  and  polished  the 
wood,  turned  the  keys  and  the  i?ory  which  united  the  joints,  and  ac- 
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complished  the  entire  arrangement  of  an  instrument,  unrivalled,  I  most 
belieye,  in  ingenuity  and  perfection. 

Being  but  an  indifferent  musician,  and  worse  mechanic,  I  shall  not 
attempt  minutely  to  describe  the  peculiarities  of  the  music  or  the  ma- 
nagement of  the  flute,  as  the  maker  and  performer  ran  over,  with  his 
four  miraculous  fingers,  some  of  the  most  difficult  solos  in  Verne's  and 
Berbiguer^s  compositions,  which  lay  on  the  table  before  him.  Nothmg 
could  be  more  true,  more  tasteful,  or  more  surprising,  than  was  his  ex- 
ecution— ^nothing  more  picturesque  or  interesting  than  his  figure,  as  he 
bent  down  to  the  instrument  as  if  in  devotion  to  his  art.  I  listened  for 
more  than  an  hour,  as  his  mellow  and  silvery  tones  were  echoed  from 
the  lofbfr  walls  of  his  chamber,  and  returned  by  vibrations  from  the 
guitar,  which  seemed  as  much  delighted  as  myself,  for  it  "  discoursed 
most  eloquent  music.'^ 

This  extraordinary  man  is  a  half-pay  colonel  in  the  French  service, 
though  a  German  by  birth.  His  limbs  received  their  summary  ampu- 
tation by  two  quick-sent  cannon  shots  at  the  battle  of  Dresden  (1  be- 
lieve).    Since  he  was  disabled,  he  has  lived  in  his  present  retirement, 

"  passing  rich  on  fifty  pounds  a  year  ;^' 

and  happy  is  it  for  him  that  Naturo  endpwed  him  with  a  tasteful  and 
mechanical  mind  frare  combinations^,  while  Art  furnished  him  with 
that  knowledge  ot  music  without  wnich  his  life  would  have  been  a 
burden.     I  do  not  consider  myself  at  liberty  to  enter  into  the  minutiae 
of  his  eventful  story,  which  he  told  with  a  naivete  and  candour  enough 
to  have  charmed  a  second  Desdemona.    But  with  regard  to  his  flute- 
playing,  he  actually  brought  the  moisture  into  my  eyes  by  the  touching 
manner  in  which  he  recounted  his  despair  on  discovering  that  he  had 
lost  his  arm — the  leg  was  in  comparison  a  worthless  and  unregretted 
member.     It  needs  not  to  be  told  that  he  was  an  enthusiast  in  music  ; 
^  and  when  he  believed  himself  thus  deprived  of  the  best  enjoyment  of  his 
life,  he  was  almost  distracted.     In  the  feverish  sleep,  snatched  at  inter- 
vals from  suffering,  he  used  constantly  to  dream  that  he  was  listening 
to  delicious  concerts  in  which  he  was,  as  he  had  been  wont,  a  primdpal 
performer.     Strains  of  more  than  earthly  harmony  seemed  sometimes 
floating  round  him,  and  his  own  flute  was  ever  the  leading  instrument. 
Frequently,  at  moments  of  the  greatest  delight,  some  of  the  inexpli- 
cable machinery  of  dreams  went  wrong.  One  of  those  sylphs,  perhaps, 
the  lovely  imaginings  of  Baxter^s  fanciful  theory,  had  snapt  the  chord 
that  strung  his  visioned  joys.    He  awoke  in  ecstacy :  the  tones  vi- 
brated for  a  while  upon  his  brain ;  but,  recalled  to  sensation  by  a  union 
of  bodily  pain  and  mental  agony,  his  inefficient  stump  gave  the  he 
direct  to  all  his  dreamy  paradise,  and  the  gallant  and  mutilated  soldier 
wept  like  an  infant  for  whole  hours  together !     He  might  make  a  for- 
tune, I  think,  if  he  would  visit  England  and  appear  as  a  public  per- 
former ;  but  his  pride  forbids  this,  and  he  remains  at  Arques,  to  shew 
to  any  visitor  unusual  proofs  of  talent,  ingenuity,  and  philosophy. 

G. 
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It  frequently  happens  among  the  different  works  of  a  man  of  genius 
all  equally  excellent,  that  some  descend  to  posterity  amid  the  applauses 
of  mankind,  while  others  from  their  births  remain  in  obscurity.  This 
phenomenon  in  literature,  seldom  noticed  and  never  satisfactorily  ex- 
plained, seems  in  the  case  of  Tasso  to  be  almost  unaccountable ;  his 
lyrics  being  undeservedly  neglected  even  in  Italy,  while  his  epic  po- 
etry has  been  uniformly  the  admiration  of  Europe.  The  Jerusalem 
Delivered  ever  was,  and  will  be,  the  mark  at  which  critics,  ambitious 
of  displaying  their  skill,  level  their  shafls, — those  shaAs  which  without 
endangering  the  glory  of  the  poet  wounded  even  to  death  the  heart  of 
the  man— — 

'^  But  be  a  blessed,  and  for  them  recks  not ; 
Amidst  the  other  primal  beings  glad, 
Rolls  on  his  sphere  and  in  his  bliss  exults.^' 

Should  the  vicissitudes  of  ages  change  the  languages  of  the  earth, 
and  Italian  no  more  be  spoken,  there  will  still  be  found  those  who  will 
dwell  with  admiration  on  the  pages  of  the  Jerusalem  Delivered.  The 
lyrics  of  Tasso,  springing  from  the  same  noble  source,  though  they 
betray  more  of  the  imperfection  inseparable  from  humanity,  exhibit 
beauties  of  a  cast  not  less  extraordinary  than  the  genius  of  the  poet. 
They  were  the  momentary  outpourings  of  his  soul ;  yet  he  devoted  to 
them  all  the  care  of  a  great  artist,  who,  in  whatever  he  undertakes 
always  has  perfection  in  view.    Thus, 

His  wild  song  speaks  the  sorfows  of  his  heart, 
His  Ijre  still  breathes  with  all  the  rules  of  art : 

and  in  several  letters  to  intimate  friends,  he  anticipates  for  his  short 
pieces  almost  as  great  an  immortality  as  for  his  mightier  epic.  But 
they  are  nevertheless  seldom  mentioned,  and  scarcely  ever  read.  They 
have  indeed  met  with  several  editors,  but  we  cannot  say  that  we  pos- 
sess any  correct  edition  of  them,  as  they  were  collected  during  the  long 
years  of  his  imprisonment,  and  published,  if  not  against  his  will,  at 
least  without  his  superintendence.  The  volume  containing  them  was 
also  wilfully  swelled  out  with  spurious  pieces ;  much  was  omitted  through 
haste  or  ignorance,  and  his  poetry  disgraced  by  inaccuracies  of  such  a 
nature  as  to  make  it  scarcely  cog^zable  even  by  the  author  himself. 
He,  therefore,  thought  it  necessary  to  revise  it ;  and  in  many  instances 
his  alterations  seem  to  have  been  so  material,  that,  in  a  collection 
published  some  time  after  his  death,  we  meet  with  less  of  the  language 
and  verses  than  the  number  and  titles  of  the  pieces  formerly  printed. 
Interpolations,  omissions,  and  errors  of  every  sort  were  also  scattered 
throughout  this  new  edition,  professed  to  be  the  only  genuine  one ; 
and  as  none  possessed  the  means,  if  they  had  the  intention,  of  collat- 
ing the  original  manuscript,  there  is  in  consequence  no  text  of  the  Lyric 
Poetry  of  Tasso  that  can  be  depended  upon.  To  this  cause,  which 
contributed  to  make  his  pieces  less  popular,  may  be  added  others  pecu- 
liar to  Italy.  When  Despotism  kept  genius  in  chains,  and  hired  litera- 
ture to  render  it  subservient  to  its  own  purposes,  great  authors  disap- 
peared, and  their  places  were  filled  by  an  innumerable  crowd  of  others 
below  mediocrity.  These  latter  undertook  the  office  of  writing  their 
literary  history,  and  founded  codes  of  criticism.     It  was  naturally  their 
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interest  to  establish  the  national  gloiy  upon  the  number  rather  than  the 
merit  of  authors.  Haying  acknowledged  Tasso  to  be  a  great  epic  poet, 
they  conld  nbt  acknowledge  him  a  Ijric  writer  of  the  firrt  class  without 
diminishing  the  reputation .  of  other  makers  of  sonnets  and  odes. 
Lyric  poetry  was  then  divided  into  species,  and  these  species  into 
classes ;  and  at  the  head  of  each  dlTision  and  sabdivision  a  poet  was 
placed,  with  the  right  of  being  considered  perpetnal  Actator  In  ho 
species  and  class,  and  to  remain  so  without  competitor  in  future  ages. 
The  Italians  were  not  in  these  times  a  nation  of  readers,  and  they  pro^ 
fessed,  respecting  literary  matters,  the  same  implicit  Mth  that  they 
were  accustomed  to  yield  in  matters  of  religion.  As  they  had  a  saint 
for  agues  or  intermittents,  another  for  bilious  fevers,  a  third  for  the 
toothache,  and  another  for  a  pain  in  the  head,  so  they  had  a  patron 
poet  for  madrigals,  epigrams,  the  9onnetto  erotco,  and  the  anacreontic, 
and  even  one  for  the  lonnetetMi,  an  old-maidish  species  of  sonnet  These 
laws  were  the  more  respected,  inasmuch  as  within  the  last  thirty  years 
the  monks  were  at  the  head  of  literature,  and  the  oracles  of  rhetoric 
issued  from  the  mouths  of  the  masters  of  colleges.  Thus,  criticisoi, 
as  well  as  doctrines  in  theology,  were  estaUished  by  constitutional 
and  inyariable  tradition,  to  which  nothing  could  be  added  or  taken 
away ;  and  because,  at  the  end  of  the  sixteenth  century,  the  monks, 
who  were  masters  of  colleges,  did  not  recommend  the  lyric  poetry  of 
Tasso  as  a  model  for  study,  it  was  never  adopted  as  such  In  any  <^ 
those  seminaries  of  learning.  To  these  and  similar  regulations  no  msn 
of  letters  dared  to  oppose  Umself  without  becoming  subject  to  satires, 
intrigues,  and  the  imputation  of  heresy.  This  may  seem  to  he  an 
exaggerated  statement ;  but  it  is  strictly  correct ;  and  in  the  sequel  we 
ahali  have  occasion  to  give  prooft  of  its  being  so,  at  once  melancholy 
and  ridiculous.  In  this  way  some  booksellers  speculated,  with  the 
quackery  of  the  trade,  on  the  national  vanity,  by  professing  to  print 
by  subscription  the  Italian  daisies.  To  swell  their  edition  Uiey  made 
them  amount  to  half  a  thousand  volumes ;  yet  while  they  published  the 
opera  omnia  of  versifiers  hardly  worthy  to  be  so  called,  such  was  the 
prejudice  against  Tasso^s  lyric  poetry  that  they  published  nothing  more 
of  it  than  extracts,  and  even  those  ill  chosen.  It  is  not  therefore  as- 
tonishing that  Mr.  Mathias  has  given  his  countrymen  the  odes  of  Guidi 
and*  Filicaja  as  the  most  sublime  models  of  poetry  in  the  Italian  lan- 
guage. It  ia  said,  too,  that  he  has  admirably  imitated  their  Italian 
Pindaric  Odes.  We  believe  that  Guidi  and  Filicaja,  while  they  would 
exalt  their  strains  to  heaven,  do  not  really  mount  so  high ;  these  as- 
piring gentlemen  often  find  themselves  enveloped  among  cold,  dark, 
and  humid  clouds,  where  nevertheless  they  attract  a  blind  admiratioo. 
It  would  be  absurd  to  deny  that  Mr.  Mathias  has  carried  his  Imitation 
in  this  respect  to  the  extreme  of  perfection — harmony  rolls  through 
his  Italian  verses  and  Guidian  bombast  like  thunder  among  the  clouds, 
while  the  few  of  his  phrases  which  we  are  successful  in  comprehend- 
ing may  be  compared  to  flashes  of  lightning  that  only  serve  to  make 
the  night  thicker  and  more  awful — 

Claras  ob  obscuram  linguaxn  magis  infer  inaneie. 

a  celebrity  not  to  be  scoffed  at. 
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The  sliort  pieces  of  Ta»o  are  the  more  intereating^,  inasmuch  as  they 
are  the  sudden  conceptions  of  a  man  fonned  by  nature  to  think  too 
deeply,  and  condemned  by  fortune  for  a  long  period  to  a  solitude, 
where  he  could  pour  out  his  bursting  feelings  no  other  way  but  in 
writing.  In  spite  of  the  disorder  with  which  his  pieces  are  printed, 
their  different  tones  of  character  are  so  distinguishable,  as  to  indicate, 
without  the  necessity  of  dates,  the  various  epochs  when  they  were 
penned.  His  lines  describe  the  state  of  his  mind  in  the  different  stages 
of  his  life.  The  poetry  which  he  wrote  in  his  youth  is  nearly  all  on 
the  subject  of  loye.  His  verses  are  addressed  to  many  different  ladies, 
and  it  appears  from  his  gallantry  with  all,  that  he  bad  not  then  felt  a  real 
passioa  for  any.  Tasso  was  one  of  those  men,  whose  life  was  knowm 
even  in  the  minutest  details,  partly  from  the  frankness  and  imprudence 
of  his  character,  and  partly  from  the  celebrity  which  on  every  account 
was  attached  to  liim.  Friends  and  enemies  were  equally  interested  in 
observing  and  describing  his  movements.  Thus  two  centuries  after 
his  death  we  have  his  biography  written  with  such  exactness  that  it 
appears  a  journal  of  his  actions,  opiuions,  and  most  secret  thoughts. 
Nevertiieless,  we  do  not  find  there  any  notice  of  loose  morals,  nor  of 
the  multitude  of  cruel  enemies,  hypocrites,  and  calumniators,  who 
attacked  his  reputation,  both  as  an  author  and  as  a  man,  none  of  whom 
dared  to  cast  on  him  the  imputation  of  libert|nism.  His  fugitive 
pieces  however  shew,  that  in  professing  to  treat  Ioto  in  the  manner 
of  Petrarch  he  felt  it  like  Ovid,  and  sometimes  he  expressed  himself 
like  Anacreon ;  but  he  is  uniformly  more  delicate  than  either.  The 
following  short  song  will  serve  as  an  exquisite  model  of  its  kind. 

Non  9ono  in  queste  rive 

Fiori  cosi  venni^li, 

Come  le  labbra  della  donna  mia : 

Nd  il  8Uon  delP  aure  eative, 
Tra  fonti  e  rose  e  gigli, 
Fan  del  suo  canto  pijl  dolce  armonia, 

Canto,  che  m^ardi  e  piaci, 
'PiateiTompano  solo  i  nostri  baci. 

<^  There  is  not  to  be  found  in  the  garden  a  flower  as  ruby-coloured  as 
the  lips  of  my  love ;  nor  do  the  mbigled  sounds  e£  the  wind  rustling 
among  the  trees,  the  melody  of  the  birds,  or  the  murmurs  of  the 
fountain,  come  over  my  soul  with  such  sweet  harmony  as  the  song  of 
my  loye — O  sweet  song !  may  it  never  be  interrupted  except  by  our 
kisses !'' 

Many  pieces  of  this  kind,  although  not  absolutely  copies,  are  imi- 
tations  of  the  Greek  and  Latin  writers.  Tasso  has  sometimes  made  a 
too  scrupulous  acknowledgment  of  bis  study  of  their  beauties  to  trans- 
plant them  into  his  poems.  But  his  language  is  always  of  his  own 
creation,  new  and  yet  correct,  full  of  sweetness  and  of  majesty,  of 
sublimity  and  of  perspicuity.  The  following  stanzas,  the  ideas  of 
which  may  be  found  in  eveiy  page  of  Horace,  acquire  from  the  style 
of  Tasso  new  life  and  a  fresh  claim  to  originality — 

Odi,  FSUi,  che  tuona !  odi,  che  in  gelo 
11  yapor  di  Ik  su  converso  piove ! 
Ma  che  curar  dobbiam,  cbe  faccia  Glove  ? 
Godiam  noi  qui,  a'  egli  d  turbato  in  cielo. 
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Oodiamo  amando,  e  mn  doice  ardente  sdo 

Queste  gioje  nottume  in  noi  rinnoTe  ; 
Teina  il  volgo  i  suoi  tuonl,  e  port!  altroTe 
Fortuna  o  caso  il  suo  fulmineo  telo. 

Ben  folle  ed  a  se  steno  empio  i  colui, 

Che  spera  e  teme  ;  e  in  aspettando  il  male, 
61i  si  fa  incontro,  e  sua  miaeria  aflretta. 

Pera  il  mondo  e  rovini ;  a  me  non  cale, 
Se  non  di  quel,  che  piik  piace  e  diletta, 
Che,  se  terra  sard,  terra  ancor  fui. 

^^  Hark,  Phyllis,  to  the  thunder  in  the  skies  mid  the  darkness  of  the 
night,  and  the  clouds  condensed  in  hail  falling  against  the  flowers ! 
But  what  matters  it  to  us  what  Jupiter  does  ?  Whilst  we  are  jojful 
on  earth,  let  him  be  angry  in  his  heavens. 

^^  Let  love  be  our  happiness ;  let  his  smiles  and  his  ardour  enable 
us  to  rejoice  even  amid  the  darkness  and  the  tempest  of  the  night;  let 
the  vulgar  be  afraid  of  the  thunder,  which  will  fall  wherever  chance 
may  carry  it. 

^^  How  mad,  how  cruel  against  himself  is  the  man  who  never  ceases 
from  hopes  and  fears,  and  thus  provokes  them  to  make  him  an  incon- 
solable wretch. 

^^  While  I  enjoy  life,  what  need  1  care  for  the  impending  ruin  and 
destruction  of  the  world  ?     Am  I  not  bom  to  be  destroyed  ?     I  shall 
become  dust — the  very  dust  which  I  was  before  my  birth.^' 
This  piece  is  followed  by  a  recantation,  which  also  begins, 
Odi,  Filli,  che  tuona ! 
The  sentiments   in  this   are  more  religious,  but  the  poetry  is  Dot 
equally  attractive.    His  chef^csvore  among  his  amorous  poetry  is  an 
ode,  the  length  of  which  prevents  our  giving  it  here.    It  is  addressed 
to  Vifille  de  chambre  whom  he  flattered,  and  with  whom  he  professed 
himself  in  love,  that  he  might,  by  het  intercession  with  her  mistress, 
obtain  his  suit — 

lo  gli  occhi  a  te  riTolto, 

E  nel  tuo  vezzosetto  e  lieto  vise 

Dolcemente  m^  affiso ; 

Brana  sei  tu,  ma  bella, 

Qual  yergine  viola ;  e  del  tuo  vago 

Sembiante  io  si  m^  appago, 

Che  non  disdegno  signoria  d^  ancella. 

^^  While  the  heavenly  beauty  of  thy  lady  dazzles  my  sight,  I  ton 
myself  to  gaze  on  the  smiles  and  graces  of  thy  face  ;  there  my  eyes 
and  my  heart  find  a  sweet  welcome.  Thou  art  brown,  but  such  is 
the  hue  and  charms  of  a  vii^in  violet^  and  such  is  my  delight  when 
wooing  you,  that  I  do  not  disdain  to  be  under  the  command  of  a 
servant." 

Of  the  character  and  tendency  of  this  ode,  the  reader  can  form  an 
idea  from  the  few  lines  composing  the  last  stanza. 

Vanne  occulta,  canzone, 
Nata  d^  amore  e  di  pietoso  zelo, 
A  quella  bella  man,  che  con  tant^  arte 
L^  altrui  chiome  comparte. 
>Di  che  P  asconda  fra  le  mamme  e  il  vele 
Dagli  uomini  e  dal  cielo. 
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^  Now,  mj  song,  go  secretly  to  those  hands,  the  skill  of  whieh  adds 
beauty  to  the  most  beautifal  tresses — tell  her  to  place  thee  between 
her  veil  and  her  bosom ;  to  secure  thee  from  being  seen  by  the  severe 
eyes  of  men  and  gods." 

After  these  juvenile  effusions  we  must  class  the  pieces  written  under 
the  influence  of  love.  In  these  there  is  every  where  seen  the  ex- 
treme ardour  of  a  hopeless  passion,  mingled  with  a  species  of  awe 
towards  the  person  of  the  object.  There  is  not  one  expression  to  be 
met  with  in  them  that  can  raise  a  blush ;  at  the  same  time  his  efforts 
to  exalt  and  justify  his  love  by  Platonic  opinions  lead  him  into  the 
double  fault  of  appearing  too  refined  as  a  lover  and  too  servile  an 
imitator  of  Petrarch.  But  there  are  passages  dictated  by  that  real 
passion  which  is  always  the  most  eloquent  inspirer  of  genius;  and  in 
these  Tasso  is  also  a  poet,  and  as  original  as  Petrarch. 

Ben  veggio  avrinta  al  lido  oraata  nave, 

£  il  nocchier,  che  m^  alletta,  e  il  mar,  che  giace 

Senza  onda,  e  il  freddo  Borea,  ed  Austro  tace, 

£  aol  dolce  V  increspa  aura  soave  : 
Ma  il  vento  e  Amore  e  il  mar  fede  non  ave ; 

Altri  seguendo  il  lusingar  fallace 

Per  nottumo  seren  gia  sciohe  audace, 

Che  ora  e  sommerso,  o  ya  perduto  e  pare. 
Vejaio  trofei  del  mar,  rotte  le  vele, 

TVonche  le  sarte,  e  biancheggiar  V  arena 

D'  ossa  insepolte,  e  intomo  errar  gli  spiriti. 

^^  I  see  on  the  shore  the  ship  pompously  decorated — the  pilot  invites 
me ;  the  ocean,  in  all  its  magnificeat  beauty,  is  unrufiQed  by  the  storm, 
its  surface  only  rippled  by  a  gentle  breeze.  But  there  is  no  faith  in 
the  winds,  in  the  waves,  or  in  love.  How  many,  allured  by  these 
promising  appearances,  sailed  under  the  auspices  of  a  serene  night. 
Behold,  the  sails  are  rent,  the  rig^cg  broken,  and  the  wreck  strewn 
on  the  waves,  a  trophy  of  the  sea,  whilst  the  shores  are  whitened  by 
unburied  bones,  and  I  see  their  ghosts  wander  without  rest." 

With  the  love  pieces  of  Tasso  are  mingled  those  which  he  composed 
in  his  character  of  poet  laureat  to  the  different  patrons  who  received 
him  at  their  courts.  There  is  not  one  of  these  panegyrics  that  does  not 
contain  lines  and  sometimes  stanzas  worthy  of  him;  but,  perhaps,  there 
is  not  one  that  can  be  mentioned,  as  a  whole,  meriting  preservation. 
His  fortune  gained  by  them  as  little  as  his  poetical  reputation.  His 
patrons,  judging  these  flatteries  dictated  by  fear,  perceived  the  feeble- 
ness of  the  man,  and  were  the  more  bold  in  punishing  his  faults  and 
imprudences  as  crimes.  Historians  will  be  ever  embarrassed  to  explain 
the  reasons  of  Tasso's  imprisonment.  It  is  involved  in  the  same  ob- 
scurity as  the  exile  of  Ovid.  Both  were  among  those  thunderstrokes 
that  Despotism  suddenly  darts  forth.  In  crushing  their  victims,  they 
terrified  them,  and  reduced  spectators  to  silence.  There  are  incidents 
in  courts  that,  although  known  to  many  persons,  remain  in  eternal 
oblivion.  Contemporaries  dare  not  reveal,  .and  posterity  can  only 
divine  them.  It  was  moreover  the  interest  of  the  House  of  Este  that 
the  misfortunes  of  Tasso  should  be  attributed  to  his  bodily  complaints 
and  his  tendency  to  insanity  ;  and  some  writers  exhort  us  gravely  to 
thank  the  Duke  Alphonso  for  placing  Tasso  in  a  place  of  security,  and 
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prerenting  him  from  becoming  worse.  Thus  it  is  In  prison,  in  sdilade, 
in.  want  of  the  most  necessary  things  of  life,  in  a  provolLing  perseca- 
tlon,  and  in  daily  humiliation — ^it  is  from  the  hands  of  his  jailor,  and  in 
the  middle  of  spies,  that  he  is  to  regain  his  health  and  his  senses !  The 
posterity  of  the  House  of  Este,  though  despoiled  by  the  Popes  of  a 
great  portion  of  its  estates,  preserved  the  Duchy  of  Modena,  where  it 
continued  to  favour  literature,  and  ^o  attract  its  services.  It  is  from 
Modena  that  the  most  laborious  and  useful  works  in  history,  politics,  and 
Italian  literature,  have  proceeded.  Muratori,  Zaccaria,  and  TiraboKhi 
laboured  during  the  whole  of  the  eighteenth  century  at  Modena,  under 
the  patronage  of  the  Hou^e  of  Este.  In  telling  all  the  truths  which  tbej 
were  then  able  to  publish  against  the  usurpations  of  the  Roman  church, 
they  kept  silence  respecting  every  thing  which  might  compromise  the 
reputation  of  their  patrons.  A  poet  who  dared  to  love  a  princess  of  Este, 
and  a  princess  who  had  encouraged  him,  were,  in  the  view  of  Italian 
statesmen,  scandals  which  could  not  be  spoken  by  any  without  render- 
ing them  guilty  of  high  treason. 

At  the  same  time  we  are  told  that  the  sort  of  IndifTerence  which 
the  princess  exhibited  for  the  misfortunes  of  Tasso,  and  the  little 
effort  she  made  to  obtain  his  liberty,  are  evident  proo6  that  her  heart 
was  never  interested  in  his  behalf.  But  this  is  one  of  the  n^atire 
arguments  founded  on  an  hypothesis  that  may  be  easily  destroyed  by 
a  thousand  others  equally  plausible.  Was  not  the  princess  anzioos 
to  avoid  her  own  ruin  ?  In  taking  too  warm  an  interest  for  the  poet, 
did  she  not  risk  destroying  herself  without  saving  him  ?  Besides, 
might  she  not  be  one  of  the  thousand  cold  coqtiettes,  who,  relying  upon 
the  modesty  of  their  actions,  believe  themselves  conscientiously  vir- 
tuous ;  and  after  having  trifled  with  the  feelings  of  a  noble  heart,  and 
thrown  all  the  fault  upon  it,  con6ne  themselves  to  testifying  their  pltj, 
at  the  same  time  that,  in  the  bottom  of  their  souls,  they  are  proud  of 
the  too  fatal  power  of  their  sex  ?  These  are  but  dark  conjectures,  and 
the  only  thing  that  really  appears  is,  that  the  misfortunes  of  Tasso 
were  the  effect  of  an  unconquerable  and  unhappy  passion,  wiiich  Al- 
phonso  chose  to  punish  with  such  a  jealous  tyranny,  as  to  make  one 
suspect  that  the  object  of  Tasso's  passion  was  rather  a  mistress  than  a 
sister  of  the  Duke. 

However  the  case  may  be,  the  shori  pieces  which  Tasso  wrote  in 
prison  are  superior  not  only  to  almost  all  the  others  in  his  lyrical  col- 
lection, but  also  to  a  great  number  of  odes  and  sonnets  of  other  poets 
that  the  Italians  cite  as  chef<Pceuvres.  Nevertheless  he  believed  that 
his  sufferings  had  quenched  his  genius,  and  that  his  mind  was  more 
formed  for  contemplation  than  for  action. 

Ch^  egro  e  stanco  dagli  anni,  ove  piu  rare 
Tenti  le  rime  far,  men  piaciono  elle, 
£  in  minor  pregio  io  son,  che  gii  non  era. 

Pur  non  langue  la  mente,  e  prigioniera 
Esce  dal  career  suo  ;  ne  qnel,  che  pare. 
Ma  Porme  scorge  e  vere  e  pure  e  belle. 
Tired  and  infirm  with  age,  my  toils  to  scale 
The  Heaven  of  poesy  proclaim  how  chill, 
And  changed  a  thing  I  am  become  !  yet  still 
Droops  not  the  immortal  mind,  bat  from  its  gaol 
Flies  forth,  and  spuming  every  meaner  view, 
Dwells  on  the  pure,  the  beautifol,  and  true* 
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Time,  from  which  he  hoped  at  least  the  remedy  of  eternal  repose, 
£d  nothing  hut  nourish  hi^  hopes  and  renew  and  prolong  his  sufferings. 

Vecchio  ed  alato  Dio,  nato  col  Sole 
Ad  an  parto  medesmo,  e  con  le  stelle, 
Che  distruggi  le  cose,  e  rinnovelle, 
Mentre  per  torte  vie  vole  e  rivole. 
Graf,  vinged  God,  twinnM  -with  the  glorious  sun 
And  stars,  destroyer,  quickener  of  all  thmgs  ! 
Whilst  round  and  round  thy  flying  race  is  run, 
To  me  thy  flight  calm  solace  never  brings. 

Powerful  friends  seemed  to  interest  themselves  for  him ;  they  per- 
mitted liim  daily  to  hope  for  an  abridgment  of  his  imprisonment ;  he 
received  assurances — "  But,  no,"  he  wrote  to  Scipion  Gonzaga,  patri- 
arch of  Jerusalem,  ^'  pity  is  dead  among  men :  kings  make  it  a  duty  to 
banish  it  from  their  hearts ;  it  is  a  virtue  that  now  dwells  onlj  in  hea- 
ven, and  disdains  to  return  to  the  earth ;  and  thus  my  tears  prevail  no 
more  below.  Those  who  have  pledged  me  their  faith  mock  my  suf- 
ferings, and  break  their  own  promises ;  and  I  believe  there  will  never 
be  an  end  to  this  unworthy  treatment,  which  holds  me  every  moment 
between  life  and  death.  Behold  me  an  inhabitant  of  a  living  tomb ;  see 
me  an  animated  corpse,  with  eyes  fixed  on  a  door  which  never  opens 
but  for  the  dead.'^ 

Scipio,  pietate  ^  morta,  ed  ^  bandita 

Da  regi  petti,  e  nel  celeste  regno 

Tra  i  divi  alberga,  e  prende  il  mondo  a  sdegno, 

Nd  fia  la  voce  del  mio  pianto  udita. 
Dnnque  la  nobil  {k  sari  scheniita, 

Ch^  ^  di  mia  liberty  si  nobU  pegno ; 

Nd  fine  avrsL  mai  questo  strazio  indegno, 

Che  m^  inforsa  cosi  tra  morte  e  vita  ? 

Questa  ^  tbmba  de^  vivi,  ov*  io  son  chiuso 
Cadavero  spirante,  e  si  disserra, 
Solo  il  career  de'  morti. 


Sorrow  was  almost  always  the  Muse  of  Tasso,  and  often  dictated  to 
him  verses  such  as  are  to  be  searched  for  in  vain  in  any  other  poet ; 
because  few  have  been  so  great,  and  none  as  unhappy  as  he.  But  it 
has  been  observed,  that  the  pieces  which  he  wrote  in  prison  have  been 
as  unfortunate  as  their  author.  No  person  cites,  no  one  speaks  of,  and 
possibly  no  one  ever  noticed  an  ode  addressed  to  the  two  sisters  of  the 
duke.  It  was  a  crime  then  to  mention  their  mother  Renata,  because 
she  had  favoured  the  Protestants,  and  was  herself  exposed  to  exile  and 
imprisonment.  But  Tasso,  addressing  them  as  ^^  Daughters  of  Renata," 
hoped  to  excite  their  sympathy  by  the  association  of  his  own  misfor- 
tunes with  those  of  their  mother — an  expedient,  however,  which,  like 
many  others,  proved  unavailing  to  him. 
O  flglie  di  Renata 

•  •••••• 

•  •••••• 

A  voi  parlo,  in  cui  fanno 

Si  Concorde  armonia, 

Onest^,  senno,  onor,  bellezza,  e  gloria : 

A  voi  spiego  il  mio  aiffanno. 


i 


SSO  The  Ljfrk  Poetry  of  Tasso. 

E  dalla  pena  mia 

Nano,  e  in  parte  piangendo,  acerba  istoria  ; 

Ed  in  Toi  la  memoria 

Di  Toi,  di  me  rinnoTO  : 

VcMtri  effetti  cortesi, 

Gli  anni  xniei  tra  toi  spesi, 

Qual  son,  qual  fui,  che  chiedo,  ore  mi  troTo, 

Chi  mi  giiido,  chi  chiaie, 

Laiio  !  cfai  m^  affidd,  chi  mi  deliue. 

Queste  cose  rammento 
A  Toi,  piangendo,  o  prole 
D^  eroi,  di  regi  |^loriota  e  grande : 
E  se  nel  mio  lamento 
Scarse  son  le  parole, 
Lagrime  larghe  il  mio  dolor  Ti  spande. 
Cetre,  trombe,  ghirlande 
Mlsero  piango,  e  piango 
Stadj,  disporti,  ed  agi, 
Mense,  logge,  e  palagi, 
Ore  or  fui  nobil  serro,  ed  or  compagno  : 
Libertade  e  salute, 
E  leggi,  oimd,  d^  umanitA  perdute  I 

Da  nipoti  d^  Adamo, 

Oime  !  chi  mi  divide  ? 


Daughter!  of  Re&ata,  give  ear !  to  you 
I  talk,  in  vhom  birth,  beauty,  sense  refined. 
Virtue,  gentility,  and  glory  true. 
Are  in  such  perfect  harmony  combined. 
To  you  my  anguidi  I  unfold— a  scroll 
Of  bittemes»-~my  wrongs,  my  pangs,  my  fears. 
Part  of  my  tale  ; — I  cannot  tell  the  whole. 
But  by  rebellious  tears  I 
I  will  recall  you  to  yourselves,  renew 
Memory  of  me,  your  courtesy,  your  smile 
Of  gracious  kindness,  and,  vowM  all  to  you. 
My  beautiful  past  years ! — 

What  then  I  was — ^what  am ;  what,  woe  the  while, 
I  am  reduced  to  beg^from  whence  ;  what  star. 
Guided  me  hither ;  who  with  bolt  and  bar 
Confined,  and  who,  when  I  for  freedom  grieved. 
Promised  me  hope,  yet  still  that  hope  deceived ! 

These  I  call  back  to  you.    O  heirs  divine 
Of  glorious  demigods  and  kings  !  and  if 
My  words  are  weak  and  few,  the  tears  which  grief 
"Wrings  out  are  eloquent  enough : — I  pine 
For  the  loved  lutes !  lyres !  laurels  I  for  the  shine 
Of  suns  ;  for  my  dear  studies,  sports,  my  late 
So  elegant  delights,  mirth,  music,  wine  ; 
Piazzas,  palaces,  where  once  I  sate 
A  noble  servant  and  beloved  friend  ; 
For  health  destroyM,  for  freedom  at  an  end  ; 
The  gloom,  the  solitude,  the  eternal  grate  ; 
And  for  laws  the  Charities  provide  ; 
Oh  agony  I  to  me  denied !  denied ! 

From  my  sweet  brotherhood  of  men,  alas. 
Who  shuts  me  out  ? — 
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ADVERTISEMENT  FOR  A  DEDICATES. 

"  Thy  letters  have  transported  me  beyond 
This  ignorant  present  time ;  and  I  feel  now 
The  future  in  the  instant.^'  Macbkth. 

^  I  will  contrive  some  way  to  make  it  known  to  futurity  that  I  had  your  lord- 
ship for  my  patron.^^  Swift. 

Allow  me,  Mr.  Editor,  through  the  mediam  of  your  eDtertaining  and 
widely-circulated  Misceilaoy,  (these,  I  believe,  are  the  established 
phrases  when  a  commanicaDt  wishes  to  purchase  admission,)  to  inform 
the  friends  and  patrons  of  literature,  who  happen  to  possess  the  power 
of  rewardii^  as  well  as  distinguishing  merit,  that  I  have  just  completed 
an  Epic  Poem,  in  twenty-four  cantos,  constructed  as  Apelles  painted 
his  Venus,  by  combining  all  the  most  distinguishing  beauties  of  my 
contemporaries,  prosaic  and  poetical,  in  one  elaborate  and  immortal 
work.  It  is  in  the  octo^llabic  irregular  metre :  my  hero  is  a  sort  of 
civilized  savage,  uniting  all  the  bursts  of  passion  and  ferocious  valour 
of  a  barbarian,  with  the  refined  love  and  unalterable  constancy  of  a 
fteux  cheoaUer  ;  and  after  many  melting,  fierce,  and  tragical  adventures 
with  the  heroine,  who  has  a  blueish  bloom  upon  her  glossy  black  hair, 
voluptuous  lips,  and  eyes  like  the  Gazelle,  they  both  finally  disappear 
in  a  mysterious  and  unexplained  manner ;  makhig  themselves  air,  like 
the  witches  in  Macbeth  or  the  spectral  figures  of  a  phantasmagoria. 
Then  1  have  a  supernatural  nondescript,  in  the  shape  of  a  crazy  bel- 
dame; who,  however,  occasionally  assumes  the  semblance  of  a  deformed 
imp,  or  dwarf,  seemingly  a  cross  breed  between  the  Pythoness  and  the 
Gipsy,  or  Caliban  and  a  witch,  who  reads  and  prophesies  in  the  fus- 
tian style  of  Bobadil  or  Pistol,  and,  though  he,  she,  or  it,  have  not  wit 
enoi^h  to  escape  from'  hunger  and  rags,  is  yet  giiled  with  real  pre- 
science, made  the  pivot  of  the  whole  plot,  all  the  complications  of 
which  are  forced  to  wind  and  evolve  in  subserviency  to  the  delirious 
rhapsodies  of  this  inspired  hag,  or  urchin.  The  propriety  of  such  a 
character,  in  a  work  professing  to  be  a  picture  of  real  life,  and  founded 
upon  authentic  history,  as  mine  is,  will  not,  I  think,  be  questioned  by 
the  most  hypercritical  reader.  Moreover,  I  have  a  metaphysical  muf> 
fin-man,  who  indulges  in  high  and  holy  musings,  philosophises  the  face 
of  nature,  disserts  upon  the  mysteries  of  creation,  delights  in  the  most 
exalted  and  profound  abstractions,  and  occasionally  rings  his  bell  and 
cries  ^^  muffins  V^  with  as  simple,  natural,  and  penny-beseeching  a  look, 
tempered,  however,  with  dignity,  as  was  ever  assumed  by  Belisarius 

himself.    I  have  also  a ;  but,  soAly,  let  me  not  divulge  too 

much ;  for  in  these  times  of  literary  competition,  a  rival  author  may 
first  steal  a  hint,  and  by  that  means  pick  my  pocket  of  my  whole  story, 
as  has  already  been  effected  in  numerous  instances.  One  may  submit 
to  be  pillaged  by  the  dead,  and  in  this  way  it  is  astonishing  what  a  num- 
ber of  good  things  I  myself  have  had  stolen  from  me  by  Shakspeare 
and  others;  but  this  plagiarism  by  anticipation  on  the  part  of  the 
living — this  ante-natal  robbery,  sometimes  extending  to  our  very 
names  and  attributes,  as  in  the  instance  of  the  unfortunate  Peter  Bell, 
— loudly  calls  for  legislative  interference,  or  we  may  all  of  us  have  our 
literary  bantlings  cut  off  before  they  are  bom,  or  see  them  ushered 


383  Advertisement  far  a  Dedicatee* 

into  the  world  as  foi^eries  of  themselves — copied  originals — counter- 
feits of  their  own  identity. 

No  more  glimpses,  therefore ;  no  more  fortire  peepe  will  I  afford 
into  the  penetralia  of  mj  poetic  temple.  Suffice  it  to  proclaim  that  I 
may  cry,  with  Archimedes,  ^^  Eureka !  1  have  foond  it," — not  the  pro- 
hlem  he  was  solving,  but  the  road  to  immortality ;  and  that  the  ^jam- 
que  omu  exegi^^  and  the  ^^  exegi  numumentum^^  and  the  ^  one  fafldf  of 
round  eternity'^  with  which  the  Classics  flattered  themselVes  at  the  ter- 
mination of  their  labours,  appear  flat  and  insipid,  as  having  recelTed 
their  accomplishment,  when  compared  with  my  correspondent  awnriei 
which  have  yet  to  enjoy  the  gratification  of  their  fulfilment  Ihx^t 
regularly  booked  myself  as  an  inside  passenger  to  fatnre  ages ;  bat  I 
hate  travelling  alone :  there  is  room  for  one  more ;  and  as  it  is  cus- 
tomary to  advertise  for  partners  in  a  trip  to  Paris,  Switzerland,  or 
Naples,  so  I  take  this  public  method  of  announcing  that  I  can  aocommo* 
date  any  nobleman  or  gentleman  who  is  willing  to  become  my  Dedi- 
catee, with  a  conveyance  *to  Posterity,  and  should  he  be  married,  1 
will  endeavour  to  oblige  his  wife  (u|^on  a  suitable  remuneration)  with 
a  seat  in  the  dickey.  It  may  be  satisfactory  to  both  parties,  before  I 
expound  the  fare  for  which  I  stipulate,  that  I  should  say  a  woid  or 
two  on  the  nature  of  the  journey  which  we  are  about  to  undertake, 
and  the  advantages  which  i  have  to  offer  to  my  companion. 

First  and  foremost  I  beseech  the  parties  to  whom  I  address  myself 
to  recall  the  assertion  of  Horace,  that  many  heroes  who  lived  be£M« 
Agamemnon  died  uncelebrated,  and  have  become  utterly  forgotten  for 
want  of  a  poet  to  record  their  achievements.  To  judge  what  they  hare 
lost,  let  us  contemplate  what  has  been  gained  by  their  more  foituoate 
successors  who  have  become  immortalized  in  Homer's  lUad.  That 
poem  was  written  about  twenty-eight  centuries  ago,  within  which  pe- 
riod a  trifling  circumstance  has  occurred — ^the  Roman  Empire  was 
begun,  and  has  utterly  passed  away !  Conceive,  for  a  moment,  the 
innumerable  generations  of  Chreeks,  Romans,  and  barbarians  that  have 
disappeared  in  that  time,  and  ^«  left  not  a  wreck  behind ;'' — the  n^ty 
kingdoms  that  have  successively  obtained  dominion  over  tlie  earth,  and 
passed  away  like  shadows ; — the  stupendous  temples  of  mariiie  and 
granite  whi<!h  have  been  built  and  gradually  crumbled  into  dost,  while 
the  perishable  paper  and  parchment,  rendered  buoyant  and  indestmdi- 
ble  by  the  genius  of  Homer,  has  floated  down  the  stream  of  time  un- 
altered and  uninjured.  The  art  of  printing  has  now  placed  his  work 
beyond  the  reach  of  accident,  and  we  may  safely  predict  that  it  is  only 
in  the  first  infancy  6f  its  fame;  that  when  the  foot  of  Time  shall  hafe 
crushed  the  pyramids  into  sand,  and  the  wild  Arab  shall  gallop  his 
camel  over  their  site,  the  poem  of  Homer  will  be  as  popokr  as  it  is 
now ;  and  ^at  it  will  not  finally  perish  until  ^^  the  great  globe  itself 
and  all  which  it  inherit  shall  dissolve.'^ 

Well,  my  worthy  readers,  noble  or  gentle,  is  it  nothing  to  be  one 
of  the  company  in  this  insubmergible  passage-boat,  pleasantly  sailing 
down  the  stream  of  time  till  you  are  proudly  launched  open  the  ocean 
of  eternity  ?  Such  is  the  nature  of  the  little  jaunt  I  propose  to  yon  if 
you  accept  a  place  in  my  epic  ark ;  but  I  will  candidly  avow  that  there 
is  a  peculiarity  in  its  structure  which  may  materially  affect  its  darabi- 
lity.    Alas !  the  fame  of  a  modem  poem  is  like  the  statue  set  up  by  Ne- 
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b«ebadDe22ar— its  feet  are  of  clay.  To  write  in  a  living  langaage  is  like 
trac&ig  figures  upon  the  sea  shore :  the  tide  of  ages  renders  it  soon  in- 
distinct, and  at  last  illegible.  Only  foar  centuries  have  elapsed  since 
the  death  of  Chaucer,  and  he  U  already  obsolete  :  it  is  probable 
that  the  future  changes  of  our  language  will  not  be  so  rapid,  for 
Shakspeare  did  much  to  fix  it,  and  we  shall  not  willingly  run  away 
irom  a  standard  which  he  has  rendered  so  delightful ;  but  still  it  is 
mortifying  to  use  such  mouldering  materials  and  build  upon  a  quick- 
sand. A  living  language  is  a  painting  perpetually  changing  colour  and 
soon  perishing ;  a  dead  one  is  as  a  marble  statue — ^always  the  same. 
What  has  occadoned  the  Greek  and  Ro^n  toi^es  to  be  preserved, 
but  the  beauties  of  their  authors  ?  and  why  should  not  the  English  of  the 
nineteenth  century  live  as  a  dead  language,  after  it  is  dead  as  a  living 
one,  for  the  sole  purpose  of  handing  down  my  immortal  epic  ?  I  see 
nothing  improbable  in  the  supposition. 

But  even  a  temporary  preservation  from  oblivion  is  no  trifling  boon ; 
and  It  is  an  instructive  proof  of  the  innate  superiority  of  low-bom  pen- 
■yless  talent  over  birth,  rank,  riches,  power,  and  honour,  however 
grand  and  distinguished  in  their  fleeting  geneitetion,  to  reflect  what 
nameless  nothings  some  of  their  once  proud  possessors  would  have  now 
become,  hot  that  they  threw  the  crumbs  from  their  table  to  some  poor 
devil  of  an  author,  and  by  Saving  their  names  foisted  into  a  Dedication 
were  preserved  from  oblivion,  as  straws  and  gilded  flies  are  enshrined 
in  amber,  and  beetles  and  crawling  things  occasionally  eternised  in  pe- 
trifactions. Such  is  the  difference  between  the  aristocracy  of  nature 
and  of  courts  ; — the  nobility  of  genius,  and  that  of  stars  and  ribbons. 
Tliis  becomes  ludicrously  striking,  when  the  author  who  holds  no 
patent  of  nobility  but  that  which  God  has  signed,  addresses  his  patron, 
some  titled  amateur  scribbler,  and  requests  the  sanction  of  his  celebrity 
that  he  may  descend  to  posterity  with  his  lordship  or  his  grace,  who  in 
the  course  of  a  few  years  is  only  un-earthed  from  his  iUustrious  ob- 
scurity by  the  digging  of  commentators. 

Take  for  instance  the  following  passage  from  Diyden^s  Dedication 
of  The  Rival  Ladies  to  the  Right  Honourable  the  Earl  of  Orrery :— ^«  I 
have  little  reason  to  desire  you  for  my  judge,  for  who  could  so  severely 
judge  of  faults  as  he  who  has  given  testimony  he  commits  none  ?  Your 
excellent  poems  have  afforded  that  knowle<4re  of  it  to  the  world,  that 
your  enemies  are  ready  to  upbraid  you  with  it,  as  a  crime  for  a  man 
of  business  to  write  so  well.  »»****  There  is  no  chance  which 
you  have  not  foreseen ;  all  your  heroes  are  more  than  your  subjects — 
they  are  your  creatures ;  and  though  they  seem  to  move  freely  in  all  the 
salUea  of  their  passions,  yet  you  make  destinies  for  them  which  they 
cannot  shun.  They  are  moved  (if  I  may  dare  to  say  so)  like  the  ra- 
tional creatures  of  the  almighty  poet,  who  walk  at  liberty  in  their  own 
opinion  because  their  fetters  are  invisible.  *  *  *  I  have  dwelt,  my 
lord,  thus  long  upon  your  writings,  not  because  you  deserve  not  greater 
and  more  noble  commendations,  but  because  I  am  not  equally  able  to 
express  them  in  other  subjects,"  &c.  &c.  Who  knows  any  thing  now- 
a-^ys  of  lus  lordship^s  plays  and  poems,  except  fix>m  this  passage? — 
Let  us  make  another  citation  from  the  same  author'is  dedication  of 
"  An  Evemng's  Love,"  to  "  His  Grace  WilUam  Duke  of  NewcasUe, 
one  of  his  Majesty ^s  most  Honourable  Privy  Council,  and  of  the  most 
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noble  Order  of  the  Garter,  &c  &c'^— '^  Methinks  I  behold  in  yoB 
another  Cains  Marius,  who  in  the  extremity  of  his  age  exercised  Mni- 
self  almost  every  moniing  in  the  Campns  Martins,  amongst  the  youth- 
ful nobility  of  Rome.  And  afterwards  in  your  retirements  when  yea 
do  honour  to  poetiy  by  employing  part  of  your  leisure  in  it,  I  rejpird 
you  as  another  Silius  Italicus,  who  having  passed  over  liis  consulship 
with  applause,  dismissed  himself  from  business  and  the  gown,  and  em- 
ployed his  age  amongst  the  shades,  in  the  reading  and  imitation  of 
Vii^.^^  His  grace's  plays,  like  liimself,  have  passed  away,  leavbg 
notUng  but  their  titles  behind  them ;  and  liis  literary  celebrity  is  des- 
tined to  be  solely  upheld  by  his  splendid  folio  on  horsemanship,  still 
occaBionally  encountered  in  collections  of  scarce  rubbisli,  where,  after 
the  noble  author  has  been  engraved  in  every  possible  attitude  and  dress, 
he  is  at  length  represented  mounted  on  Pegasus,  as  a  poet  should  be, 
and  in  the  act  of  ascending  from  a  circle  of  honyhnhnms,  kneeling 
around  him  in  the  act  of  adoration. 

But  for  Pope's  exquisite  mock-heroic,  what  should  we  liave  known  of 
Lord  Petre,  Uie  lock-eevering  peer,  or  of  Mrs.  Arabella  Fermor,  ftom 
whom  the  fatal  ringlet  was  excised,  or  of  Sir  George  Brown,  the  Sir 
Plume  of  the  Poem,  who  in  Bowles's  splenetic  edition  smirks  at  us  in 
an  engraving  in  all  the  sel^atisfaction  of  a  black  wig,  embroidered 
sleeve,  and  silken  sash  ?  After  strutting  their  little  honr  npon  the 
stage  of  life,  tbey  would  long  since  have  sunk  into  their  original  Mi, 
and  the  passing  of  a  single  century  would  have  overwhelmed  them  in 
impenetrable  oblivion. 

Patrician  and  wealthy  readers !  I  implore  you  to  bear  in  mind  that 
Cheops  and  Cephrenes,  who  entrusted  their  preservation  to  the  Pyra- 
mids, have  been  filched  from  their  sarcophagi,  and  nobody  knows  by 
whom.  I  invite  you  to  contemplate  that  affecting  rebuke  of  ancestral 
pride,  the  burial-place  of  Thebes,  whence  the  mummies  of  the  whole 
aristocracy  are  dug  up  as  fuel,  cut  into  hundred  and  half  hundred 
weights,  and  sold  to  the  Arabs  for  the  purpose  of  heating  their  ovens. 
Now  if  they  had  committed  the  preservation  of  their  name  and  exploits 
to  some  competent  poet,  they  might  hav^abandoned  their  eartUy  tega- 
roent  to  its  kindred  element ; — they  could  not  altogether  have  perished. 
Had  they  been  embalmed  in  verse,  they  need  not  have  been  solicitoos 
about  pickling  their  bodies.  I  counsel  you  seriously  to  perpend  what 
Epicurus  wrote  to  idomeneus :  ^^  All  the  glory  and  grandeur  of  Persb, 
even  should  you  succeed  in  all  your  undertakings,  will  never  equal  the 
honour  conferred  on  you  by  my  letters  ;" — and  that  Seneca  writing 
to  LucuUus  says : — ^^^I  have  credit  with  posterity,  and  can  confer  im- 
mortality upon  you ;"  both  of  which  assertions  have  been  abundantly 
verified.  But  it  is  useless  to  multiply  examples,  or  accumulate  exhor- 
tations. Mine,  I  repeat,  is  the  sole  perpetuity.  I  have  a  seat  to  selU 
not  in  a  certain  House,  but  in  an  imperishable  vehicle  just  about  to 
start  for  posterity.  I  have  a  portion  of  immortality  to  dispose  of,  and 
that  it  may  be  fairly  knocked  down  to  the  highest  bidder,  I  request 
that  all  offers  and  tenders  may  be  sent  to  the  publishers,  postage  paid, 
it  being  always  understood  that  the  fortunate  purchaser  of  my  dedica- 
tion must  undertake  to  get  my  work  noticed  in  the  Edinborgh  and 
Quarterly'  Reviews,  or  I  will  not  answer  for  the  sale  of  my  first  edition. 

H. 
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NEW  PUBLICATIONS,  WITH  CRITICAL  REMARKS. 

{T%€  foUowmg  LUerary  JfotUei  arefnm  tht  HUtorieal  Rtgisitr^  whith  t>  fvh^ 
iuh€d  tu  a  Mrd  volume  of  lAe  EngUih  edition  of  ihe  Aetv  Monthly  JSagatiniJ] 


A  Gazetteer  of  the  most  remark- 
able Places  in  the  World ;  with 
brief  Notices  of  the  priocipal  His- 
torical Events,  and  of  the  most 
celebrated  Persons  connected  with 
them;  with  references  to  Books 
of  History,  Voyages,  Travels,  &c. 
By  Thomas  Bourn.  Third  edition, 
corrected  and  enlai^ed  to  the  pre* 
sent  time.    8to.  pp.  984. 

We  are  happy  to  see  the  fayourable 
opiiiioii  we  hare  already  ezpreued  of 
fhb  luefal  work  confirmed  by  the  ap- 
^pearance  of  a  third  edition,  which  ap- 
pear* to  have  been  carefully  corrected 
accordini;  to  the  eventi  and  publica- 
tioDt  of  the  laal  seren  yean.  The 
references  to  modem  trateli  are  very 
nsefol ;  and  the  anecdotes,  poetical  ex- 
tracts, and  historical  notices,  introduc- 
ed under  the  titles  of  particular  places, 
are  well  adapted  to  lead  the  yonthful 
reader  to  more  profound  and  extensive 
researches  in  history  and  biography. 
Copious  and  well  arranged  tables  of 
longitude  and  latitude,  and  a  good  in- 
dex, are  amongst  the  recommendations 
of  this  work,  which  for  general  refers 
cnce  is  superior  to  any  of  the  same  size, 
and  as  a  school-book  has  no  compe- 
titor. 

Transactions  of  the .  Historical 
and  Literary  Committee  of  the  A- 
merican  Philosophical  Society, 
held  at  Philadelphia  for  promotp 
ing  useful  knowledge.    Vol.  I. 

The  distance  of  the  scene  must  be 
oar  apology  for  noticing  thus  late  a 
irork  which  has  been  for  some  time  pub-  ' 
lished.  The  body  from  whom  it  issues, 
though  called  a  committee,  may  be  re- 
garded in  some  degree  as  a  new  Society. 
Till  lately  the  American  Philosophical 
Society  consisted  of  six  committees  or 
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classes.  It  has  since  constituted  a 
seventh  committee,  called  that  of  His- 
tory, Moral  Science,  and  Literature. 
Much  as  every  friend  of  freedom  would 
wish  well  to  the  literary  fame  of  Ame- 
rica, it  is  obvious  that  in  some  branches 
of  literature  she  is  likely  to  continue 
for  a  long  time  the  disciple  of  the  old 
world.  But,  on  the  peculiar  subject 
which  this  committee  has  chosen,  A- 
merica  is  calculated  to  be  the  instruc- 
tress of  Europe,  and  we  rejoice  at 
every  information  that  comes  to  us  re- 
specting the  aboriginal  race  of  her  soil, 
whose  history  and  manners  furnish  phi- 
losophy with  so  many  interesting  facts 
respecting  the  uncivilized  state  of  man. 
On  this  subject,  we  fear,  the  minds 
even  of  (otherwise)  liberal  Englishmen 
have  shewn  themselves  not  free  from 
prejudice.  A  writer  in  the  last  num- 
ber of  the  Edinburgh  Review  concludes 
his  article  (review  of  Howison  on  Up- 
per Canada)  in  the  following  terms : — 
^^  From  all  that  we  learn  of  the  state  of 
the  Aborigines  of  this  great  continent, 
it  is  evident  that  they  are  making  no 
advances  towards  civilization.  It  is 
certainly  a  striking  fact  that  a  race  of 
men  should  have,  thus  continued  for 
ages  stationary  in  a  state  of  the  rudest 
barbarism.  The  tendency  to  improve- 
ment-a  tendency  that  has  been  thought 
more,  perhaps,  than  any  other  to  dis- 
tinguish man  from  the  lower  animals, 
seems  to  be  totally  wanting  in  them. 
Generation  after  generation  passes  a- 
way,  and  no  trace  of  advancement  dis- 
tinguishes the  last  from  the  first.  The 
mighty  wilderness  they  inhabited  may 
be  traced  from  end  to  end,  and  hardly 
a  vestige  may  be  discovered  that  marks 
the  hand  of  man.  It  might  eventually 
have  been  expected  in  the  course  of 
ages  that  some  superior  genius  should 
have  arisen  among  them  to  inspire  his 
countrymen  with  a  desire  to  cultivate 
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the  i^ts  and  of  ettabliihiiif  some  dura- 
ble civil  institution^  and  that  at  least 
during  4he  long  period  lince  the  Euro- 
peans have  been  settled  amongst  them, 
and  taught  them,  by  »ueh  striking 
exampUi^  the  worth  of  industry  and 
social  order,  they  would  have  been 
tempted  to  endearour  to  participate  in 
blessings  thus  providentially  brought 
within  their  reach.  But  all  has  been 
unavailing,  and  it  now  seems  certain 
that  the  North  American  Indians,  like 
the  bears  and  wolves,  are  destined  to 
fly  at  the  approach  of  civilised  man, 
and  to  disappear  from  the  face  of  the 
earth  along  with  the  ancient  forests 
which  alone  afford  them  sustenance 
and  shelter.^^ — ^This  is  a  harsh  prophe- 
cy. But  as  the  more  enlightened  inhab- 
itants of  the  United  States  have  of  late 
professed  at  least  some  interest  in  the 
fate  of  the  Indian  Race,  we  trust  that 
a  ^^  remnant  may  be  eatedJ*^  More- 
over, it  is  untrue  that  no  superior  ge- 
nius has  ever  arisen  among  those  native 
tribes  capable  of  inspiring  them  with 
a  love  of  civilization ; — Indian  classical 
scholars  have  appeared  among  them — 
Indian  ministers  have  supplied  some  of 
their  numerous  churches,  and  effective 
Indian  masters  were  to  be  found  in 
their  schools  in  New  England,  so  long 
as  they  were  duly  protected  from  out- 
rage. The  Europeans,  we  are  told, 
**"  taught  them  the  benefits  of  industry.^^ 
Alas !  the  energy  of  European  settlers 
was  directed  to  repel  and  not  to  con- 
ciliate the  Aborigines — to  exasperate 
and  not  to  soften  their  ferocity.  Gene- 
rally speaking,  the  worst  of  whites  were 
.the  pioneers  of  our  advance  upon  them* 
They  experienced  personal  violence, 
dishonest  trading,  and  unrepressed  en- 
croachment on  their  lands.  Many  well- 
meaning  missionaries  were  among  them, 
but  these  instructed  them  in  mysterious 
doctrinal  points,  when  they  should  have 
taught  them  how  to  spin.  Meanwhile 
the  governors  of  Christian  powers  vied 
in  employing  their  tomahawks  as  savage 
auxiliaries.  No  race,  however  physi- 
cally or  morally  susceptible  of  improve- 
ment, could  have  been  otherwise  than 
degraded  by  the  influence  which  Christ- 
ians have  in  pinety-nine  instances  out 
of  a  hundred  exerted  over  the  North 
American  Indians. 

Mr.  Heckewelder,  whose  share  in  the 
above  volume  is  by  far  the  most  inter- 
esting part  of  it,  gives  the  result  of  his 
personal  knowledge  of  the  Indians, 
having  resided  amc  :ig  or  near  them  for 


more  than  thirty  yean.  Much  of  his 
description  applies  rather  to  their  past 
than  Uieir  present  character ;  but  sttli 
he  has  not  omitted  to  delineate  some  oC 
their  still-exuting  features.  Respect- 
ing their  intercourse  with  eadi  other, 
he  bears  a  very  favourable  testimony. 
I  have  seen  them,  he  says,  divide  their 
venison,  game,  beards  meat,  fish,  Ice. 
among  themselves,  and  cannot  recol- 
lect a  single  instance  of  their  quafrei- 
ing  about  the  distribution.  He  gives 
many  examples  of  the  patience  of 
individuals  under  ralamitiei  broogbt 
upon  them  by  the  mischances  or  care- 
lessness of  neighbours,  and  of  their 
calmness  in  distinguishing  between 
such  accidents  and  wilful  injury.  A 
hunter,  for  instance,  shot  the  horse  of 
another,  mistaking  it  for  a  bear :  he 
came  to  the  owner  and  told  what  had 
happened,  regretting  that  he  had  not  a 
horse  to  offer  him  in  its  place.  ^'  If  you 
had  one,  said  the  owner,  I  would  not 
accept  of  it :  you  shot  my  beast  by  ac- 
cident, the  same  misfortune  might  have 
befallen  myself.^*  An  aged  Indian  Aot 
a  neighbour's  hog,  thinking  it  was  a 
turkey ;  the  proprietor  of  the  hog  re- 
fused any  recompense  for  the  loss,  bat 
took  home  the  carcase  and  gave  a  teg 
of  it  to  the  poor  old  hunter,  saying  it 
was  a  pity  he  should  not  eat  of  idiat  he 
had  killed.*— -Such  traits  of  tam^  na- 
ture make  a  pretty  contrast  with  oar 
game-laws,  and  man-traps  and  spring- 
guns. 

Of  their  marriAges  and  treatment  of 
women,  Mr.  Heckewelder  gives  the  &!• 
lowing  account: — "There  are  many 
persons  (he  says)  who  believe,  Irom  the 
labour  that  they  see  the  Indian  wo 


*  A  poor  French  emigrant  in  Scot- 
land once  committed  a  ludicroos  mis- 
take in  shooting,  for  which  he  was  not 
so  easily  pardoned  as  the  old  Indian. 
Going  out  with  his  gun  to  the  Carstor^ 
phin  Hills,  near  Edinburgh,  the  Gallic 
sportsman  saw  the  country  so  picture 
esque  and  the  sheep  so  rugged,  that  ht 
imagined  the  animals  to  be  wild.  He 
accordingly  shot  one,  and  went  to  the 
nearest  habitation,  making  signs  for  a^> 
sistance  to  carry  home  his  quarry.  The 
Gaul,  to  his  great  surprise,  was  inmie- 
diately  seized  by  the  farmer  and  dapt 
up  in  the  tolboolh  of  Edinburgh,  from 
whence  he  was  with  difficulty  released 
and  saved  from  transportation,  protest- 
ing dolefully  that  he  thought  he  had 
only  killed  a  "  mention  gauta^e,'*^ 
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peribrm^  Ihat  they  are  in  a  manner 
treated  ai  flares.  These  labours,  in- 
deed, are  hard,  compared  with  the 
tasks  that  are  imposed  on  females  in 
civilised  society ;  but  they  are  no  more 
flian  their  fair  share,  under  every  con- 
sideration and  due  allowance  of  the 
hardships  attendant  on  savage  life  ; 
therelbro  they  are  not  only  voluntarily, 
hut  cheerfully  submitted  to.  Marriages, 
among  the  Indians,  are  not  contracted 
for  life.  It  is  understood  on  both  sides 
that  the  parties  are  not  to  live  any 
longer  together  than  they  shall  be  pleas- 
ed with  each  other ;  therefore  the  con- 
nexioo  is  not  attended  with  any  vows, 
promises,  or  ceremonies  of  any  kind. 
When  a  marriage  takes  place,  the 
duties  and  labours  incumbent  on  each 
party  are  well  known  to  both.  It  is 
understood  that  the  husband  is  to  build 
a  hooae  for  them  to  dwell  in,  to  find  the 
necessary  implements  of  husbandry,  as 
axes,  hoes,  &c.  to  provide  a  canoe,  and 
also  dishes,  bowls,  and  other  vessels, 
for  hoQse-keeping.  The  woman  gene- 
rally has  a  kettle  or  two,  and  some  oth- 
er articles  of  kitchen  furniture,  which 
die  brings  with  her.  The  husband,  as 
master  of  the  family,  considers  himself 
boond  to  support  it  by  his  bodily  exer- 
tions, as  hunting,  trapping,  &c* — ^the 
woman,  as  his  help-mate,  takes  upon 
herself  the  labours  of  the  field,  and  is 
far  from  considering,  them  as  more  im- 
portant than  those  to  which  her  hus- 
band is  subjected,  being  well  satisfied 
that  with  his  fpaock  and  trap  he  can 
maintain  a  family  in  any  place  where 
game  is  to  be  found.  Their  field  la- 
boar  employs  the  woman  at  most  six 
weeks  in  the  year  ;  the  labour  of  .the 
men  in  hunting  continues  the  whole 
year  roond.^^ 

With  the  strength  of  friendship  of 
which  the  Indians  are  susceptible,  Eu- 
ropean readers  have  been  long  ac- 
quainted, and  our  author  gives  many 
pleasing  proofs  of  this  fact.  ^^  The  ten- 
der and  generous  passions  (he  says) 
operate  no  less  powerfully  on  them 
than  those  of  an  opposite  description, 
and  they  are-  as  warm  and  sincere  in 
their  friendships  as  vindictive  in  their 
enmities.  I  believe  it  will  be  difficult 
to  find  a  single  case  in  which  they  be- 
trayed a  real  friend,  or  abandoned  him 
in  the  hour  of  danger,  when  it  was  in 
Iheir  power  to  extricate  or  relieve  him. 
Tlie  word /fiemf,  to  the  ear  of  an  In- 
dian, does  not  convey  the  same  vague 
and  almost  indefinite  meaning  that  it 


does  with  ns ;  but  implies  a  res^utv 
determination  to  stand  by  the  person  so 
distinguished  on  all  occasions,  and  a 
threat  to  those  who  might  ^ttempt  to 
molest  him.  Many  White  men,  and 
myself  among  others,  have  experienced 
the  benefit  of  their  powerful  as  well  as 
generous  protection.^* 

Amidst  the  multitude  of  anecdotea 
which  Mr.  Heckewelder  relates  of  his 
Indian  friends,  the  account  of  their 
medical  practittioners  is  not  the  least 
amusing.  ^^  They  have  physicians  and 
surgeons,  whose  practice  in  simple  cases 
is  allowed  by  our  author  to  be  in  gene- 
ral successful.  I  have  been  myself  (he 
says)  cured  by  taking  their  emetics  and 
their  medicines  in  fevers ;  and  by  being 
sweated  after  their  manner  whUe  la- 
bouring under  a  stubborn  rheumatism. 
They  are  well  skilled  in  curing  wounds 
and  bruises.  I  once  for  two  days  and 
two  nif^ts  sufiered  the  most  excruciat- 
ing pain  from  a  felon  or  whitlow  on  one 
of  my  fingers.  1  had  recourse  to  an  In- 
dian woman,  who  in  less  than  half  an 
hour  relieved  me  entirely  by  a  simple 
application  of  a  poultice  made  of  the 
root  of  the  common  blue  violet.*'  But 
their  juggler  doctors,  unhappily,  are  the 
most  ^^  significant  and  budge**  of  the 
medical  tribe.  They  are  a  set  of  pro- 
fessional impostors,  who,  availing  them- 
selves of  the  superstitions  of  the  people, 
afiect  to  be  possessed  of  supernatural 
powers  of  healing.  As  the  Indians  in 
general  believe  in  witchcraft,  and  as- 
cribe many  natural  disorders  to  the  arts 
of  sorcerers,  this  class  of  practitioners 
pretend  to  be  skilled  in  the  occult 
science  of  counteracting  enchantments 
and  expelling  evil  spirits.  ^^  These  men 
(continues  our  author)  are  physicians 
like  the  others  of  whom  1  have  spoken, 
and  like  them  are  acquainted  with  the 
properties  of  barks,  plants,  roots,  and 
other  remedies.  They  differ  from  them 
only  by  the  art  and  impudence  of  their 
impositions.  When  the  Jug^er  has 
succeeded  in  persuading  his  patient  that 
his  disorder  is  such  as  no  common 
physician  can  remove,  he  will  next  con- 
vince him  of  the  necessity  of  making 
him  ^rery  f/rong,*  that  is  riehy  by  giving 
him  a  very  large  fee.  The  fee  is  often 
a  horse  or  a  rifle-gun,  a  quantity  of 
wampum,  or  soods  to  a  handsome 
amount.  The  Jugglers*  dress,  when  in 
the  exercise  of  their  function,  exhibits 
a  most  frightful  sight  I  had  no  idea  of 
the  importance  of  these  men,  until  by 
accident  I  met  with  one  habited  in  his 
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fan  cottmne.  Ai  I  wai  once  walkiiig 
tbrcmgh  the  itreet  of  a  large  Indian  Til- 
lage on  the  M^ilringnm,  with  the  chief 
Gelelemead  or  Kill*Back,  one  of  thoie 
jnontten  raddenly  came  ont  of  the 
home  next  to  me.  I  wat  lo  frightened 
at  the  sight,  that  I  flew  immediately  to 
the  other  side  of  the  chief^  who  obterr- 
ing  my  agitation,  asked  me  what  was 
the  matter,  and  what  I  thoti^t  it  wat 
ttat  I  saw  before  me.  By  its  outward 
appearance,  answered  I,  I  should  think 
it  a  bear.  Its  inside  I  should  rather 
Judge  to  be  ttie  eyil  spirit  My  friend 
Kill-Buck  smiled  and  replied, — Oh  no  ( 
it  is  only  our  doctor,  A  doctor !  said  I ; 
what  I  a  human  being  to  transibrm  him- 
■elf  so  as  to  be  mistaken  fiv  a  bear 
walking  <m  his  hind  legs  and  with  horns 
on  his  head !  The  Juggler  within  the 
dress,  hearing  what  paned  between  us, 
began  acting  some  of  his  curious  pranks, 
as  he  saw  f  was  looking  at  him  with 
amasement  mixed  with  fear.  The  dress 
this  Juggler  had  on  consisted  of  an  en- 
tire garment  or  outside  corering  made 


of  bear-skhks,  ai  black  a9jet,8DWdl 
fitted  and  sewed  together  that  the  ana 
was  not  in  any  place  to  be  pcroeifed. 
The  whole  head  of  the  bear,  indndias 
the  mouth,  note,  teeth,  and  eut,  ap- 
peared the  same  as  when  the  aaimsl 
was  lliriitf ;  so  did  the  legs  with  loii| 
claws.  To  the»e  were  added  ahi^ 
pair  of  horns  on  the  head,  and,  bdund, 
a  large  bushy  tail,  moving  as  he  walk- 
ed as  though  it  were  on  qwings.  Un- 
derneath, where  his  hands  were,  holes 
had  been  cut,  though  not  visible  to  flie 
ejre,  being  covered  witii  the  long  hair 
Ihrough  which  he  held  and  mmaged 
his  implementi;  and  he  saw  tltoa^ 
two  holes  set  with  glast.^ 

The  curious  anecdotes  fai  this  wofk 
would  occupy  a.much  laicer  space  Oaa 
we  can  spare  for  quotaoon.  But  wt 
hope  fliat  flie  publidier  oTtomoMbo^ 
laneous  collection  In  England  will  avitl 
himself  of  this  entertaining  source,  and 
reprint  oonsiderabla  extracts  from  the 
American  volume. 
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CUMMINGS  AND  HlLLlARl), 

Ko.  1,  Cornhill; 
Elements  of  Geography,  Ancient  and  Modem,  with  an  Atlaf. 

EXTRACTS   FROM   THE   PREFACE. 

"  In  the  second  edition  of  the  Elements  of  Geography  varions  alleni- 
tions  have  heen  made,  with  a  view  hetter  to  adapt  the  informatjon  t  > 
the  present  state  of  the  world,  and  also  to  make  improvements  id  iii« 
general  plan  of  the  work.    .The  principal  alterations  are  the  folln;^- 
ing :  1st,  The  Census  of  the' United  States  for  102O,  instead  of  that  i-r 
1810,  has  been  made  use  of.     2d,  The  Statistics  of  many  foreign  coun 
tries  have  been  given  of  a  more  recent  date.     3d,  Round  nrnnhor^ 
have  been  generally  adopted,  being  more  easily  remembered,  ar:.. 
sufficiently  minute  in  a  work  of  this  kind.     4th,  Statistical  and  otht^r 
information,  exhibited  in  the  form  of  Tables,  has  been  separated  frori 
the  body  of  the  work  and  formed  into  a  distinct  division,  nndcr  i'- 
head  of  Comparative  Geography  ;  with  questions,  in  order  to  facilirrj. 
the  used  Tables.     5th,  Facts  common  to  the  general  divisions  of  i] 
United  States  have  been  given  under  these  general  divisions,  in  or- 
der to  prevent  the  repetition  of  them  under  the  individual  States,    ttli. 
Short  historical  notices  have  been  added.     7th,    In  some  iDstac**- 
matter  contained  in  the  first  edition  has  been  omitted,  or  abriiicn' 
in  order  to  make  room  for  other   matter  deemed  more  imjiortM^'. 
8th,  A  Vocabulary  has  been  added,  giving  the  pronunciation  of  mo 
of  the  common  geographic  name^,  respecting  the   proouuciation  • 
which  students  are  likely  to  find  difiicul^.     9th,  A  new  map  has  iun: 
added  to  the  Atlas,  containing  a  view  of  France,  Germany,  JSTi't!)*  - 
lands,  Switzerland,  and  the  North  of  Italy  ;  countries  which  wer*»  t  •  * 
exhibited  with  sufficient  fulness  on  the  map  of  Europe.      Alth<>i:. 
the  size  of  the  book  has  been  but  little  increased,  yet  it  will  be  io\\ 
to  contain  a  considerable  addition  of  interesting  matter. 

^'  The  reception  which  this  work  has  experienced, calls  for  the  ex- 
pression of  the  Author's  gratitude.   '  Numerous  testimonies  in  itH  i 
vour  have  been  received  from  instructers  and  literary  gentlemen,  r 
it  has  been  adopted  by  cnany  respectable  Seminaries.      The  v.  -^ . 
in  its  present  form  it  is  hoped,  will  be  found  less  unworthy  of  the  |i 
lie  favour."  

7%e  following  Certificate  sketch  the  estimation  in  which  thit  Work  it  held  b\  ; 
Corporation  of  the  Umvertity  at  Cambridge^ 
This  certifies  that  Worcester's  Elements  of  Geography,  is  the  Book  suad^  t. 
of  in  the  examination  of  candidates  for  admission  into  the  Universily  iu  C  . 
bridge.  ^^^^^___^      J.  T.  KIRKLAND,  Pre*iderU. 

CUMMINGS   &  BILLIARD  have  also  nearly  re  .v 
for  publication,  a  new  Edition  of  Worcesler''s  Universal  Gaze  It*  . 
very  much  improved  ;  Including  the  late  Census,  and  adapted  to    *.:. 
present  state  of  the  Political  and  Geographical  World,  in  2  vols. 
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LIS  VXFRES  SICIUENHES. 
▲  TBAQXDT. 

A  STROiro  prejudice  has  lately  prevailed  in  'England  against  tlie 
system  npon  which  French  Tragedy  is  founded.  The  dramatic  pro- 
dactions  of  oar  neighbours  have  been  proscribed  in  an  indiscriminate, 
and,  in  our  humble  judgment,  very  unjustifiable  contempt.  Our  critics 
are  not  satisfied  with  offering  to  the  writers  of  the  reigns  of  EIiz«ibeth 
and  James  the  homage  to  which  they  are  unquestionably  entitled,  but 
have  extended  the  worship  of  their  genius  into  a  fanatical  idolatry  of 
their  defects.  Not  contented  with  asserting  the  divinity  of  Shakspearc, 
tfaey  hold  it  in  their  exclusive  faith.  They  have  intermingled  with 
criticism  much  of  the  acrimony  of  polemics,  and  denounce  as  heterodox 
any  belief  in  the  powers  of  those  distinguished  authors,  to  whom  the 
rest  of  Europe  hns  assigned  such  an  exalted  fame.  There  appears  to 
be  something  of  national  antipathy  in  the  inveterate  scorn  with  which 
Rome  very  able,  but  possibly  mistaken  men,  have  treated  the  works 
from  which  every  Frenchman  has  from  infancy  been  taught  to  derive  a 
portion  of  his  individual  glory.  Every  Frenchman  is  accustomed  to 
consider  the  reputation  of  the  great  dramatists  of  his  country  as  an  in- 
gredient of  his  own.  On  the  other  hand,  our  rivals  in  literature,  as 
well  as  in  arms,  have  indulged  in  a  preposterous  retaliation,  by  decry- 
ing the  genius  of  that  great  poet,  whose  fiime  is  established  upon 
human  nature  itself,  and  should  endure  as  long.  Both  parties  are 
mach,  though  not  equally  mistaken  ;  and  may  be  said  to  contend  in  the 
dark.  To  the  great  proportion  of  French  readers,  the  works  of  Shak- 
speare  are  almost  wholly  unintelligible.  Scarce  one  of  those  who 
pretend  to  a  minute  acquaintance  with  our  language,  can  appreciate 
the  power  or  delicacy  of  his  rich  and  variegated  phnise,  the  melody 
of  ids  versification,  and  the  noble  familiarity  of  those  scenes  through 
which  he  introduces  us  into  the  domestic  recesses  of  the  heart :  while 
it  must  be  acknowledged,  that  there  are  not  many  amongst  ourselves, 
notwithstanding  the  vulgar  diffusion  of  some  scanty  knowledge  of  the 
French  tongue,  who  can  perceive  those  felicities  of  diction,  and  those 
nice  degrees  of  expression,  that  confer  a  charm  upon  every  thought,  to 
which  they  must  be  altogether  insensible  who  are  unacquainted  with 
the  refinements  of  the  language  in  which  it  is  conveyed.  We  have 
known  few  who,  without  some  intimacy  with  the  principles  of  art, 
could  estimate  the  value  of  the  Elgin  marbles.  To  the  unpractised 
eye  they  offer  a  rude  heap  of  mutilated  fragments ;  while  to  those  who 
are  habituated  to  the  contemplation  of  fine  sculpture,  and  who  are  pos- 
sessed of  that  discernment  which  is  as  much  the  result  of  practice  as  of 
intuition,  they  supply  a  source  of  deep  and  inexhaustible  delight.  So 
it  is  with  the  poetry  of  a  language  with  which  the  reader  is  not  familiar. 
The  bare  idea  is  presented  to  him  without  colour  or  decoration.  Its 
varnish  and  splendour  are  worn  alvay.  It  is  offered  to  the  mitid  in 
cold,  unvariegated  sterility,  and  affords  a  fainter  image  of  the  imagina-. 
tioos  of  the  writer,  than  an  obscure  and  misty  print  could  furnish  of  a 
noble  picture,  glowing  with  the  richest  colouring,  and  swelling  with 
the  finest  forms.  It  is  not  upon  a  light  perusal,  but  afler  a  strict 
acquaintance  with  the  eminent  writers  of  a  foreign  tongue,  that  we 
should  pronounce  upon  their  merits.  The  Muses  are  slow  in  revealing 
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their  beauties,  and  udtcII  them  in  their  perfection  (o  none  bnt  those 
ivho  have  rendered  themselves  worthy  of  that  hig^h  enjoyment  by  a  loo^ 
and  faithful  intercourse.  An  Englishman,  who  makes  allowance  for 
the  imperfect  medium  through  which  he  sees  the  noblest  prodactions 
of  the  French  masters,  will  be  more  inclined  to  blame  his  own  incom- 
petence, than  to  pronounce  authoritatively  upon  the  absence  of  all 
merit  in  what  he  so  obscurely  comprehends ;  and  will  be  slow  to  depre- 
ciate the  genius  of  those  illustrious  men,  whose  writings  are  among 
the  noblest  productions  of  the  dramatic  art,  however  wide  may  be  the 
interval  between  them  and  the  works  of  that  great  searcher  of  oar 
nature,  whose  almost  unearthly  faculties  may  be  considered  as  incalcu- 
lably distant,  and  to  shine  like  those  stars  which  are  only  made  for 
contemplation. 

The  tragedy  before  us  cannot  be  classed  with  the  masterpieces  of 
the  French  stage,  but  is  entitled  to  high  commendation.  It  is  the  work 
of  a  young  man,  Monsieur  Casimir  Delavigne ;  and  affords  strong 
grounds  to  expect  great  future  excellence  in  the  career  of  literature, 
on  which  he  has  already  so  prosperously  entered.  The  monopoly 
which  was  for  many  years  enjoyed  by  the  Theatre  Frangais  of  the  more 
important  departments  of  the  drama,  and  its  exclusive  right  to  act  tra- 
gedy, had  in  a  great  measure  superseded  the  necessity  of  offering  the 
allurements  of  novelty  to  the  public.  No  new  tragedy  had  been  for  a 
considerable  time  produced  upon  the  boards  of  a  theatre  invested  with 
this  indolent  prerogative.  The  actors,  who  are  themselves  the  mana- 
gers, in  order  to  get  rid  of  the  irksomeness  of  learning  new  parts, 
rejected  every  drama  that  was  submitted  to  them  for  representation. 
We  have  understood  that  many  plays  of  distinguished  merit  have  been 
committed  to  oblivion,  by  the  committee  of  the  Theatre  Fran^ais, 
without  even  an  investigation  of  their  pretensions  to  publicity.  A  new 
theatre,  however,  was  allowed  by  the  government  to  be  opened  in  the 
month  of  September  1819,  in  which  the  regular  drama  continues  to  be 
performed  with  success ;  and  in  order  to  attract  the  public  from  Talma 
and  Duchesnois,  the  principal  performers  who  had  embarked  in  this 
somewhat  adventurous  speculation — Joanny  and  Victor — determined 
to  produce  a  new  tragedy.  The  "  Vepres  Siciliennes^^  was  selected 
for  this  purpose,  and  its  representation  was  attended  with  great,  and, 
what  is  still  more  important,  well-merited  success.  The  Author  almost 
immediately  became  an  object  of  research  and  admiration  in  the  best 
Parisian  circles,  and  received  from  the  munificence  of  the  King,  who  is 
an  unaffected  patron  of  genius,  a  considerable  pension.  We  think  that 
it  might  be  readily  adapted  to  the  English  stage,  and  shall  lay  before 
our  readers  an  analysis  of  the  plot,  with  extracts  of  the  passages  most 
deserving  of  notice,  accompanied  with  a  translation,  from  which  but  a 
faint  impression  can  be  collected  of  the  power  of  the  original,  wliich 
is  remarkable  for  its  fire. 

The  tragedy  opens  with  a  meeting  between  Salviati  and  Procida, 
who  are  both  engaged  in  a  conspiracy  to  overthrow  the  authority  of 
the  French.  Procida  is  the  great  promoter  of  this  perilous  underta- 
king, and  arrives  at  the  dawn  of  day  in  the  hall  of  his  own  palace.  The 
commencement  is  striking  and  characteristic,  and  in  conformity  with 
the  rule  prescribed  by  Horace,  to  precipitate  the  spectator  into  the 
very  vortex  of  the  subject 
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Sahiaiu    It  Proeida  retnrnM  ?    There  will  be  joy 

Throog^h  the  thick  ranks  of  dark  ocmspiracy : 

The  tyraiits,  then,  ihaU  perish ! 
Froeidom  Your  hand,  my  friend ! 

Towers  of  Palermo,  I  salute  you.     By 

The  God  in  heav'n,  you  shall  be  free  ! 
Sahiaiu  1  charge  yon, 

Retire  from  hence. 
Froeida.  What,  should  I  fear,  who  stand 

In  my  own  palace  I 
SahntUL  In  your  enemy^s. 

Salviati  then  proceed9  to  apprise  Proeida,  who  has  just  returned 
from  Italy,  where  he  has  been  propagating^  the 'conspiracy  for  the  de- 
struction of  the  invaders,  that  a  young  Frenchman,  whose  name  is  Mont- 
fort,  is  at  the  headof  thegOTemment,  and  occupies  the  palace  belong- 
iag  to  Proeida.  The  latter  informs  bis  fellow-conspirator  of  the  suc- 
cess of  his  undertaking  in  visiting  Italy,  and  opens  with  these  fine 
Terses  in  answer  to  Salviati^s  question — 

StUviaii.    Hath  God  been  with  your  exile  ? 

Frocida.  God  it  was 

That  gave  me  inspiration  :  God  himself 

Kindled  the  sacred  and  consuming  fire 

That  bumM  within  me.     I  adore  the  land 

That  gare  me  birth,  but  with  the  frantic  force 

Of  an  infuriate  jealousy  I  love 

My  country,  and  swear  she  shall  be  free ; 

And  for  that  freedom,  I  have  sacrificed 

Friends,  fortune— all.    Full  many  a  day  I  panM 

In  trarerstng  our  cities^  solitudes  ; 

And,  shamed,  but  with  a  fierce,  and  passionate. 

And  iurious  shame,  beheld  our  fertile  fields, 

To  these  cursed  strangers  sadly  prodigal, 

CrownM  and  arrayM  in  plenty  with  the  fruit 

Of  our  disastrous  labours.     To  disguise 

My  path,  I  put  the  sackcloth  on  my  back, 

PourM  penitential  ashes  on  my  head, 

And  in  the  night,  beneath  a  portico, 

FannM  the  fanatic  fury.     Many  a  time 

I  leagued  myself  with  madness,  and  put  on 

The  haggard  eye,  and  the  affrighting  smile 

Of  imitated  frenzy.     Thus  I  ^scaped 

Suspicion,  while  my  hatred  to  the  foe 

Was  all  the  while  distilling  poison.    When 

I  heard  the  indignant  utterance  of  a  wrong, 

Feigning  to  sooth,  I  only  rubVd  the  wound. 

Know^st  thou  our  nation^s  deadly  jealousy  ? 

I  blew  its  fires  in  the  young  husband^s  heart, 

And  every  where  pourM  into  every  breast 

My  own  wild  detestation. 

Proeida  proceeds  to  relate  how  extensively  the  conspiracy  has  been 
spread  ;  and  asks  whether  the  inhabitants  of  Palermo  are  ready  to  co- 
operate. He  is  informed  that  his  own  return  was  awaited  to  strike  a 
terrific  blow ;  but  that  his  son  (Loredan)  has  not,  in  consequence  of  his 
friendship  for  Montfort,'been  apprised  of  their  determination.  Proeida 
is  indignant  at  hearing  that  any  sympathy  should  exist  between  a 
Frenchgcnan  and  his  son ;  and  at  the  moment  that  he  expresses  his  irrita- 
tion, Loredan,  who  has  been  summoned  to  meet  his  father,  by  a  preTioot 
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•piracy,  and  sajs,  that  all  may  be  yet  repdrcd.  Hifl  only  fear  ariflet 
Irom  the  provident  and  sagacious  spirit  of  Gaston,  and  of  him  he  is 
determined  to  dispose.  Here  the  third  act  ends,  and,  taken  altogether, 
it  must  be  aclcnowledged  to  be  full  of  imperfections.  Montfort's  gene- 
rosity, in  forgiving  so  premeditated  a  crime,  is  exceedingly  unlilielj; 
and  the  determination  on  the  part  of  Loredan  to  proceed  in  the  accom- 
plishment of  his  original  intentions,  presents  him  in  an  unfarouraWe 
light  The  interest,  too,  undergoes  a  considerable  declension.  The 
conspiracy  has  been  detected  ;  and  if  it  be  afterwards  successful,  that 
circumstance  arises  more  from  the  weakness  of  Montfort,  than  from  the 
intrepidity  of  those  who  are  involved  in  it.  These  defects  indicate  a 
want  of  experience  in  the  author ;  at  the  same  time,  he  shew?  great 
skill,  and  even  power,  in  the  conduct  of  the  scenes  which  are  liable  to 
these  objections ;  and,  with  good  acting,  the  force  of  the  language 
would,  in  the  representation,  in  a  great  measure  hide  these  imperfec« 
tions  from  the  general  notice. 

The  fourth  act  commences  with  an  interview  between  Amelia  and 
Loredan.  The  latter,  with  a  wild  and  hazard  aspect,  conjures  her  to 
hear  him  for  the  last  time :  he  asks  her  for  the  letter  which  was  deli- 
vered to  her,  for  the  purpose  of  ensuring  her  safety,  and  the  use  she 
has  made  of  it.  She  confesses  that  she  has  revealed  the  fatal  secret  to 
Montfort,  and  acknowledges  her  passion  for  him  in  this  despicable 
line : — 

McB  coupables  transports,  mcs  feux  ont  6clat6. 

Nothing  can  be  worse  than  this.  It  exemplifies  those  defects  of  the 
French  stage  which  are  visible  to  the  most  superficial  observance,  and 
which  induce  so  many  to  undervalue  their  substantial  deserts.  Thb 
expression  is  the  very  quintessence  of  common-place — and  of  common- 
place of  the  worst  kind.  She  who  has  been  made  the  depositary  of  a 
dreadful  secret,  by  the  man  who  sacrifices  his  own  honour  by  his 
anxiety  for  her  preservation,  should  be  furnished  by  the  poet  with  some 
most  impassionate  apology  for  such  a  breach  of  trust.  But  in  place  of 
seeking,  in  the  eloquence  of  enthusiastic  love,  allied  with  the  nobler 
sympathies  of  humanity,  for  a  justification  of  her  conduct,  the  lady  is 
contented  with  declaring  that  her  flames  have  broken  out.  The  ex- 
pression "  Mes  feux,"  which  occurs  so  often  in  French  tragedy,  and 
the  many  other  trivialities  by  which  real  passion  is  wasted  and  reduced 
in  French  versification,  cannot  be  too  strenuously  reprehended.  How 
often  do  we  meet  "  Madame,"  rhyming  with  the  wretched  expletive  of 
"  flamme,"  and  that  even  in  the  works  of  the  best  poets.  The  reader 
is  congealed  by  such  frozen  common-place.  When  such  paltry  phrases 
intrude  themselves  in  the  midst  of  real  passion,  they  are  the  more  cen- 
surable from  the  vitiation  which  they  produce  of  what  would  in  itself 
be  beautiful,  if  unattended  with  these  miserable  sophistications ;  yet 
the  writer  who  employs  them  is  rather  guilty  of  haste  and  negligence, 
than  of  mediocrity.  He  is  invited  to  the  commission  of  these  defects 
by  the  obvious  coincidence  of  the  rhyme — he  is  importuned  by  the 
very  facilities  which  ofier  themselves  to  his  ear,  and  verifies  the  boast 
of  Boileau,  that  he  taught  Racine  how  to  rhyme  with  difficulty. 
{To  6e  concluded  m  our  ncxU) 
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^*  Expectation  whirls  me  round ; 
Th'  imaginary  relish  is  so  sweet 
That  it  enchants  my  sense.^^  8has8PXA&e. 

I  wisB  I  had  been  born  in  that  bloom  and  spring  of  the  young 
world  which  modem  phlegmatists  presume  to  denominate  the  fabulooa 
ages.  To  have  died  then  would  have  been  better  than  to  live  now  ; 
for  methinks  I  might  have  left  a  name  alone  whose  shadowy  existence 
should  have  been  sweeter  than  my  present  dull  and  lustreless  vitality. 
When  the  beautiful  Helie  fell  from  the  golden-fleeced  ram  into  the  sea, 
since  called  the  Hellespont,  I  might,  perchance,  (for  I  am  as  stent  a 
swimmer  as  Leander,)  have  supported  her  fainting  loveliness  to  the 
Propontic  shore  : — might  1  not  have  arrested  the  flight  of  Cupid  when 
the  fatal  curiosity  of  the  trembling  Psyche  shook  the  oil  from  her  sus* 
pended  lamp  and  broke  his  slumbers  ;  or  have  assisted  Arethusa  in 
the  rescue  of  Proserpine,  when  ^^  swarthy  Dis^^  tore  her  from  the 
flowers  that  she  was  gathering  ^^  in  Elnna^s  field,  beside  Pcrgusa^s 
lake,''  and  so  have  left  my  name  to  be  entwined  with  those  rose-like 
nymphs  in  the  unfading  wreaths  of  poesy  ! — Of  one  thing  i  am  confi« 
dent ;  I  should  have  joined  the  expedition  of  the  Argonauts.  My 
feet  would  have  instinctively  hurried  me  to  the  sea-shore, 

^^  When  Hercules  advanced  with  Hylas  in  his  hand, 
Where  Castor  and  Pollux  stood  ready  on  the  strand, 
And  Orpheus  with  his  harp,  and  Jason  with  his  sword. 
Gave  the  signal  to  the  heroes,  when  they  jumpM  on  board  ;^* 

for  even  now  1  have  taken  the  same  leap  with  my  imagination.    I  feel 
myself  shaking  hands  with  the  warriors  and  demigods,  the  sons  of  Ju- 

riter,  Neptune,  Bacchus,  and  the  winds,  who  formed  the  glorious  crew ; 
taste  the  banquet  and  hear  the  music  in  the  Cave  of  Chiron ;  I  see 
the  enamoured  Naiads  stretching  up  their  white  arms  to  pull  the 
blooming  Hylas  into  their  fountain  as  he  stoops  to  fill  his  vase  ;  and  I 
feel  myself  a  partaker  in  the  adventures  with  the  Harpies  and  Sirens, 
and  all  the  magic  and  mystery  of  Medea  and  the  Golden  Fleece.  What 
a  delicious  perpetuity  of  stimulus  and  excitement,  when  the  unexplored 
world  was  not  only  a  continual  novelty,  offering  fresh  nations  and  wilder 
wonders  with  every  new  coast  that  was  navigated  or  country  that  was 
explored,  but  supernatural  prodigies.  ^^Goi^ons,  and  Hydras,  and 
chimeras  dire,^^  established  themselves  in  every  lone  mountain  and  se- 
questered cave ;  and  the  woods,  waves,  and  fields  were  peopled  with 
satyrs,  fauns,  and  nymphs,  while  innumerable  deities,  hovering  in  the 
elements,  occasionally  presented  themselves  to  human  vision.  In  those 
imaginative  days  the  faculties  of  man  kept  bounding  from  one  en« 
chantment  to  another.  All  nature  was  ready-made  poetry,  and  life  it- 
self the  very  quintessence  of  vitality. 

Oh,  the  contrast  of  the  present ! — We  have  passed  through  all  the 
fltftages  of  civilization,  and  arrived  at  the  antipodes  of  the  fabulous ;  the 
world  is  in  its  old  age  ;  the  fountain  of  its  young  fancies  is  as  dry  and  ' 
dusty  as  a  turnpike-road.  We  have  fallen  upon  evil  days,  ay,  and 
upon  evil  tongues  too,  for  there  is  a  suicidal  rag^  for  destroying  the 
imaginations  of  our  own  youth,  and  degrading  into  bald,  hateful  alle- 
l^ory  all  the  poetic  visions  and  romantic  illusions  of  the  world^s  infancy. 
II  is  a  dull,  plodding,  scientific,  money^etting,  measuring,  calculating, 
incredulous,  cold,  phlegmatic,  physical  age — a  tangible  world,  limited  . 
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to  the  proof  of  sense— -a  horrible  era  of  Aet  We  hare  dragged  op 
Truth  from  the  bottom  of  a  well,  and  looking  through  her  muddy 
spectacles,  refuse  to  see  any  thing  beyond  our  nose.  If  it  appear  too 
startling  to  arer  that  ignorance  is  bliss,  1  can  maintain,  from  my  own 
experience,  that  it  is  sometimes  a  misery  to  grow  wise.  With  what 
awfai  wonder,  not  untempered  by  delight,  have  i,  when  a  boy,  cooteno- 

Slated  a  Will-oMhe-wisp,  or  Jack-oManthom,  especially  if  he  performed 
Is  luminous  minuet  in  the  vicinity  of  a  church-yard  ;  and  how  in* 
tensely  was  I  interested  in  Dr.  Shawns  account  of  the  mysterious  ignig 
fatuus  which  attended  his  whole  company  for  above  an  hoar  in  tlie 
valleys  of  Mount  Ephraim,  in  the  Holy  Land ;  not  to  me»tioD  the  nn- 
merous  ballads  and  stories  illuminated  by  the  presence  of  tliis  ominoos 
flame.  Alas  !  it  never  appears  to  me  now,  and  if  it  did,  1  should  only 
recollect  that  one  n^sty  philosopher  has  assured  roe  it  is  generated  by 
putrescence  ;  another  maintains  it  to  be  gaseous ;  and  I  have  the  satis- 
faction of  reflecting  that,  under  a  new  modification,  1  may  every  night 
see  those  fine  old  mysterious  personages.  Jack  and  Will,  imprisoned  in 
a  lamp,  and  shedding  their  innocuous  light  upon  the  gutters  of  Thames- 
street  and  Pndding-iane.  Their  near  relation,  the  fire-damp,  the  de- 
structive agency  of  which,  in  mines,  has  rivetted  my  attention  to  many 
a  tale  of  terror,  has,  by  another  lamp,  been  rendered  so  passive  and 
uninflammable,  that  he  now  takes  fire  at  nothing,  and  afibrds  no  ma- 
terials for  sympathy  or  fear. 

Thunder  and  lightning  have  lost  many  of  their  sublime  associa- 
tions, since  I  have  learnt  the  theory  of  their  production.  Every 
theatre  contains  a  Salmoneous — the  electric  fluid  has  been  brooght 
down  from  Heaven  by  a  Prometheus  in  the  shape  of  a  kite,  and  we 
have  even  converted  it  into  a  plaything,  bidding  it  stream  from  our 
knuckles  at  the  working  of  a  glass  machine.  Not  content  with  (amU 
liarizlng  and  degrading  every  thing  that  was  grandly  real,  we  hare  ut- 
terly annihilated  all  that  was  strikingly  illusory.  As  to  the  man  in 
the  moon,  whose  features  I  could  once  distinctly  recognize,  I  take  it 
for  granted  that  he  has  long  since  been  had  up,  or  rather  down,  to 
Bow-street,  and  committed  as  a  vagrant.  The  Patagonian  giants  of 
Magellan,  and  the  nine-feet  high  Tartarians  of  Ferdinand  Mendez 
Pinto,  have  no  more  real  existence  than  the  Brobdignaggians  of  Swift; 
and  as  to  the  ^^  Anthropophagi  and  men  whose  heads  do  grow  beneath 
their  shoulders,^'  our  cursed  good  sense  compels  us  to  laugh  at  them 
as  ridiculous  and  unwarrantable  fictions.  Let  no  author  calculate  on 
being  able  to  invent  any  thing  permanently  supernatural  and  appalling ; 
all  his  impossibilities  will  be  realized,  his  mysteries  fiaimiliarized.  Does 
the  reader  recollect  the  Spectre  Boat  in  Coleridge^s  Ancient  Mariners, 
or  the  Storm  Ship  in  Washington  Irving^s  story  of  Dolph-Heyliger, 
which,  to  the  consternation  of  nautical  eyes,  was  seen  ploughing  up 
the  waves,  at  the  rate  of  ten  knots  an  hour  in  a  dead  calm,  or  Bailing 
with  great  velocity  right  against  the  wind  and  tide,  manifestly  impelled 
in  this  preternatural  manner  by  speotral  or  diabolic  influence  ?  These 
watery  apparitions  have  lost  their  terrors :  the  boiling  of  a  kettle  has 
dissolved  the  mystery  ;  an  impalpable  vapour  per|brms  all  these  pro- 
digies at  once,  and  we  go  to  Richmond  and  back  in  the  steam-boat* 
against  wind  and  tide,  by  the  aid  of  no  other  demons  than  a  copper 
of  water  and  a  half  chaldron  of  coals.  Ghosts  of  all  sorts  have  been 
compelled  to  give  up  the  ghost,  and  the  Red  Sea  ipust  possess  incre* 
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dible  shoab  of  exorciaed  apparitionn.  The  unicorn  U  defunct  as  an 
imaginarj  animal ;  it  has  been  recently  discovered  in  the  interior  of 
Asia,  and  now  only  lives  in  stupid  reality.  A  stuffed  mermaid,  ac- 
cording to  the  papers,  has  already  arrived  in  the  river  Thames,  and 
will  shortly  be  exhibited  in  Piccadilly.  Sphinxes,  griffins,  hyppogrifis, 
wivems,  and  all  the  motley  combinations  of  heraldry,  will,  probably, 
be  soon  visible  at  sixpence  a  head ;  while  the  thonght-bewildering 
family  of  witches,  wizards,  and  conjurers,  spite  of  the  demonology  of 
King  James  and  the  authority  of  the  sorceress  of  Endor,  have  been  all 
burnt  out  and  obliged  to  move  over  the  way — ^into  the  verge  of  history. 
Our  judges  no  longer,  like  Sir  Matthew  Hale,  fall  upon  their  knees 
after  condemning  an  old  woman  to  be  burnt  for  witchcraft,  and  thank 
God  that  they  have  not  departed  from  the  approved  wisdom  and  vene- 
rable institutions  of  our  ancestors ;  but  content  themselves  with  apply- 
ing the  same  phraseology  to  other  abuses  equally  inhuman,  and  alike 
destined  to  correction  in  the  progress  of  light  and  reason.  Oberon 
and  Titania,  and  Puck  and  Robhi  GoodfelTow,  and  all  the  train  of 
^^  urchins,  ouphies,  fairies  green  and  white,^'  who  were  wont,  with  tiny 
feet,  to  imprint  the  mystic  ring  upon  our  meadows,  and  drop  the  ma- 
gic tester  in  cleanly  chambers,  whither  are  ye  fled  ?  Ye  are  gone,  with 
the  ^^  giants  of  mighty  bone  and  bold  emprise,'^  to  people  the  belief  of 
less  sensual  nations,  leaving  us  to  grope  our  lonely  way  through  this 
ignorant  present,  these  dark  ages  of  the  mind,  this  night  qf  fancy,  this 
tomb  of  Uie  imagination. 

I  myself^  simpleton  that  I  am,  have  been  instrumental  in  defrauding 
my  mind  of  some  of  its  most  hallowed  and  romantic  impressions,  by 
joining  the  rabble  rout  whom  the  peace  vomited  forth  to  penetrate  into 
all  the  sanctuaries  of  the  Continent  What  vague  and  reverential  no- 
tions had  I  of  the  interior  of  a  Catholic  church ! — ^how  deeply  inte- 
resting to  read,  at  the  commencement  of  a  romance,  that  ^^  the  evening 
bell  was  just  tolling  for  vespers,  when  the  beautiful  Donna  Clara,  at- 
tended by  her  Duenna,  entered  the  great  church  of  St.  Ildephonsp,  at 
Madrid!" — ^and  what  a  rich  association  of  gorgeous  shrines,  lovely  nuns, 
eboral  monks,  mellow  symphonies,  floated  up  at  the  bidding  of  this  sim- 
ple exordium!  *I  have  stood  in  these  churches.  Heavens!  what  a 
revulsion !  It  is  like  being  admitted  behind  the  scenes  at  a  theatre. 
1  have  seen  them  used  as  a  thoroughfare  by  porters  and  errand-boys, 
making  a  short  cut  from  one  door  to  another,  first  carefully  dipping 
their  dirty  fingers  in  a  puddle  of  holy  water ; — 1  have  gazed  upon 
shrines  of  tin  and  tinsel  flaring  in  the  sickly  light  of  two  farthing  rush- 
lights ; — ^I  have  beheld  nuns,  old,  ugly,  and  corpulent,  with  a  bundle 
of  keys,  relics,  and  trumpery  at  their  girdle;  and  as  to  getting  a 
glimpse  of  even  one  that  was  loveable — ^filthy  hags!  I  would'nt  cross  a 
five-barred  gate  to  kiss  a  whole  convent. 

Rousseau's  Hermitage,  spite  of  its  pastoral  appellation  and  the  glow- 
ing eloquence  with  which  he  has  painted  its  rural  charms,  I  found  to 
be  a  vulgar  cockney  edifice ;  while  the  woods,  of  Montmorenci,  be- 
neath whose  shades  his  Muse  received  inspiration,  have  dwindled  down 
into  a  quincunx  of  poplars.  A  vineyard  which  my  imagination  had 
clothed  with  all  sorts  of  scriptural  and  poetical  embellishments,  ap- 
peared, upon  actual  inspection,  little  more  romantic  than  a  potato-field, 
and  infinitely  less  picturesque  than  our  Kentish  hop-grounds. — TUs 
was  a^  violent  slap  on  the  mental  face,  but  my  elastic  hopes  still  sug- 
vJl.  IV.  No.  23.— 1822.  E3 
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e^st^d  a  coMohtion :  France)  said  I^  is  a  flat,  milovely  e<mlitty--^Uic 
least  interesting  in  Europe ;  bat  Clarens,  tlie  grotes  of  Ciaretis,  wbidi 
fired  the  imag&ation  of  the  sensitivie  author  of  «^  La  Nourelle  Helo- 
Ise,"  and  inspired  those  eloquent  oatpoarings  of  love  wMeh '  •■  ■' ,  la 
short  I  fed  upon  the  expectation  of  these  ieafj  landscapes,  aiitfl  I  ap- 
rived  in  Switzerland,  when,  with  isi  throbbing  hfeaH,  I  harried  to  the 
Acene  of  enchantment,  and  was  horrified  by  a  gfrisly  apparition  of 
stamps,  the  hallowed  woods  having  lately  been  cot  down  by  the  inonki 
of  St.  Bernard  to  supply  fuel  for  boiling  their  miserable  brotlis  and  pot- 
tages. Oh,  the  sdcrilegions,  soup-eating  old  carrau^^;eon8 !  Still  san- 
guine, I  looked  forward  to  Rome :  the  eternal  city  coold  not,  at  all 
events,  disappoint  me.  Oh  my  arrival,  1  engaged  an  eradiie  Cicerone, 
who  took  fiie  to  one  of  the  most  celebrated  remains  of  antiqtilfy,  con- 
sisting of  a  few  mouldering  walls  scarcely  elevated  above  tiie  soiree, 
which  I  found,  according  to  the  researches  of  the  most  l^med  fnvcs- 
figators,  was  the  unquestionable  site  either  of  a  theatre^  or  a  fivom, 
or  a  palace,  or  public  baths,  but  they  had  not  yet  settled  wliiciL  Few 
of  the  other  ruins  were  better  defined  or  appropriated ;  and  as  to  the 
locality  of  the  ancient  city,  the  topographers  agreed  in  dotiiing  birt  in 
ridiculing  each  other^s  decisions.  Thus  i  went  on,  traibpling  dom 
some  beautiful  illusion  at  every  step  I  took,  shattering  with  my  car- 
riage-wheels all  the  fair  forms  which  my  imagination  had  set  op  by  the 
rof^  side,  «id  perpetually  substituting  the  real  for  the  ideal,  to  my 
own  infinite  loss  in  the  exchange. 

But  I  saved  nothing  by  returning  home ;  for  the  iarther  adschief 
which  I  had  refrained  from  perpetrating  myself,  had  been  committed 
by  others.  The  whole  eartb  had  been  rummaged  by  restless  tourists : 
my  table  was  loaded  with  travels,  and  my  pathway  beset  with  pano- 
ramas desecrating  every  thing  that  was  holy,  familiarizing  the  roman- 
tic, and  reducing  the  wild  and  visionary  to  a  printed  sc»le  of  yards, 
feet,  and  inches.  The  new  world  is  now  as  ne^ffabouriy  as  the  New 
River,  and  the  Terra  Incognita  is  as  well  known  as  the  Greenwich 
Road.  Athens  is  removed  to  the  Strand,  the  North  Pole  to  Leicester 
Square  ;  Memnon^s  head,  with  a  granite  wedge  for  a  beard,  is  set  up 
in  Great  Russcl  Street,  the  Parthenon  is  by  its  side,  the  tomb  of  Psam- 
mis  is  open  to  all  the  passengers  of  Piccadilly,  Alexander's  sarcopha- 
gus may  be  seen  every  dav  except  Sunday,  Cleopatra's  needle  is  on 
its  way  to  Wapping,  and  all  the  wonders  of  the  world  are  become  as 
familiar  to  the  cockneys  of  London  as  the  Chelsea  Bun-house  or  the 
pump  at  Aldgate. 

All  my  waking  dreams  are  tdissolved,  and  I  might  define  myself  as 
a  two-legged  matter-of-fiict,  but  for  the  fortunate  circumstance  that 
tHe  illusions  of  my  sleep  seem  to  become  more  vivid  as  those  of  the 
external  world  fade  and  die  away.  The  nightmare  has  not  yet  heetn 
put  In  the  pound,  or  carried  to  the  green-yai^.  The  phantasms  of  the 
brain,  conjured  up  by  the  wizard  Moon  and  the  sorceress  Night,  are 
beyond  the  jurisdiction  of  travellers,  painters,  or  allegorists.  No  med- 
dling Ithuriel  starts  from  amid  their  shadows  to  withdraw  the  veil  of 
fancy  and  show  me  the  dowdy  features  of  truth ;  thither,  therefore, 
does  my  imagination  delight  to  escape  from  this  benumbing  world  of 
matter  and  reality,  so  gladly  abandoidng  itself  to  the  wild  abstractioDS 
of  dreams,  that  I  pursue  them  long  afler  I  am  awake,  and  when  they 
melt  into  day-Ught  I  can  ahttost  sit  down,  like  Caliban,  and  cry  to  Bleep 
agaia.  H. 
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It  is  not  generally  koowa  that  the  metropolis  of  Ireland  containa 
a  very  sin^ar  aubternmeoag  corioaitj — a  burial-place,  which,  from 
the  chemical  properties  of  the  soil,  acts  with  a  certain  embalming  in- 
floence  upon  the  bodies  deposited  within  it  I  speak  of  the  Vaulta 
beneath  St  Michan^s  Church-^^  scene  where  those  who  have  the  firm- 
ness to  go  down  and  \o6k  death  in  the  face  will  find  an  instructive 
fomsieBlary  upon  the  doctrines  of  moral  humiliation  that  are  periodi* 
cally  preached  above. 

You  descend  by  a  few  steps  into  a  long  and  narrow  passage  that 
runs  across  the  site  of  the  church ;  upon  each  side  there  are  exca-. 
vated  ample  recesses,  in  which  the  dead  are  laid.  There  is  noth- 
ing  offensive  in  the  atmospherejto  deter  you  from  entering.  The  first 
thmg  that  strikes  you  is  to  find  that  decay  has  been  more  busy  with 
the  tenement  than  the  tenant.  In  some  instances  the  coffins  have 
altogether  disappeared ;  in  others,  the  lids  or  sides  have  mouldered 
away,  exposing  the  remains  within,  still  unsubdued  by  death  from 
their  original  form.  But  the  great  conqueror  of  flesh  and  blood,  and 
of  human  pride,  is  not  to  be  baffled  with  impunity.  Even  his  mercy  . 
is  dreadful.  It  is  a  poor  privilege  to  be  permitted  to  hold  together  for 
a  century  or  so,  until  your  coffin  tumbles  in  about  your  ears,  and  then 
to  re-appear,  half  skeleton,  half  mummy,  exposed  to  the  gazes  of  a 
generation  that  can  know  nothing  of  your  name  and  character  beyond 
the  prosing  tradition  of  some  moralizing  sexton.  Among  these  rem- 
nants of  humanity,  for  instance,  there  is  the  body  of  a  pious  gentle* 
woman,  who,  while  she  continued  above  ground,  shunned  the  eyes  of 
men,  in  the  recesses  of  a  convent.  But  the  veil  of  death  has  not  been 
respected.  She  stands  the  very  first  on  the  sexton's  list  of  posthumous 
rarities,  and  one  of  the  most  valuable  appendages  of  his  office.  She 
Is  his  buried  treasure.  Her  sapless  cheeks  yield  him  a  larger  rent 
than  some  acres  of  arable  land  ;  and  what  is  worse,  now  that  she  can- 
not repel  the  imputatatioo,  he  calls  her  to  her  face  ^^  the  Old  Nun.'' 
In  point  of  fact,  1  understood  that  her  age  was  one  hundred  and  eleven, 
not  including  the  forty  years  that  have  elapsed  since  her  second  burial 
in  St  Michan's. 

Death,  as  has  been  of^en  observed,  is  a  thorough  Radical,  and  levels 
all  distinctions.  It  is  so  in  this  place.  Beside  the  Nun  there  sleeps, 
not  a  venerable  abbess,  or  timid  novice,  or  meek  and  holy  friar,  but 
an  athletic  young  felon  of  the  17th  century,  who  had  shed  a  brother's 
blood,  and  was  sentenced  for  the  offence  to  the  close  custody  of  St 
Michan's  vaults.  This  was  about  one  hundred  and  thirty  years  ago. 
The  offender  belonged  to  a  family  of  some  consideration,  which  ac- 
counts for  his  being  found  in  such  respectable  society. 

The  preservative  quality  of  the^e  vaults  is  various  in  its  operation 
upon  subjects  of  different  ages  and  constitutions.  With  regard  to  the 
latter,  however,  it  does  not  appear  that  persons  who  had  been  temperate 
livers  enjoy  any  peculiar  privilee^es.  The  departed  toper  resists  decay 
as  sturdily  as  the  ascetic ;  supplying  Captain  Morris  with  another  ^^  rea- 
son fair,  to  fill  his  glass  again."  But  it  is  ascertained  that  children  are 
decomposed  almost  as  rapidly  here  as  elsewhere.  Of  this,  a  touching 
illustration  occurs  in  the  case  of  a  female  who  died  in  child-birth,  about 
a  century  ago,  and  was  deposited  in  St  MichanV    Her  infant  was  laid 
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in  her  arms.  The  mother  iagtfll  tolerably  perfect ;  ezettpUfyl]ig,hy 
her  attitade,  the  parental  <^  passion  strong  in  death  ;"  but  the  child  hai 
long  since  melted  away  irom  her  embrace.  I  inquired  her  name,  and 
was  rather  mortified  to  find  that  it  has  not  been  preserved. 

But  I  was  chiefly  affected  by  the  relics  of  two  persons,  of  whom  the 
world  has  unfortunately  heard  too  much  :  the  ill-ftted  brothers,  John 
and  Henry  Sheares.  I  had  been  told  that  they  were  here,  and  the  mo- 
ment the  light  of  the  taper  fell  upon  the  spot  they  occupy,  I  qoid^ly 
recognized  them  by  one  or  two  circumstances  that  forcibly  recalled  the 
close  of  their  career :  the  headless  trunks,  and  the  remains  of  the  coane, 
unadorned,  penal  shells,  to  which  it  seemed  necessary  to  public  justice 
that  they  should  be  consigned.  Henry^s  head  was  lying  by  his  brotheFa 
side  ;  John's  had  not  been  completely  detached  by  the  blow  of  the  exe- 
cutioner :  one  of  the  ligaments  of  the  neck  still  connects  it  with  the  body. 
I  knew  nothing  of  these  victims  of  ill-timed  enthusiasm  except  from 
historical  report ;  but  the  companion  of  my  visit  to  their  grave  luid  been 
their  contemporary  and  friend,  and  he  paid  their  memories  the  tribute 
of  some  tears ;  which,  even  at  this  distance  of  time,  it  would  not  be  pru- 
dent to  shed  in  a  less  privileged  place.  He  lingered  long  beside  them, 
and  seemed  to  find  a  sad  gratification  in  relating  sereral  particulan 
connected  with  their  fates.  Many  of  the  anecdotes  that  he  mentioaed 
have  been  already  published.  Two  or  three  that  interested  me,  I  had 
not  heard  before.  ^^  It  was  not  to  be  expected,^'  he  said,  ^'  that  such  a 
man  as  John  Sheares  could  have  escaped  the  destiny  thai  befel  him. 
His  doom  was  fixed  several  years  before  his  death.  His  passion  for 
freedom,  as  he  understood  it,  was  incurable ;  for  it  was  consecrated  by 
its  association  with  another  passion,  to  which  every  thing  seemed  justi- 
fiable. You  have  heard  of  the  once  celebrated  Mademoiselle  Therouane. 
'  John  Sheares  was  in  Paris  at  the  commencement  of  the  Reyolntioo,  and 
was  introduced  to  her.  She  'was  an  extraordinary  creature  ;  wild,  im- 
perious, and  fantastic  in  her  patriotic  paroxysms  ;  but  in  her  natural 
intervals,  a  beautiful  and  fascinating  woman.  He  became  deeply  ena- 
moured of  her,  and  not  the  less  so  for  the  political  enthusiasm  that 
would  have  repelled  another.  1  have  heard  that  he  assisted  in  the  ad- 
form  of  the  national  guard  at  the  storming  of  the  Bastile,  and  that  he 
encountered  the  peril  as  a  means  of  recommending  himself  to  the  ob- 
ject of  his  admiration.  She  returned  that  sentiment,  but  she  would  not 
listen  to  his  suit  When  he  tendered  a  proposal  of  marriage,  she  pro- 
duced a  pistol,  and  threatened  to  lay  him  dead  if  he  renewed  the  subject. 
This  I  had  from  himself.  But  her  rigour  did  not  extinguish  bis  pas- 
sion. He  returned  to  Ireland  full  of  her  image,  and,  1  suspect,  not 
without  a  hope  that  (he  success  of  the  fatal  enterprise  in  which  he  em- 
barked might  procure  him,  at  a  future  day,  a  more  favourable  hearing ; 
but  of  this  and  all  his  other  hopes  you  see''  (pointing  to  his  remains) 
*^  the  lamentable  issue."  1  asked  whether  his  mistress  had  heard  his  fate, 
and  how  she  bore  it  My  friend  replied,  ^^  When  1  was  at  Paris,  during 
the  short  peace  of  Amiens,  I  asked  the  same  question,  but  I  met  with 
no  one  that  had  personally  known  her.  She  was  then  living ;  in  a  con- 
dition, however,  to  which  death  would  have  been  preferable.  She  was 
in  a  miserable  state  of  insanity,  and  confined  in  a  public  institution.^^ — 
^^  John  Sheares,"  he  continued,  ^^  flung  himself  into  the  revolutionary 
cause  from  principle  and  temperament ;  but  Henry  wanted  the  energy 
of  a  conspirator:  of  this  he  was  forewarned  by  an  iii^dent  that  I  know 
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to  hare  occnrrecl.  Shortly  after  he  had  taken  the  oath  of  an  United 
Irishman,  (it  was  towards  the  close  of  the  year  1797,)  he  was  present  at 
the  election  for  the  city  of  Dublin;  a  riot  took  place  at  the  hostings, 
the  military  interferred,  and  the  people  fled  in  confusion :  a  tradesman, 
who  resided  in  the  yicinity,  hearing^  the  shouts,  hastily  moved  towards 
the  spot  to  inquire  the  cause.  The  first  person  he  met  was  Henry 
Sheares,  pallid,  trembling,  and  almost  gasping  for  breath.  He  asked 
what  had  happened :  Sheares,  urith  looks  and  tones  importing  extraor- 
dinary perturbation,  implored  him,  if  he  valued  his  life,  to  tumfback. 
It  was  with  some  difficulty  that  the  interrogator  could  obtain  an  intelli- 
gible account  of  the  cause  and  extent  of  the  danger.  As  soon  as  he  had 
ascertained  the  fact,  he  fixed  his  eye  on  Sheares  and  said,  ^  Mr.  Sheares, 
I  know  more  of  some  matters  than  you  may  be  aware  of;  take  a  friend^s 
advice,  and  have  no  more  to  do  with  politics ;  you  have  not  nerves,  Sir, 
for  the  business  you  have  engaged  in.^  But  the  infatuation  of  the  times, 
and  the  influence  of  his  brother^s  character  and  example,  prevailed. 
When  the  catastrophe  came,  John  Sheares  felt,  when  too  late,  that  he 
should  have  offered  the  same  advice.  This  reflection  embittered  his  last 
moments.  It  also  called  forth  some  generous  traits  that  deserve  to  be 
remembered.  His  appeal  to  the  Court  in  behalf  of  his  brother,  as  given 
in  the  report  of  the  trial,  is  a  model  of  natural  pathos ;  but  I  know  of 
nothing  more  pathetic  in  conduct  than  a  previous  scene,  which  Curran 
once  described  to  me  as  he  had  witnessed  it.  When  Curran  visited  them 
in'prison  to  receive  instructions  for  their  defence,  John  Sheares  rushed 
forward,  and  embracing  his  knees,  implored  him  to  intercede  for  Henry ; 
for  himself,  he  offered  to  plead  guilty ;  to  die  at  an  hour^s  notice ;  to 
rereai  all  that  he  knew  with  the  exception  of  names ;  to  do  any  thing 
that  might  be  fairly  required  of  him,  provided  the  government  would 
consent  to  spare  his  brother.'^ 

The  preserving  power  of  the  vaults  of  St.  Michan^s  was  long  ascribed 
by  popular  superstition  to  the  peculiar  holiness  of  the  ground,  but  mo- 
dem philosophy  has  unwrought  the  miracle  by  explaining,  on  chemi- 
cal principles,  the  cause  of  the  phenomenon :  ^^  Water  is  a  sore  decayer 
of  your  whoreson  dead  body.^'  The  walls  and  soil  of  these  vaults  abound 
with  carbonate  of  lime  and  argillaceous  earth ;  a  compound  that  ab- 
sorbs the  moisture  which  is  necessary  to  the  putrefactive  process.  In 
all  weathers  the  place  is  perfectly  free  from  damp.  The  consequence  is, 
that  animal  matter  exposed  to  such  an  atmosphere,  though  it  undergoes 
important  chemical  changes,  and  soon  ceases  to  be  strictly  flesh,  yet  re- 
tains, for  a  length  of  time,  its  external  proportions.  I  had  occasion  to  ob- 
serve a  circumstance  that  proves  the  uncommon  dryness  of  the  air.  One 
of  the  recesses,  which  is  fastened  up,  is  the  burial-place  of  a  noble  family. 
On  looking  through  the  grating  of  the  door,  we  saw  two  or  three  coro- 
nets glittering  from  the  remote  extremity  of  the  cell,  as  brightly  as  if 
they  had  been  polished  up  the  day  before.  The  attendant  assured  us 
that  it  was  more  than  a  year  since  any  one  had  entered  the  place.  He 
inserted  a  taper  within  the  grating  to  g^ve  us  a  fuller  view,  when  his 
statement  was  corroborated  by  the  appearance  of  an  ample  canopy  of 
cobweb,  extending  from  wall  to  wall  of  this  chamber  of  death,  and 
which,  it  must  have  cost.the  artificers  many  a  weary  day  and  night  to 
weare.  A  curtain  of  the  same  sepulchral  gauze  overhung  the  spot 
where  the  Sheareses  rest. 
'  I  had  seen  the  Catacombs  of  Paris,  but  I  was  more  interested,  and 
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made  to  feel  more  for  otbets  nod  mjFself,  in  the  Vaults  of  St  Mkhas's. 
Iq  the  Catacombs  the  eye  or  the  heart  finds  aothioff  iadiTidual  W  re^t 
upon ;  your  sympathy  is  dispersed  over  myriads  of  anooymoos  skuUs 
and  thigh-bones,  and  these  fantastically  arranged  into  melodramatic 
combinations,  as  if  the  Graces  have  any  business  under  gprouad ;  and 
after  death  has  picked  us  to  the  bone,  our  skeletons  must  be  broken 
up  and  shuffled  into  attitudes  conforming  to  the  immutable  principles 
of  Parisian  taste.  1  codM  never  heave  a  sigh  while  promenading  be» 
tween  those  neatly  trimmed  hedge-rows  of  human  bones ;  1  thought 
of  and  pitied  the  workmen  more  than  the  materials.  But  at  St.  Mj- 
chants,  I  felt  that  I  was  really  in  a  sepulchre  and  surroimded  by  the 
dead.  The  very  absence  of  heatness  in  their  distribution,  and  of 
respectful  observance  towards  them,  was  a  source  of  instructive  reflec- 
tion, by  forewarning  me  of  my  cessation  of  personal  importance  when 
I  shall  cease  to  breathe.  Every  kick  the  sexton  gave  a  chance  akall 
or  two  that  stopped  the  way,  had  its  moral :  it  was  as  good  as  the  fes- 
tive usage  in  old  Egypt,  ol  handing  round  an  image  of  death  from 
guest  to  guest,  to  the  words  of 

*'^  Drink  and  be  merry,  for  such  jou  ihall  be.*^ 

In  the  absence  of  such  a  custom  now,  I  know  of  notlilng  more  cal- 
culated to  bring  down  the  pride  of  any  one  that  piques  himself  too 
much  upon  his  flesh  and  blood,  than  an  occasional  conversation  in 
a  church-yard  with  a  sexton*  or  gravedigger,  on  the  subject  of  their 
trade.  It  is  very  well  as  long  as  a  man  has  a  certain  allowance  of 
mind  and  muscles  at  his  disposal,  and  can  strut,  and  talk,  and  look 
big,  and  hum  fragments  of  bravuras,  and  be  seen  now  and  then  in  a 
tandem,  and  resort  to  the  other  methods  of  commanding  some  defe- 
rence to  his  personal  identity ;  but  when  once  this  important  personage 
becomes  motionless,  cold,  and  tongue-tied,  and,  unable  to  remonstrate, 
is  seized  by  the  undertaker,  and,  as  the  Irish  phrase  is,  "•  is  put  to  bed 
with  a  shovel,"  farewell  human  respect ! — ^*  out  of  sight,  out  of  mind :" 
his  epitaph)  if  he  has  left  assets  to  buy  one,  may,  for  a  while,  keep  up 
a  little  bustle  about  his  name,  but  a  short  dialogue  with  a  sexton  of 
aftertimes,  over  the  scattered  fragments  of  his  existence,  will  afford  a 
pretty  accurate  measure  of  the  degree  of  real  insignificance  into  which 
he  has  subsided.  This  is  mortifying ;  but  it  is  among  the  sources  of 
•ur  highest  interests.  Certainly,  it  is  only  natural  that  we  should  look 
to  some  future  compensation  for  our  minds,  in  return  for  the  many  in- 
sults their  old  companions  are  sure  to  suffer  when  they  are  not  by  to 
protect  them :  it  were  an  intolerable  prospect  otherwise.  To-day  to 
be  active,  happy,  and  ambitious,  conscious  of  being  ^^  made  for  the  con- 
templation of  heaven  and  all  noble  objects,"  and  to-morrow  to  be 
flung  as  useless  lumber  into  a  hole,  and  in  process  of  time  to  be  buffeted 
by  grave-diggers  and  shovelled  up  to  make  way  for  new  comers,  with- 
out a  friendly  moralizer  to  pronounce  an  ^^  Alas,  poor  Yorick !''  over 
our  chop-fallen  crania — or  perhaps  (what  is  still  more  humiliating  in 
a  posthumous  point  of  view)  to  be  purloined  by  resurrection-men,  and 
bung  up  in  dissecting-rooms  as  models  of  osteology  for  the  instmction 
of  surgeons^-mates  for .  his  Majesty^s  navy — the  thoughts  of  all  this 
would  gall,  as  well  it  might,  our  vanity  to  the  quick,  were  it  not  that 
Religion,  assured  of  a  retribution,  can  smile  at  these  indignities,  and 
discover,  in  every  rude  cuff  that  may  be  given  to  our  ^honoured 
bones,  a  farther  argument  for  the  immortality  of  the  soul. 
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PETER  PINIURIC8* 

Tkt  Mayr  of  Mirublaii. 

Whilic  he  was  laying  plans  for  getting 

The  honours  of  the  Chapcaa  rougt^ 
The  Cardinal  Da  Bois  was  ever  fretting ; 
All  his  days  and  nights  allotting 
To  brihes  and  schemes,  intriguing,  plotting. 
Until  his  face  grew  yellow  as  gambouge. 
His  eyes  sepulchral,  dull,  and  gummy, 
And  his  whole  frame  a  walking  mummy. 

Meanwhile  his  steward,  De  la  Vigne^ 
SeemM  to  be  fattening  on  hb  master ; 

For.  as  the  one  grew  lai^  and  lean. 
The  other  only  thrired  the  faster. 

Enjoying,  as  he  sWeliM  in  figure. 

Such  constant  spirits,  laugh,  and  snigger. 

That  it  e^en  struck  his  Excellency, 

Who  callM  him  up,  and  askM  him  whtttce  he 
Contrived  to  get  so  plnmp  and  JoUy ; 

While  he  himself,  a  man  of  rank. 
Visibly  shrank. 

And  daily  grew  more  melancholy. 

*'  Really,  my  lord,^^  the  steward  said, 
^^  There  ^s  nothing  marrellous  in  that ; 

You  hare  a  hat  for  ever  in  your  head  ; 
My  head  is  always  in  my  hat.^^ 

Du  Bois,  too  wealthy  tobe  marrM  in  all 
His  plots,  was  presently  a  Cardinal, 

And  wore  what  he  had  pined  to  win  ; 
Whea  pasquinades  soon  flew  about. 
Hinting  his  sconce  was  deeper  red  without. 

Than  ^twas  within. 
Perhaps  it  was,  but  that  ^s  no  matter ; 
The  Pope,  like  any  other  hatter, 
Makes  coverings,  not  heads ;  and  this 

With  its  new  guest  agreed  so  well. 
That  he  soon  wore  an  alterM  phiz, 

Ate  heartily,  began  to  swell, 
RecoverM  from  his  ails  and  ills. 
And  got  quite  rosy  in  the  gills. 

'Tis  strange,  but  true— our  Worthy  wore 
Fine  robes,  and  waxM  both  plump  and  fresh, 

From  the  first  moment  he  forswore 
All  pomps  and  appetites  of  fiesh. 

His  Eminence,  on  this  inflation 
Both  of  his  stomach  and  liis  station. 

His  eld  Ch&teau  resolved  to  visit. 
Accompanied  bv  one  Dupin, 
A  sandy-headed  little  man, 

Who  daily  managed  to  elicit 
Jokes  from  some  French  Joe  Miller^s  page, 
Old,  and  but  little  of  their  age  ; 
Though  they  drew  forth  as  never^fiaililif 

A  roar  of  laughter  every  time. 

As  if  they  were  as  new  and  prime 
At  those  ttuit  we  are  now  retaUing . 


40a  Pekr-Pmiariei. 

To  the  ChAteau  in  Langnedoc 

Whole  deputationa 
lYom  the  sorronndiiig  districts  flock^ 

With  odes,  addresses,  gratolatioiis. 

And  long  orations ; 
And,  among  others,  the  Prifcet 
OfMiroblais, 

Famed  for  its  annual  Fair  of  Asses, 
Began  a  speech  which,  by  its  doll 
Ezordiom,  threatened  to  be  fall 

As  long  and  dry  as  fifty  masses. 

Dnpin,  who  saw  his  yawning  master 
Somewhat  annoyM  by  this  disaster, 
And  thought  it  mi|^t  be  accefrtable 
To  quiz  the  Bore,  and  stop  his  gabble. 
Abruptly  cried — *'*'  Pray,  Mr.  Mayor, 
How  much  did  asses  fetch  last  Fair  V^ 

^^  Why,  9ir,  the  worthy  Mayor  replied, 

As  the  impcartinent  he  eyed — 

^  Small  sandy  ones,  like  you,  might  each 

Sell  for  three  crowns,  and  plenty  too  i^*- 
Then  quietly  resumed  his  speech. 

And  mouthM  it  regularly  tfaroii|^. 


Rahelais  and  the  LampreyM. 

Wheh  the  eccentric  Rabelais  was  physician 
To  Cardinal  Lorraine,  he  sat  at  dinner 
Beside  that  gormandising  sinner, 

Not  like  the  medical  magician. 

Who  whiskM  from  Sancho  Panza^s  fauces 

The  evanescent  meats  and  sauces. 

But  to  protect  his  sacred  master 
Against  such  diet  as  obstructs 

The  action  of  the  epigastre. 
Overloads  the  biliary  ducts. 

The  peristaltic  motion  crosses. 

And  puzzles  the  digestive  process. 

The  Cardinal,  one  hungry  day, 
First  having  with  his  eyes  consumed 
Some  lampreys  that  before  him  fumed. 
Had  plunged  his  fork  into  the  prey. 
When  Rabelais  gravely  shook  his  head, 
TappM  on  his  plate  three  times,  and  said — 

"  Pah  ! — ^hard  digestion  !  har4  digestion  V^ 
And  his  bile-dreading  Eminence, 
Though  sorely  tempted,  had  the  sense 
To  send  it  off  without  a  question. 

*'  Hip  !  Hallo  !  bring  the  lampreys  here  !^' 
Cried  Rabelais,  as  the  dish  he  snatchM ; 

And  gobbling  up  the  dainty  cheer, 
The  whole  was  instantly  despatched. 


On  ihe  Poitrjf  of  Fhmtm.  Ml 

ReddenM  with  Tain  attempti  at  itifling 

At  once  hit  wrath  and  appetite, 
Hifl  Patron  cried — ^*'  Tour  conduct  ^i  rude ; 
This  is  no  subject,  Sir,  for  trifling ; 
How  dare  you  designate  this  food 
As  indigestible  and  crude, 

Then  swallow  it  before  my  sight  V^ 
Quoth  Rabelais,  ^'  It  may  soon  be  shewn 

That  I  donH  merit  this  rebuff: 
I  tappM  the  plait  J  and  that,  you  Ul  own. 

Is  indigestible  enough  ; 
But  as  to  this  unlucky  fish, 

With  you  so  strangely  out  of  favour, 
Not  only  'tis  a  wholesome  dish. 
But  one  of  mo«t  delicious  flayour.^'  H, 


ON  THE   POETRY  AND  MORAL   USE  OF  FLOWERS. 

"  Sweeta  to  the  sweet.'' 

What  a  pleasant  variegated  field  we  have  before  us ;  a  field  glowing 
in  ricli  unheeded  and  ungleaned  beauties  ;  a  wilderness  of  sweets.  A 
thousand  delicate  forms  and  rainbow  colours,  and  odorous  buds,  ^  culled 
fresh  from  Psyche's  amorous  bowers,''  seem  bursting  on  the  sight  and 
sense.  My  youth — ^my  earliest  love  of  flowers — the  first  tree  I  planted 
— ^the  girl  to  whom  I  first  breathed  love — with  the  heart's  best  and  fond- 
est recollections,  appear  daily  and  hourly  more  freshly  and  vividly 
before  my  aged  eyes.  I  know  not  how  it  is,  intervenient  things  fade 
away,  and  I  find  myself,  as  it  were,  returning  again  and  rambling  un- 
consciously among  my  childhood's  scenes. 

I  delighted  in  my  garden  when  a  boy ;  and  now,  though  i  had  long 
foi^otten  and  deserted  them,  I  feel  my  love  of  flowers  revive.  But  let 
not  botanists,  or  the  professors  and  students  of  botany,  expect  any  thing 
from  us ;  our  specimens  will  be  altogether  of  another  class.  We  shall 
intrench  neither  upon  the  system  of  Unnaeus  nor  Jussieu ;  our  system 
is  of  a  far  more  harmless  and  unpretending  kind^ — no  Latin,  no  classi- 
fication, no  analysis  and  dissection  :  faf  from  squeezing  their  incense- 
breathing  souls  out  of  them,  double  and  treble-pressed,  we  shall  merely 
preserve  a  poetic  memorial  of  our  flowers,  as  a  grateful  return  for 
the  ethereal  fragrance  and  exquisite  sweetnesses  they  have  elicited, 
gathered  and  crushed  in  the  honoured  hands  of  our  divinest  poets. 

By  us,  however, — for  I  will  not  call  myself— who  likes  to  be  called  ? 
an  old  man, — ^by  us,  those  amaranth  flowers  have  only  been  tasted  and 
most  lady-like  adored.  But  of  ^^  stealing  and  giving  odours,"  and  co- 
quetting, as  with  the  poets,  alas !  we  may  say  with  a  learned  Theban, 
*^  we  are  not  worthy  :"  so  let  this  pass ;  ^^  let  the  race  be  to  the  swiflt 
and  the  battle  to  the  strong."  Our  voice  shall  be  loud  in  their  praisei 
though  we  wait,  with  empty  hands,  at  their  feast.  Nay,  we  must 
not  begin  an  episode  yet ; — but  remember  my  old  age,  Mr.  Editor) — I 
will  try  to  ramble  no  more. 

Far  away  then,  O  my  flowers,  be  all  cruel  thoughts  of  lectures,  in- 
strumental cases,  knives,  pincers,  and  magnifying  glasses,  with  which 
to  see  and  to  seize  that  fine  invisible  texture,  those  green  threads  and 
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yeins  through  which  the  ethereal  jmces  so  joyoualf  conne  along  the 
tiving  '^  milky  way.^'  Not  oun  so  wantoaly  to  mar  year  bright  faces 
of  brief  beaatv,  '^  of  splendour  in  the  grass  and  glory  in  the  flowerJ" 
Live  ye,  and  flourish — short  emblems  and  undefaced  images,  from  race 
to  race,  of  earth^s  worth  and  Tanities;  of  the  blooming  and  the  fiufing 
of  these  our  mortal  joys ! 

Nor  is  It  merely  with  the  rough  exterior  ^^  mixture  of  earth^s  mould" 
I  have  to  do ;  it  is  with  their  more  unfading  and  immortal  qualities,  the 
loves  and  spirits  of  the  plants,  I  would  converse,  as  bloomii^  In  undy- 
ing song.  But  this  language  belongs  only,  I  believe,  inmiemorially  to 
young  poets  and  ladies,  and  souls  '*'  that  love  the  moon,"  and  can  ^t  and 
smile  at  grief  with  bursting  hearts;  making  quaint  comparisons  out  of 
the  nloonlight  sweetly  sleeping  on  the  bank,  and  the  sleeping  and  dying 
flowers :  it  is  for  the  night-lovers  of  the  nightingale  and  the  roae,  the 
interpreters  of  the  voiceless  tongues  of  birds  and  myrtle-leaves,  timidly 
given  and  blushingly  received ;  memento^$  amare  (not  mort)  and  the 
(( forget  me  not"  of  idolizing  wretched  lovers.  For  such  we  vindicate 
them,  and  for  the  yet  more  hallowed  service  of  the  dead — for  the 
young  and  beautiful  of  all  times  and  people,  whose  fondness  we  half 
imagine  lives  beyond  the  tomb,  as,  ere  we  leave  them,  we  scatter  oter 
them  the  flowers  they  loved. 

Far  from  us,  then,  be  the  hands  of  the  ^^  culler  of  herbs  and  simples," 
the  wide-wasting  botanist  and  chemist,  except  only  the  chemist  bee, 
whose  powers 

"  So  Bubtiy  true, 
From  poiBODous  herbs  extract  the  healing  dew,^^ 

but  whose  delicate  forceps,  unlike  the  botanist^s,  never  defaces  the  out- 
ward "  divinity  of  the  flower."  We  are  quite  at  a  loss  to  point  out  the 
period  and  first  occasion  of  this  our  Platonic  love  for  plants,  so  per- 
fectly dissimilar  and  distinct  from  the  more  earthly  and  interested  ad- 
miration of  the  naturalist  gardener  and  professed  florist,  comparatively 
^  of  the  earth  earthy ;"  the  emblem,  the  allegory,  the  poetical  soul  and 
beauty  of  the  blooming  race,  belonging  not  to  them.  We  were  smitten, 
however,  with  their  gentle  and  ethereal  qualities  earlier  than  we  can  tell : 

"  A  school-boy  wandering  in  the  woods 
To  pull  the  flowers  so  gay," 

being  a  portion  of  the  very  first  lines  wc  were  taught  to  commit  to  the 
tablet  of  our  memory^superseding,  we  suppose,  other  still  "  more  tri- 
vial fond  records,"  when  we  stood  a  trembling  petticoated  urchin  at 
the  school-dame^s  side.  In  a  similar  spirit  were  committed  to  heart 
those  moral  lessons  from  the  flowers  given  to  us  by  our  friend  lira. 
Barbauld,  and  the  good  Dr.  Watts ;— our  second  lesson — 
^^  Mark  how  the  litUe  busy  bee 

Improves  each  shining  hour, 
And  gathers  honey,  all  the  day, 

From  erery  opening  flower,"  &c. 
which  was  followed  by — 

*^  How  cheerful  along  the  gay  mead. 

The  daises  and  cowslips  appear,"  Sic 
and  thus,  in  a  short  time,  it  was  my  lot  to  tremble  at  the  drowsy  and 
i|wful.  warning-voice  of  the  sluggard— 
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— — >^^  1  heard  lufai  eam^ftio, 
Toa  hare  waked  me  too  soon,  I  must  slumber  again ; 

'^  I  pass'd  by  his  garden,  and  saw  the  wild  brier, 

llie  thorn,  and  the  thistle,  grow  broader  and  higher  ;^* 

with  a  thousand  more  illustratioDS  and  denuDciations  from  the  flowers, 
which,  as  I  grew  older  and  older,  began  to  '^  run  riot^'  through  my  me- 
mory, to  the  detriment  of  more  serious  things.  As  long  as  I  kept  to 
those  sensible  and  agreeable  flowery  images,  with  their  pretty  moral 
8^plicatioDS,  it  was  well  with  me  at  school.  But  a  master  succeeded  to 
my  mistress — a  bad  exchange,  it  will  be  allowed ;  and  the  Latin  Gram- 
mar — that  odious,  never-to-be-forgotten,  "  never  enough  to  be  exe- 
crated,^^ Lilly's  grammar — took  place  of  the  flowers  of  my  sweet  native 
poets — my  dear  mother  English — planting  thorns  where  roses  grew, 
and  turning  my  little  paradise  into  the  ^^  infernal  (classic)  shades.'^ 
From  this  time  forward,  I  became  altogether  ^^  transmografled,''  as  Bot- 
tom has  it  I  was  perfectly  out  of  my  element  in  the  Latin  elements 
at  eight  years  old.  I  was  oflen  '^  to  seek^'*  as  the  phrase  is  beyond  the 
Atlantic,  guessing  and  guessing  at  the  meanings  in  vain  :  in  vain  we 
were  tao^t  that  Flora  was  the  goddess  of  flowers,  and  tried  to  decline 
the  names  of  plants  and  trees ;  of  the  wood  and  fountain-presiding 
nymphs ;  how  Proserpine  scattered  the  flowers  out  of  Dis's  wagon, 

and  how Lempriere's  mythology  seemed  invented  for  the  torture  of 

school-boys  in  vain.  It  was  more  than  Latin,  it  was  very  Greek  to  me, 
indeed.  I  could  not  revolutionize  and  transfer  my  ideas  quick  enough 
from  the  English  groves  and  gardens  into  the  nymph  and  dryad-haunted 
woods  and  streams,  among  the  Fauns  and  Satyrs  of  the  ancients.  Robin 
Goodfellow,  and  the  faries,  and  the  ^'  fairy  rings,''  seemed  to  fascinate 
me,  and  were  in  my  way.  To  the  fillet-bound  priestesses,  with  sacri- 
fices of  iruits  and  flowers,  and  to  the  thyrsus-ruling  festival  of  Bacchus, 
were  opposed  Mrs.  Trimmer's  and  Baubauld's  hymns,  and  Cunning- 
ham's pastorals,  the  holidays,  and  the  hay  and  harvest-home. 

As  I  could  not  thus  readily  transplant  my  notions,  I  quarrelled  with 
my  master,  and  generally  came  ofi*  with  the  worst.'  It  was  about 
"  Mars,  Bacchus,  Apollo,  virorum,"  &c.  that  we  became  mutually  dis- 
agreeable and  disgusted  with  each  other;  so,  to  end  such  an  unequal 
controversy,  I  begged  the  question,  and  ran  away  from  school.  AAer 
I  saw  the  first  advertisement,  however,  relating  to  ^'  distracted  parents 
and  entire  foi^iveness,"  with  a  broken  head  and  slit  ears,  I  returned, 
and  was  allowed  to  remain  at  home.  Hinc  UUb  lacryma.  My  own 
little  world  was,  once  more,  all  before  me — a  world  of  singing-birds 
and  flowers ;  and  for  a  season  I  revelled  in  it  indeed.  I  explored  each 
"  boaky  bourn  and  every  alley  green,"  for  ths  birth-place  of  the  most 
beautiful  and  majestic  flowers.  Of  the  lowlier  tribes,  primroses,  violets, 
cowslips,  and  lilies,  but  more  especially  the  two  latter,  were  my  youth- 
ful pride.  They  were  somewhat  rarer  than  the  others  about  my  rural 
haunts;  and  never  shall  I  forget  the  hour  when,  fair  from  home,  in  an. 
old  meadow  sacred  from  the  plough,  beside  some  fine  ancestral  ruins 
I  then  called  the  Old  Huts,  I  ail  at  once  came  upon  a  gold  and  silver- 
studded  sward  with  those  rare  cowslip  and  lily-bells — ^not  scattered 
by  one,  two,  or  three,  but  in  rich  groups  every  where,  hanging  their 
pensive  heads  by  thousands,  mingled  here  and  there  with  orchis,  violet, 
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and  primrose.  It  was  a  glorioos  ^bt,  and  made  me  bappier  Aan  ( 
ever  remember  to  bave  been  since.  Mj  brother  was  sketching  amoDg^ 
the  ruins  {ttiiam  perierunt  ruina)^  and  it  was  long  before  I  called  him — 
lost  in  mysterious  delight  He  was  a  botanist,  and  laughed  at  mj 
simple  admiration  of  these  common  flowers.  He  would  hare  walked 
a  hundred  miles  a-day,  and  sought  for  weeks  and  months  after  a  single 
new  pUnt :  he  was  older  than  1,  and  oAen  took  me  with  him.  I  can 
imagine  I  see  his  joy  at  the  discovery  of  some  fine  rare  specimen,  in 
which  I  shared,  accompanying  him  chiefly  for  this,  full  of  gladness 
and  wonder  at  his  delight.  He  had  a  noble  collection,  arranged  in 
perfect  order,  with  their  Latin  terms ;  in  which  I  ventured  not  toimi* 
tatc  him,  giving  them  only  English  terms ;  loving  them  rather  for  them- 
selves than  their  name's  sake, and  oAen  petitioning  to  let  them  grow: 
not  that  I  consider  this  precocity  of  sentiment — ^perhaps  morbid  sen- 
timent— as  a  good  sign  ;  it  has  been  the  greatest  torment  of  my  life. 

I  have  since  visited  some  of  our  favourite  walks  of  fiAy  years  ago  : 
how  strangely  altered  they  appeared,  particularly  round  some  fine  old 
buildings,  famous  for  nothing  but  dilapidation  and  traditionary  tales ! 
They  had  then,  however,  the  additional  advantage  of  a  deserted  or- 
chaI^l  of  red  ripe  apples  and  plums,  though  ^^  few  and  far  between,^ 
and  which  we  seldom  ventured  to  gather,  for  fear  of  the  information 
and  vengeance  of  the  castle  spectres,  to  whom  it  was  said  to  belong. 
From  its  terrific  aspect,  1  suppose,  it  was  called  Lion's  House.  Oar 
excursions,  or  rather  campaigns,  in  that  neighbourhood,  had  in  them 
something  1  still  feel  of  the  heroic  and  sublime :  he  who  ventured 
nearest  that  frowning  pile,  like  the  lion  in  the  fable,  bore  awaj  tlie 
lai^est  spoil. 

Among  many  other  plans  of  beguiling  my  childish  hours  and  in- 
dulging my  untutored  feelings,  I  recollect  one  of  building  a  little  tent 
and  enclosing  a  garden  under  the  skirts  of  a  neighbouring  forest  with 
incredible  pains,  of  which  no  one  else  was  presumed  to  know,  and 
stocking  it  with  wild  flowers  and  hives  of  bees ;  in  which  last,  by  the 
by,  I  bribed  the  help  of  an  old  woman,  afraid  of  being  stung ;  and 
there  I  worked,  and  there  I  sat,  and  enjoyed  the  perplexity  of  mj  bro- 
thers, who  wondered  where  1  was  gone.  Ac  last  I  was  traced  to  my 
sylvan  retreat,  and  then  1  accused  the  old  woman  very  bitterly  of  be- 
traying me.  After  a  thousand  speculations  of  a  similar  kind,  these 
pursuits  became  mingled  with  those  of  a  higher  and  more  intellectual 
cast,  but  still  partaking  of  the  same  impressions,  and  of  the  same  ten- 
dency as  before.  My  acquaintance  with  the  residents  of  gardens  and 
green-houses — of  beds  of^  auriculas  and  roses — of  herbariums,  rosa- 
riums, and  wild  field-flowers,  became  at  once  more  poetical  and  exten- 
sive, from  the  magnolia  to  the  daisy,  from  the  cedar  to  the  ^  hyssop  on 
the  wall."  Though  a  little  more  scientific,  it  was  still  their  fragrance, 
their  colours,  and  the  beauty  or  grandeur  of  their  shape,  that  were  my 
especial  delight.  While  I  exhausted  their  praises  in  the  poets,  their 
botanical  merits  in  the  nomenclature  and  scientific  classification  were 
very  little  considered. 

For  a  long  period  after  my  self-introduction  to  the  treasures  of  old 
English  poetry,  as  well  as  to  the  Classics  of  other  countries,  my  whole 
attention  became  absorbed  in,  and  directed  to  the  finest  imageiy,  fables, 
and  comparisonS|  aflbrded  by  the  inexhaustible  world  of  flowersg  ia 
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the  writings  of  Homer,  Hedod,  Virgil,  and  Gatnllas ;  Dante,  TawO| 
and  Arioato ;  Garcilaso,  Mar6t,  and  Gresset  ;  Chaucer,  Spenser^ 
Shakspeare,  and  Miltoo.  From  old  legends  and  traditions,  and  from 
the  records  of  Hebrew  and  Arabian  prophets  and  poets,  I  gleaned  all 
the  most  touching  and  sublime  recitals,  in  which  their  imagery  wai 
drawn  from  flowers ;  in  all  their  religious  rites,  in  their  festivals,  and 
marriage  or  funeral  services.  These  I  pursued  and  contrasted  with 
those  of  other  nations,  with  all  their  varieties  and  resemblances  in  the 
writings  of  other  poets,  arising  out  of  their  mythology,  the  genius 
of  their  age  and  climate.  No  one  feature  resulting  from  the  inquiry 
was  more  strong  and  remarkable  than  their  peculiar  coincidence,  and 
the  invariable  and  extensive  application  of  the  most  appropriate,  as 
well  as  the  most  touching  images,  to  the  subjects  they  wished  to  illus- 
trate, in  reference  to  the  manners  and  usages  of  the  people.  I  found 
that,  like  my  own,  the  poet's  earliest  efforts  and  admiration  were  called 
forth  by  rural  scenes  and  natural  objects  ;  among  which  the  imagery 
drawn  from  flowers,  along  with  fables  and  metamorphoses  of  them, 
were  some  of  the  most  original  and  pleasing.  I  saw  them  scattered 
from  the  laps  of  children,  along  the  path  of  the  palm^rowned  victor 
or  the  blushing  bride ;  round  the  youth's  and  maiden's  brows,  chanting 
alternate  hymns ;  in  garlands,  at  the  festivals  and  ancient  games ;  and, 
lastly,  in  mourning  numbers,  wreathed  round  the  funeral  urns.  Pic- 
tured forth  in  the  works  of  art,  the  storied  hall,  the  temple,  and  the 
bust :  wrought  into  the  grandest  tapestry  by  the  most  deUcate  hands, 
their  artificial  character,  also,  every  where  prevailed. 

^^  The  pattern  growi ;  the  well-depicted  flower, 
Wrought  patiently  into  the  tnowy  lawn, 
Unfolds  its  bosom  ;  buds,  and  leares,  and  sprigs, 
And  curling  tendrils,  gracefully  disposed, 
Follow  the  nimble  finger  of  the  fair ; 
A  wreath  that  cannot  fade,  of  flowers  that  blow 
With  most  success  when  all  besides  decay.^'  Cowpkr. 

I  would  not,  however,  compare  these  with  the  more  exquisite 
images  and  indtations  of  the  poets,  applied  to  delightful  or  pathetic 
purposes,  and  the  illustration  of  moral  and  religious  truth — of  pure 
and  elevated  views  of  nature  and  of  man.  Here  the  simple  and  sub> 
lime  passages  of  the  Jewish  writers  unquestionably  take  the  lead,  the 
spirit  of  which,  we  trust,  is^  too  familiar  with  all  our  readers  to  require 
our  notice.  ^^  As  for  man,  his  days  are  as  grass— as  a  flower  oi  the 
field,  so  he  perisheth"— "  Behold  the  lily  of  the  field,"  &c. ;  which, 
with  many  more,  are  quite  superior  to  similar  passages  in  the  Pagan 
writers;  who,  however,  are  no  less  fond  of  referring  to  the  same 
sources  of  poetical  beauty  and  moral  feeling.  Homer,  perhaps,  has 
fewer  instances  than  are  to  be  found  in  many  other  poets,  but  all  of  a 
majestic  and  impressive  kind  : — 

"  For  what  are  men  ? — Calamitous  by  birth, 
They  owe  their  life  and  nourishment  to  earth 
Like  yearly  leaves,  that  now  with  beauty  crownM 
Smile  on  the  sun— now  wither  on  the  ground  i*"*        *^         Pora* 

which  is  not  very  unlike  that  of  Milton, 

^*  ThicV  as  autumnal  leaves  that  strew  the  brooks 
Ib  Vallombrofa.^' 
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Cowper,  iHihtae  poeirf  a^donds  inthh  bpedtaof  imal^t^  liMlriM  qd^ 
more  netu*!/  resembliDg  that  of  Scripture  :— 

^  All  Aeshis  itrss,  and  all  its  glory  fades 
Like  tile  fair  flower  dtdieVellM  in  the  wind ; 
Bicbea  hare  Wingt,  and  grandeor  is  a  drdaou^^ 
Bet  iveh,  like  Milton^s,  are  too  geDetally  read  to  need  a  reftreace  ; 
and  those  we  had  pre{mred  to  giro  from  Dante,  and  a  few  of  the  lev 
fknuHar  poetB,  we  now  feel  oonebrea  compelled  to  postpone  to  mnb 
iotiire  nnmber.  T. 
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•*  Fool  that  I  am !  I  hare  undone  myself, 
And  with  mine  own  hand  turned  my  fortune  roimd. 
That  was  a  fiur  one.    I  have  childiddy 
Pi«jM  with  my  hope  to  long,  till  1  have  broke  it.^^ 

Old  Flag. 

Tbk  reader  must  not  look  for  any  thing  more  in  the  shape  of  mere 
amnsement  from  these  loYe-stories ;  thejr  now  grow  too  serious  for  tfaaL 
For  the  relater  of  them,  thej  are  fraught  with  nothing  bat  hitter 
thoughts,  and  restless  fancies  and  imaginadons,  that  haunt  the  hollow 
places  of  his  heart,-^peopling  it  with  the  phantoms  of  hopes  that  are 
dead  and  gone,  and  making  it  worse  than  emptjr.  This  is  all  that 
philosophy  itself  can  make  of  these  stories  for  me — ^^  unless  philoa<^hy 
can  make  a  Juliet :''  it  is  therefore  solely  for  the  benefit  of  others  that  f 
relate  them.  I  will  confess  that,  contrary  to  my  expectations,  I  have 
felt  some  satisfaction  in  recalling  the  preceding  ones;  becanse  they  re- 
ferred to  a  period  when  the  elasticity  of  youth  was  capable  of  answer- 
ing all  the  demands  that  were  made  upon  it, — a  period  when  the  bow 
cannot  be  so  bent  but  that  it  will  recover  its  pristine  form,  when  the 
influence  which  acted  upon  it  is  taken  off ;  and  to  recall  the  memoiy 
of  this  period  was,  in  some  sort,  to  restore  it.  But  I  have  now  to  speak 
of  what  happened  when  my  mind  had  arrived  at  ^^  years  of  discre- 
tion;'^-—and  when  do  the  events  of  these  years  bear  recalling  without 
regret,  or  recording  without  sorrow  and  shame  ? 

It  is  a  remarkable  feature  of  my  ^  experiences''  in  the  matter  of 
love,  that  I  am  not  able  to  fix  upon  any  thing  like  the  precise  period 
at  which  any  one  of  them  either  began  or  ended.  In  fact  their  ex- 
treme edges  blend  with  and  run  into  each  other,  exactly  as  the  colonn 
of  the  prismatic  spectrum  do ;  and,  perhaps,  this  is  an  advantage 
rather  than  otherwise — ^for  they  thus  form  an  eternal  rainbow  in  the 
cloudy  sky  of  my  existence,  which,  if  it  is  but  an  optical  illusiOD,  created 
by  the  ^^  light  o'love"  shining  through  the  showers  of  tears  that  are 
perpetually  falling  there,  is  at  least  beautiful  to  look  at ;  and,  like  its 
prototype  in  external  nature,  I  am  willing  to  accept  it  as  a  promise 
and  a  prophecy  that  the  world  which  it  hangs  over  and  adorns  shall 
never  again  be  destroyed,  at  least  by  the  same  cause. 

For  several  years  before  the  period  of  which  1  am  now  to  speak,  I 
had  felt  convinced  that  my  sole  chance  of  happiness  in  after-life  <ie* 
pended  on  my  meeting  with  a  being  on  whom  my  spirit  could  rest  and 
repose  with  an  entire  and  absolute  love — to  whom  it  might  flee,  from 
itself  and  all  things  else,  as  to  a  sanctuary — with  whom  it  mi^ht  be- 
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!  blended  aad  inierfiMed,  tiU  it  ccmld  no.  longer  know  orfiiel.  that 
it  possessed  any  power,  will,  or  eTenidentUy  of  its  own.  To  be  myiejlf 
was  to  be  worse  than  nothing-^to  live  but  in.  and  for  mjself,  was  to 
'^  die  dailj^' — for  n^  thoughts  and  feelings  to  have  liberty  to  range 
within  a  sphere  of  their  own  creation,  was  for  them  to  be  self-impii- 
sonedin  the  worst  of  dungeons.  In  short,  I  could  never  bear  to  con* 
template  my  own  soul,  or  any  of  the  qualities  and  attributes  belonging 
to  it,  except  through  their  effects  and  copseqnences  in  others.  If  I  d^ 
sired  to  shine,  Hearen  knows  it  was  not  by  means  of  a  self-existent 
flame,  like  the  sun^s,  but  by  a  reflected  light  The  mild  glories  of 
the  moon  were  the  only  ones  that  I  ever  coveted  or  envied :  with  these, 
if  I  could  not  hope  to  dispel  the  clouds  that  would  gather  about  me,  at 
least  I  might  beautify  them;  if  I  could  not  melt  away  into  tiie  air  the 
mists  of  evil  that  are  perpetually  rising  around  us,  at  least  I  might 
give  them  fantastic  shapes  and  colours,  and  make  them  look  like  any.' 
thing  but  what  they  were.  It  was  just  as  my  mind  had  permanently 
attained  to  this  mood,  or  liabit,  that  I  became  '^  intimate,''  as  the  phrase 

is,  with (I  dare  not  name  even  the  letters  of  her  name,  for 

tiie  sound  of  them  is  fraught  with  a  spell  that  would  strike  me  back 
into  childhood  again,  and  utterly  unfit  me  for  the  task  I  have  under 
t^eo — at  leasts  into  all  the  weakness  of  childhood,  but,  alas !  none  of 
its  power.  If  I  thought  it  could  bring  back  thai^  I  would  do  nothing 
but  name  that  name  all  day  long,  and  teach  myself  to  talk  it  aloud  in 
my  dreams !) 

Our  families  were  connected  together  by  marriage,  and  were  in< 
habits  of  intimacy ;  but  as  she  had  lately  been  away  from  home,  at 
school,  I  had  not  seen  any  thing  of  her  for  several  years :  but  I  had» 
heard  much  of  her  from  a  matcf^making  aunt,  who  thought  we  should: 
smi  taick  other  very  well,  it  was  the  only  time  the  silly  woman  ever, 
thought  right  in  her  life !  Accordingly,  when  she  had  left  school  for  a. 
short  time,  I  was  invited  down  to  stay  at  their  house  in  the  country,  at  * 
the  instance  of  this  same  aunt ;  who  had  not  sense  enough  to  know 
either  the  mischief  or  the  good  she  was  doing,  in  thus  bringing  together> 
two  persons  who  (I  wiU  say  it)  were  made  ft)r  each  other  ;  but  whom, 
if  not  ^^  Fate,''  certainly  '^  metaphysieai  aid"  prevented  from  ever  ful- 
filling their  apparent  destiny.  To  reconcile  this  seeming  contradiction, 
the  reader  must  here  be  informed  that,  in  bringing  about  the  consume, 
matioo  which  I  referred  to  above,-*-namely,  the  fixed  conviction  that  L 
was  formed  to  ^^  live  and  move  and  have  my  being"  not  in  my  own. 
mind  and  heart,  but  in  those  of  another, — I  had  contrived  (as  I  have 
also  hinted  above,  by  ^^  metaphysical  aid"  )  to  connect  the  proposition 
with  one  to  this  effect — namely,  that  to  preserve  and  enjoy  Mi  ideal 
of  what  I  was  seeking  I  must,  on  no  consideration  whatever,  think  of 
marrying  the  person  to  whom  it  referred  ;  and  that  if  I  were  ever  com- 
pelled, by  whatever  circumstances,  to  marry  at  all,  she  must  be  the 
very  last  I  must  think  of:  fori  held  it  as  an  identical  proposition, 
that  sensual  and  intellectual  love  (not  only  might  exist  separately,  but) 
coald  not  possibly  exist  together  ;  that  they  are,  in  fact,  antagonist 
powrers,  and  the  natural  and  necessary  antithesis  of  each  other. 

Reader,  if  thou  wouldst  ^^  enjoy  the  good  the  gods  provide  thee,'* 
abjure  theories  in  all  things — but  most  of  all  in  love.  They  are  the 
bane  of  truth,  even  in  affairs  which  relate  to  the  understanding ;  but  if 
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one  of  them  happens  to  take  root  in  the  hearty  there  Is  do  end  to  the 
destriiclion  it  works  there  :  like  the  Upas-tree  of  the  East,  it  grows  «p, 
and  spreadii^  forth  its  poisonous  branches,  withers  all  thioga  aronnd 
it,  blasting  the  soil  that  nourishes  it,  and  making  a  desert  of  what 
might  have  been  a  garden  of  Eden !  Thus  it  was  with  me,  and  thos  it 
ever  will  be  with  all  who  attempt  to  play  the  l<^cian  with  love.  I  saw 
tUs  beautiful  young  creature,  and,  after  basking  for  a  little  while  in  the 
sunshine  of  her  looks,  I  felt  my  heart  warm  and  expand  into  a  new 
life ;  but  this  snake  of  a  theory,  that  lay  coiled  op  there  wliile  Its  rest- 
ing-place remained  cold,  was  also  warmed  into  life  at  the  same  mo- 
ment, and  it  stung  both  our  hearts  to  death.  1  saw  this  ladj,  and  I 
loved  her ; — I  will  even  say  that,  as  far  as  the  mere  sentiment  was  con- 
cerned, I  loved  her  with  a  strength,  a  purity,  and  a  simplicity  tliat  were 
not  unworthy  of  her ; — ^I  loved  her  as  she  deserved  to  be  loved»  But 
this  cursed  theory  about  marriage  had  taken  such  firm  root  in  my  mind 
and  heart,  that  I  never  for  an  instant  thought  of  doing  more  than  lore 
her,  or  of  wishing,  or  expecting,  that  she  should  do  more  than  love  me. 
I  believed  that  she  did  love  me,  and  was  satisfied.  1  '^  sought  to  know 
no  more.''  Nay,  she  did  love  me,  as  1  learned  afterwanb,  when  she 
had  been  for  four  years  the  wife  of  another, — deeply,  fondly,  pasnoo- 
ately  loved  me  I  (my  blood  seems  turning  into  cold  water  as  1  write  the 
words  ;V— she  did  love  me ;  but  either  not  understanding  the  theoxy  on 
which  I  was  acting,  (as,  how  should  she  ?)  or  not  believing  that  I  loved 
her  as  I  ought,  since  I  did  not  give  her  the  only  unequivocal  proof  of 
loTe  that  an  honourable  man  can  give  to  a  virtuous  woman,  by  seeking 
to  make  her  wholly  mine,  she  at  length  listened  to  the  urgent  Instances 
of  her  friends,  and  consented  that  her  hand  should  be  contracted  to 
another !  A  blank  dismay  comes  over  me  again,  now,  while  I  think  of 
this  final  bar, — ^this  death-blow  to  the  hopes  and  aspirations  of  my 
youthy — ^and  shakes  my  heart  even  to  its  foundations.  The  recalling  of 
thlB  period  disturbs  me  infinitely  more  than  the  circumstance  itself  ^; 
for  then,  rage,  fear,  hope,  anxiety,  disappointment,  and  a  thousand 
other  contending  feelings,  divided  me  between  them,  and  left  little  of 
me  for  any  one  of  them  to  seize  hold  of  to  itself;  while  my  womided 
pride,  erecting  itself  into  a  momentary  supremacy,  and  seating  itself 
on  the  throne  of  my  heart,  carried  me  triumphantly  through  alL  Fool 
that  i  was ! — ^much  I  had  to  be  proud  of,  truly,  when  my  precious  wis- 
dom (or  eoniittency,  as  I  remember  I  used  to  term  it)  had  just  lost  me 
that,  without  which  all  the  wisdom  in  the  world  is  but  foolishness,  and 
all  the  consistency,  contradiction ! — and  to  dare  to  be  proud,  too,  before 
HBR,  whose  presence  created  thet  only  pure  thoughts  and  high  imi^na- 
tions  I  had  ever  experienced !  This  beggarly  pride,  which  sustained 
me  then,  was  soon,  as  it  ought  to  be,  levelled  in  the  dust,  never  to 
rise  from  it  again  ;  and  if  an  all-absorbing  sorrow,  lying  like  a  dead 
weight  at  the  bottom  of  my  heart — ^if  sorrow,  penitence,  and  deep  hu- 
mility can  atone  for  a  folly  that,  in  tUh  case,  amounted  to  a  crime, 
since  it  involved  the  happiness  of  another,  mine  is  now  forgiven. 
When  will  the  spirit  that  conmdtted  it  be  allowed  to  sink  into  Its 
eternal  sleep,  and  be  at  rest ! 

Before  concluding  this  story,  I  would  fain  describe  the  lady  who  is 
the  subject  of  it,  as  she  was  when  1  knew  her;  for,  if  I  do  not,  the  me- 
mory of  her  will  soon  be  lost  to  a  world  that  can  ill  afford  to  part 
with  it    In  fact,  it  is  lost  already, — for  those  who  belonged  to  her  then 
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never  knew  her  at  all,  and  those  to  whom  she  belongs  now  are  not  ca« 
pable  of  distingnishing  the  difference  between  what  she  was  and  what 
she  is.  But  I  most  not  attempt  the  task,  for  both  our  sakes, — lest  at 
the  same  time  I  renew  what  were  best  forgotten.  And  indeed  I  know 
no  good  that  wonld  be  likely  to  come  of  it, — for  she  is  so  changed 
now,  that  she  would  not  know  herself,  even  iff  could  paint  her  as  she 
was ;  while  for  me  she  remains  unchanged,  since  I  choose  never  to  see 
or  think  of  her  but  through  the  medium  of  my  imagination.  Suffice 
it,  that  she  was  the  chosen  idol  of  a  heart  and  mind  smitten  with  the 
lore  of  all  that  is  good  and  beautiful  in  human  nature,  and  finding  it 
all  centered  in  her ;  and  that  the  looked  like  what  she  was :  that  she  i$ 
the  quiet  and  contented  wife  of  an  honest  and  good-natured  husband, 
and  the  mother  of  his  children ;  and  that  she  looks  like  what  she  is ! 

I  shall  conclude  this  story  at  once,  by  copying  the  letter  I  wrote  to 
her  immediately  on  learning  that  she  had  consented  to  be  the  wife  of 
another ;  and,  in  perusing  it,  the  reader  must  bear  in  mind  that,  during 
the  whole  of  our  intercourse  previous  to  this  period,  neither  love  nor 
marriage  had  ever  for  a  moment  been  the  subject  of  our  talk ;  and 
also  that  our  intimacy  had  been  for  a  considerable  time  past  broken  off 
by  her  friends,  who  had  good  reason  to  believe  that  I  had  no  thoughts 
of  marrying,  and  who  would  not  have  been  very  ready  to  sanction  my 
addresses,  even  If  I  had  beeh  disposed  to  present  them  in  due  form. 
For  the  rest,  the  letter  must  explain  itself. 

"To . 

^^  (I  am  totally  at  a  loss  by  what  title  to  address  you.  I  cannot  bring 
myself  to  write  a  chilling  ^  Madam,^'  and  I  must  not  write  as  1  once 
ventured  to  do.  I  '11  leave  the  the  place  vacant.  Pray  fill  it  for  me 
ns  you  think  I  onght  to  have  filled  it.) 

^'  Once  more,  and  for  the  last  time  in  my  life,  1  am  going  to  trouble 
you  with  what  you  will,  I  'm  afraid,  think  does  not  concern  you.  After 
what  I  said  to  you  when  I  saw  you  last,  you  will  have  guessed  that  I 
have  been  informed  of  your  approaching  marriage,  and  will,  I  suppose, 
have  anticipated  most  of  what  I  can  have  to  say  to  you.  I  know,  too, 
that,  under  these  circumstances,  it  cannot  but  be  unpleasant  and  trouble* 
some  to  you  to  receive  a  letter  from  me  at  all.  I  would  therefore 
have  sought  an  opportunity  of  seeing  you,  and  of  saying  the  little  I 
have  to  say  to  you  ;  but  1  could  not  have  spoken  to  you  if  I  had ;  and 
if  1  could,  I  should  not  have  dared  to  trust  myself  Do  not,  however, 
fear  that,  by  your  indulgence  in  suffering  me  to  write  this  once,  you 
will  incur  the  risk  of  being  troubled  so. again.  And,  above  all,  pray 
do  not  suppose  that  I  think  yon  can  have  any  desire  to  know  any  thing 
1  can  have  to  say  to  yon.  It  must  be  a  matter  of  the  merest  indiffer- 
ence to  you.  It  is  to  exculpate  myself,  for  myself  that  I  write,  not  to 
satisfy  you, — ^it  is  because  I  desire  that  you  should  think  I  am  not  in- 
consistent with  myself,  in  the  strange  way  ("  strange,'*  In  the  common 
ncceptation  of  the  term)  in  which  I  am  now  going  to  act.  I  know 
that,  in  all  that  concerns  you,  1  have  hitherto  acted,  and  am  still  going 
to  act,  as  no  one  ever  did  before  under  similar  circumstances.  My 
past  conduct  towards  you  has  been  the  result  of  a  set  of  thoughts  and 
feelings  so  entirely  unlike  the  thoughts  and  feelings  of  those  1  hear 
and  read  of,  and  see  about  me,  that,  as  it  concerns  merely  myself,  i 
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shall  not  attempt  to  explain  it.  I  am  «are  1  sboold  not  make  myself 
lyoderstood :  and  I  confess,  when  I  think  of  the  pain  those  feelings 
have  cost  me,  and  still  more  of  that  v^ hich  is  to  come,  I  am  sometimes 
inclined  to  attribute  them  to  a  false  and  overstrained  refinement  But 
they  have  procured  me  happiness,  too ;  and  1  would  not  part  with  the 
remembrance  of  a  single  hour  of  that^  to  get  rid  of  all  the  pain :  and 
the  pain  itself  I  would  not  exchange  for  what  others  call  pleasure.  I 
feel  that  I  am  wandering  from  the  subject  on  which  I  sat  down  to 
write ;  but  I  dretfd  to  approach  it ;  and,  besides,  I  cannot  help  recol- 
lecting that  I  am  addressing  you  for  the  last  time  in  my  life.  For 
three  years  I  have  been  silent ; — for  a  whole  life  to  come  I  shall  be 
silent ;— it  is  perhaps  excusable,  then,  if  I  indulge  myself  in,  for  once, 
saying  more  than  is  absolutely  necessary.  When  i  am  about  to  close 
my  eyes  voluntarily,  at  once,  and  for  ever,  on  that  light  which  has 
been  the  guiding  star  of  all  the  better  part  of  my  life — ^which  haa  led 
me  to  all  the  little  good  I  have  been  able  to  reach,  and  turned  aside 
my  footsteps  from  so  much  of  evil  which  they  would  have  otherwise 
fallen  into,  it  is  surely  pardonable  if  I  gaze  upon  it  for  a  moment, 
more  fixedly  than  ever — ^and  even  if  I  turn  back  now  and  then  to  look 
upon  it  once  again — that  at  least  the  remembrance  of  it  may  dwell  with 
me  aller  the  reality  is  shut  out  ibr  ever. 

^^  In  what  I  have  farther  to  say  to  you,  1  hope  you  will  not  think 
I  use  language  which  you  ought  not  to  hear.  1  know  that  there  is 
only  one  occasion  on  which  the  laws  of  society  allow  a  man  to  use  soch 
language,  or  a  woman  to  listen  to  it ;  and  ihi$  is  precisely  the  opposite 
of  that  occasion.  But  I  have  lately  learned,  as  it  respects  myself^  to 
disregard  those  laws ;  for  the  penalties  attendant  on  breaking  them 
have  already,  in  your  case,  been  undeservedly  inflicted  on  me ;  and 
I  am  now  beyond  their  reach.  And  if  this  were  not  so,  no  one  could 
be  injured  by  those  penalties  but  myself— least  of  all,  you.  All  that 
the  strictest  advocates  for  the  observance  of  those  laws  could  say  to 
YOU,  if  they  knew  you  had  listened  to  such  language  from  me,  woold 
be,  ^  You  are  about  to  become  the  wife  of  another.  If  the  person 
who  has  used  this  language  to  you  had  chosen. to  keep  his  own  coun- 
sel, he  might  still  have  been  received  by  you  as  an  acquaintance ; 
but  now  he  must  of  course  be  considered  as  a  stranger.'  My  chief 
object  in  writing  to  you  is,  first,  to  account  to  you  for  my  choosing  vo- 
luntarily to  incur  this  penalty;  and  then,  to  take  leave  of  you  for  ever 
— ^you,  to  whom  my  life,  that  part  of  my  existence  which  deserves  the 
name  of  life,  has  been  silently,  but  not  the  less  fervently  devoted — you, 
to  whom,  indirectly,  I  owe  everything  I  have  acquired  of  good,  every 
thing  I  have  escaped  of  evil ;  to  dei^ervc  and  to  possess  whose  esteem 
and  society  has  been  my  one  undivided  hope — to  lose  them,  mj  one 
single  fear.  I  know  what  you  will  say  to  all  this :  ^  But  why  shouid 
you  become  a  strangerto  me  ?  Why  should  you  willingly  give  up  that 
which  you  profess  to  value  ?  Why  should  you  not  still  continue  what  I 
have  always  considered  you — a  friend  V  But  it  must  not  be.  We  do 
not  understand  each  other  in  the  use  pf  the  term :  we  never  have — we 
never  can.  If  1  still  continue  to  see  you,  it  must  be  with  real  or  ap- 
parent indifference.  1  must  either  change  all  my  feelings  to  you,  or 
disguise  them.  I  cannot  do  the  one,  and  I  scorn  to  do  the  other :  I 
Dever  have  done  it.  The  confession  1  have  now  been  making  cannot 
be  now  to  jou.    If  I  bad  thought  it  would  be  so,  I  should  not  have 
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made  it :  and  yet,  if  it  is  fio^new  to  jou,  what  am  I  to  think  of  some 
of  jotir  past  conduct  towards  toe?  1  have  for  seven  years  of  my  life 
done  little  else  but  stodv  the  female  character.  I  have  had  more  and 
better  opportunities  of  doing  so  than  most ;  and  I  think  I  am  inti^^ 
mately  acquainted  with  it :  I  cannot  for  a  moment  suspect  yon  of  hav- 
ing trifled  with  me — and  yet — ^bnt  I  do  not  dare  even  to  think  of  this 
part  of  the  past  now:  when  i  do,  it  mingles  itself  with  the  present, 
and  confuses  together  remembrances,  and  fancies,  and  hopes,  till  I 
know  not  which  is  truth,  which  illusion.  Over  and  over  again  I  en- 
treat  you  to  pardon  me  if  I  say  any  thing  that  is  unpleasant  to  you 
to  hear,  or  if  I  wander  from  the  subject  on  which  I  profess  to  be  writ« 
ing.  But  I  feel  myself  almost  as  unable  to  write  to  you  with  any  col- 
lectedness,  as  I  am  to  speak  to  you.  In  one  word,  the  chief  that  I 
have  to  say  is  this  :  I  cannot  see  you  with  feelings  at  all  approaching 
to  indifference,  and  therefore  I  must  not  see  you  at  all.  •  Nothing,  then, 
remains  for  me  to  do,  but  to  take  leave  of  you — and  in  what  terms  am 
I  to  do  this  ?  1  repeat,  the  confession  I  have  been  making  must  have 
been  known  to  you  before,  and  you  must  at  the  same  time  have  con- 
templated the  state  of  things  which  I  have  told  you  I  understand  to 
exist  at  present,  and  which  induces  me  to  make  this  confession  in  plain 
words ;  and  yet,  when  I  said,  the  other  day,  that  I  should  probably 
not  eee  you  again,  you  seemed  quite  surprised.  What  appeared  to 
me  to  be  a  matter  of  course  when  1  heard  of  what  I  have  alluded  to, 
appeared  to  come  upon  you  as  a  thing  you  had  never  thought  of  or 
expected.  I  am  totally  at  a  loss  to  account  for  this  ;  when  I  attempt 
to  think  of  it,  i  forget  the  present,  and  hopes  and  wishes  (idle  and 
senseless  ones,  I  confess,  and  for  which,  perhaps,  I  deserve  to  suffer) 
come  crowding  upon  me,  and  blend  themselves  with  recollections  of 
the  past  and  anticipations  of  the  future,  and  for  a  moment  cover  every 
thing  with  sunshine  :  but  the  next  moment,  the  present  returns,  and  all 
becomes  confused  and  dark.  I  dare  not  say  more.  I  now  take  my 
leave  of  you.  But  do  not  suppose  I  have  made  any  senseless  and  ro- 
mantic vows  and  resolutions  never  to  see  you  again,  and  so  forth.  I 
am  too  sensible  of  my  own  weakness  ever  to  make  a  resolution  on  any 
subject,  however  trifling ;  much  less  on  important  ones.  I  shall  abs- 
tain from  seeking  to  see  you ;  simply  because  it  is  the  conviction  of 
my  reason  that  this  will  be  the  properest  plan  for  me,  and  the  most 
convenient  one  for  you.  If  it  were  in  my  power,  I  would  immediately 
leave  England ;  because  then,  and  then  only,  I  could  be  sure  of  myself. 
But  1  do  not  live  for  myself  alone ;  and  besides,  I  have  not  any  present 
means  of  living  away  from  here.  If,  then,  while  I  am  compelled  to 
remain  here,  chance  should  throw  me  in  your  way,  I  cannot  anticipate 
how  1  shall  act  There  are  points  on  which  I  am  the  weakest  of  human 
beings.  You  know  this :  do  not,  then,  judge  harshly  of  me,  if  I  should 
not  act  as  you  may  expect,  or  think  I  ought  to  do.  It  is  difficult 
enoogh  to  know  what  ought  to  be  done  ;  but  always  to  do  tt,  is  not  iu 
human  nature. — Once  for  all,  adieu. 

^^  One  word  more,  and  I  have  done.  When  I  asked  if  I  might  write 
to  you,  you  said,  if  I  did,  I  must  not  expect  you  to  answer  me.  t 
confess  this  determining  beforehand  that  you  could  have  nothing  to 
answer  to  any  thing  that  I  could  have  to  say,  was  what  I  did  not  ex- 
pect    However,  I  told  you  that  what  I  had  to  say  did  not  require  any 
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answer.  So  fiur  aiT  I  know,  it  .does  not :  if  rov  slionM  thbk  so  too,  thmt 
will  be  the  fdlest  answer  yon  can  giye  me ;  it  will  speak  Tolamei. 
Among  other  things,  it  will,  perhaps,  make  me  look  upon  the  liitare 
with  Indifference.  Bnt  eyen  that  will  never  make  me  cease  to  look  with 

delight  upon  the  past    It  wUTnever  make  me  forget  the 1 

once  knew.  It  will  even  render  still  more  pore  and  sacred  mj  feelings 
towards  her,  bj  teachic^  me  to  fancy  that  she  has  ceased  to  exisL^ 

Alas  !  when  she  ceased  to  love  me,  she  did  cease  to  exist— for  aie — 
for  all  the  world — ^and,  most  of  all,  for  herself  1  And  when  I  ceased 
to  love  her,  (which,  contrary  to  the  anticipation  with  which  the  above 
letter  closes,  I  did  the  moment  she  had  made  herself  the  proper^  of 
another),  love  itself  ceased  to  exist  for  me :  it  became  a  naaie,  a  be- 
lief, an  imagination — worst  of  all,  a  theory. 

But  there  is  one  hope  that  still  keeps  my  heart  alive,  in  the  mIM 
of  its  desolation.  If  the  soul  is  immortal,  its  affections  are  immortal 
too,  and  may  be  re-created,  and  raised  even  from  the  tomb  where  ibey 
have  long  lain  buried.  There  is  one  person  still  in  the  worid  capable 
of  bringing  about  this  resurrection  ;  and  I  have  at  least  hlth  to  be- 
lieve in  the  possibility  of  it,  and  patience  to  wait  for  its  consummatioD. 
A  little  while  will  determine  my  fate.  In  the  mean  time  I  abaadon 
my  intention  of  continuing  these  Confessions,  and  finaUy  close  them 
here.  Z. 
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I  AM  not  going  to  write  about  any  of  those  grievances  which  we  en- 
•counter  in  the  streets  of  London,  the  authors  of  which  are  menaced  with 
''  the  utmost  rigour  of  the  law,^^  and  which  the  laws  do  sometimes  visit 
with  very  extraordinary  rigoui' ;  but  about  some  of  those  moral  griev- 
ances that  infest  society,  and  for  the  authors  of  which  no  adequate  pun- 
is  hmedt  has  yet  been  invented.  In  this  age  of  legislation  and  improve- 
ment, when  every  one  has  a  nostrum  and  a  panacea,  and  every  boj- 
senator  tries  his  ^^  ^prentice  hand^'  on  the  constitution  of  the  state  and 
the  institutions  of  the  country,  it  is  quite  surprising  that  no  philanthro- 
pist has  drawn  up  a  code  criminel,  by  which  some  of  the  trespassers  on 
social  rights  and  the  disturbers  of  social  enjoyment  may  be  brought  to 
condign  punishment.  If  any  one,  like  myself,  have  the  misfortune,  for 
a  misfortune  sad  experience  shews  it  to  be,  to  have  a  decent  library 
and  habits  of  retirement  and  stud}',  he  will  know  what  it  is  to  see  some 
^'damned  good-natured  friend'^  calling  in  upon  him  in  the  midst  of  his 
pursuits,  pestering  him  with  unmeaning  chatter,  pulling  down  one  book 
after  another,  with  some  insipid  remark  on  each ;  putting  a  question 
about  one  thing,  and  without  waiting  for  a  reply  starting  off  to  another 
subject ;  inquiring  kindly  after  your  health  and  your  studies,  and  with 
a  knowing  leer  hinting  that  he  knows  you  are  the  author  of  an  article 

in  the  last  New  Monthly  ;  and  '^  how  was  your  tiff  with  Miss 

settled  ??'  and  a  deal  of  this  skimble  skamble  stuff,  which  is  not  valuable 
for  its  matter,  and  yet  you  cannot  quarrel  with  him,  because  he  has  no 
intention  to  offend,  and  no  notion  that  he  is  a  bore.  This  sort  of  per- 
son is  a  grievance  ;  and  you  cannot  turn  him  out  of  the  room,  as  it 
would  be  impolite  ;  nor  is  there  any  method  that  I  am  aware  of  by 
which  such  an  evil  may  be  avoided. 
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The  famena  Mr.  Bejle,  who  was  '^  the  father  of  ehisinisUy  and  bro« 
ther  to  the  Earl  of  Cork^"  used  to  insert  an  adyertisement  in  the 
newspapers,  stating,  that  on  snch  and  sach  days  he  could  not  receive 
Tisitors,  1^  he  should  be  engaged  in  his  studies.  This  is  an  effectual 
preventiye  with  such  as  read  the  newspapers,  but  with  no  others.  Be- 
sides, it  would  hardly  do  for  a  Temple  student,  or  ''  one  of  us,^'  to  affUhe 
himself  in  this  way.  As  to  your  servant's  denying  you,  it  would  ob* 
tain  no  m^ore  credit  than  Peter's  did ;  ^'  Oh,  no !  my  dear  friend  W.  will 
certainly  see  me ;''  and  in  he  comes.  Now,  as  my  servant  is  but  ^'  a^little 
peevish  boy,''  it  is  idle  to  expect  he  can  oppose  the  entrance  of  some 
half  a  dozen  acquaintance  of  this  class  whom  it  is  my  misery  to  be  ai* 
flicted  with.  These  people  are  not  essentially  grievances,  but  are  ra« 
ther  accidentally  so :  they  have  commonly  some  redeeming  qualitiea 
about  them,  or  they  would  not  be  tolerated  for  a  moment ;  good-* 
natured,  friendly,  and  obliging,  but  not  aware  that  there  may  be  times 
when  their  room  is  better  than  their  company.  This  may  be  called  a 
private  grievance. 

There  are  also  public  grievances,  such  as  you  meet  with  in  society, 
at  assemblies,  dinners,  routs,  &c.  These,  perhaps,  are  more  endurable, 
because  you  share  the  annoyance  with  a  great  number;  the  enmd 
which  is  divided  among  numbers  being  less  oppressive  than  when  il 
falls  on  a  single  head.  Each  man  lightens  his  neighbour's  load  ;  but 
the  general  mass  of  affliction  is  incalculable.  Thbk  of  being  placed 
opposite  ayouE^  gentleman  ^^  just  off  his  travels,"  a  young  Rapid,  who 
has  passed  from  Berlin  to  Naples  in  three  months,  and  seen  every  thing 
worth  seeing.  Unless  the  fortunate  youth  is  skilledin  the  art  of  being 
silent,  he  is  sure  to  be  the  bore  of  the  whole  evening.  Your  ^^  pidced 
man  of  countries"  is  pretty  certain  to  engross  a  great  part  of  the  conver- 
sation, and  deluge  the  table  with  the  narration  of  his  ^^hair-breadth 
escapes"  from  Neapolitan  banditti,  or  his  critiques  on  Italian  art  and 
German  literature.  Every  thing  is  converted  into  matter  for  illustra- 
tion ;  and  ^^  when  I  was  in  Vienna,  &c."  ^^  my  friend  the  Baron  von 

. ,''  or  « 11  Principe  di ,  &c."    His  ideal  is  Young  Wilding. 

He  has  an  excessive  familiarity  with  the  various  courts  of  Europe; 
tells  how  he 

'^  Saw  every  court,  heard  every  king  declare 
Hie  royal  sense  of  operas  or  the  fair  ; 
The  stews  and  palace  equally  explored. 

Intrigued  with  glory  and  with  spirit ; 

Tried  all  hors^  (TcncrrM,  all  liqueurs  defined, 
Judicious  drank,  and  greatly  daring  dined.^' 

if  you  talk  of  St  Paul's,  he  informs  you  it  is  not  so  large  as  St  Peter's ; 
if  you  have  been  at  the  exhibition.  Sir  T.  Lawrence  is  not  equal  to 
Raphael,  or  Fuseli  to  Titian,  especially  in  colouring.  He  tells  you  that 
the  Bay  of  Naples  is  finer  than  that  of  Dublin,  if  you  say  your  health 
suffers  from  town,  he  admits  the  insalubrity  of  smoke,  but  doubts  if  the 
malrcria  of  Rome  be  not  more  perilous. 

The  utility  of  foreign  travel,  in  polishing  the' manners  and  liberally 
ing  the  mind,  no  one  can  dispute.  But  travel,  like  dancing,  should  be 
seen  in  the  general  grace  it  flings  over  the  carriage  ;  no  one  should  be 
always  '^  prating  of  his  whereabouts."  In  this  respect  one  might  as 
well  remain  at  home,  if  all  that  is  derived  from  going  abroad  is  the 
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privilege  of  saying,  '^  I  was  there  and  there.*^ — ^  CanH  700  say  ao  f* 
said  an  old  friend  to  some  youth  who  was  wishing  he  conld  say  he  had 
heen  at  Rome.  This  sort  of  hore  is  less  soond  at  heart  than  the  other. 
He  is  generally  empty-headed  and  Tain ;  is  inflated  with  wiU  conceils 
of  his  own  superiority,  and  utterly  careless  of  the  common  rights  of 
conversation  and  the  biemtanee  of  good  company.  It  may  he  doubted, 
whether  there  is  not  a  right,  a  kind  of  common-law  right,  in  all  sodetj, 
to  abate  a  nuisance  of  this  kind,  by  forthwith  expelling  it  At  anj 
rate,  after  fair  means  have  been  tried,  forcible  ejectment  seems  verj 
permissible. 

There  is  a  sort  of  equality  in  society  which  no  man  is  permitted  to 
violate.  No  one  may  arrogate  to  himself  what  is  the  common  right  of 
vail.  Conversation  is  a  property  of  which  all  are  tenants  in  common. 
No  one  has  the  right  to  eject  his  neighbour.  Its  value  is  in  the  rererse 
of  the  old  man^s  bundle  of  sticks — ^it  should  be  separate,  not  joined. 
All  are  entitled  to  their  tithe  of  talk.  But  if  subjects  which  are  of 
general  interest  become  tiresome  when  engrossed  by  an  individual,  and 
blurted  without  respect  to  persons  or  times,  what  shall  we  say  of  those 
who  introduce  others  of  partial  importance  and  confined  knowledge  f 
The  university  men  are  noted  for  this ;  more  particularly  the  CantabsL 
1  dread  to  meet  a  man  of  that  universi^  imtatupupiUari^  or  any  where 
under  the  degree  of  M.  A.  The  very  sight  of  him  destroys  my  appe- 
tite. I  am  sure  to  have  the  whole  calendar  rehearsed.  The  jokes  of 
St.  John's,  and  the  verbiage  of  Trinity,  float  before  my  prophetic  sig^L 
The  talent  of  this  man,  and  the  degree  of  that,  the  examinations,  the 
rows,  all  stand  in  dread  array  before  me.  There  is  a  strange  tendency 
to  the  shop  amongst  the  Cambridge  men.  It  arises,  no  doobt,  from 
their  impeifect  acquaintance  with  society,  and  the  etnrit  de  cofpt,  which 
is  so  exclusively  cherished  at  that  university.  They  seem  to  think 
that  what  is  going  on  there,  in  a  few  brick  courts,  on  the  banks  of  a 
muddy  brook  in  the  fens  of  Cambridgeshire,  is  of  importance  to  the 
world.  I  recollect  once,  when  the  procton  were  putting  down  a  dc- 
bating-club,  one  of  the  young  Cicero^s  cried  out  ^'  Let  us  preserve  our 
dignity  in  this  last  hour  of  our  political  existence — ^let  us  remember  that 
the  eyes  of  Europe  are  upon  us.'^  The  same  notions  of  importance, 
the  same  spirit  of  corporation,  and  cnenut  of  topic,  is  brought  with 
them  to  town.  To  meet  with  two  of  them  at  a  dinner-table  is  an  awful 
thing.  No  one  understands  their  cant  phrases,  or  their  domestic  al- 
lusions, and  yet  eveiy  one  is  compelled  to  listen  to  their  interlocution 
and  the  respective  merits  of  antiquities  and  geometry — ^'^  Does  Simp- 
son read  with  Professor  Wigsby  this  vacation  P  ^^Will  Jenkins  be 
senior  wrangler  P  or,  "  Hopkins  must  get  the  medal." — If  the  name 
of  any  public  man  is  mentioned,  '^  He  must  be  a  great  man  ;  he  was 
third  wrangler  in  Tompkins'  year.''  Every  man's  capacity  is  tried  by 
the  scale  of  college  honours.  The  calendar  is  his  Bible,  it  is  the 
guage  in  which  he  takes  measure  of  a  man's  mind,  the  horoscope  in 
which  he  reads  future  fortunes.  Every  man  is  great  or  little,  as  be  was 
or  was  not  of  Cambridge.  The  Cantab  criticises  yoqr  expressions,  and 
objects  to  your  opinions.  He  thinks  in  a  diagram — he  is  analytic  in 
his  eating.  If  twenty  years  1^0  you  were  of  that  university,  he  imme- 
diately pours  out  his  budget,  and  travels  over  the  history  of  your  own 
times.  If  you  were  not  there,  he  will  condescend  to  tell  vou  all  you 
have  lost.    If  he  be  of  Trinity,  he  is  lordly  and  scornful ;  if  of  SL  John's, 
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he  is  obscure  and  mathematical.  If  I  am  to  meet  a  Cambridge  man, 
my  hope  ib  that  he  may  be  a  small  colleger.  Whatever  be  their  ambi- 
tion, they  are  less  obtrusiTe  and  loqaacious,  because  kept  down  by  the 
two  great  rival  leviathans.  Habits  of  submission  have  rendered  them 
timid,  and  when  they  do  talk  of  the  shop,  it  is  in  a  soft  low  voice : 
they  roar  gently.  It  is  long  before  these  habits  wear  off.  The 
Oxonians  are  more  men  of  the  world :  they  think  less  of  .study, 
and,  perhaps,  study  less :  their  college  habits  are  more  social  and  ge- 
neral :  they  can  taik  of  something  else  than  the  anecdotes  of  a  college, 
and  their  ambition  is  not  so  great  in  retailing  the  licentious  wit  of  a 
combination-room.  These  bachelors  {iMiccalaurei  baeulo  potius  quam 
laureo  digni)  ought  to  undergo  a  course  of  polite  education  before  they 
are  brought  out.  They  should  remain  in  a  state  of  probation  three  or 
four  years  at  least.  They  should  be  taught,  that  taking  a  degree  in 
arts,  does  not  let  them  into  all  arts.  They  should  remember  that  the 
fame  of  the  immortal  Xi-to-fou  never  travelled  beyond  the  precincts  of 
China,  and  that  it  is  very  possible  for  Tompkins  to  be  a  great  personage 
at  Cambridge,  without  being  the  town-talk  of  London. 

There  is  another  species  of  grievance  which  is  indigenous  to  London. 
This  is  your  aimable  de  hon  ion :  not  your  genuine  dandy,  who  is  infinitely 
too  light  and  harmless  a  thing  to  be  raised  into  the  importance  of  being 
considered  in  the  present  article ;  but  your  well-dressed  youth,  who 
has  ventured  beyond  the  limits  of  his  peculiar  domain  into  the  regions  of 
fashion ;  who  is  a  great  man  at  consultations  upon  the  cut  of  a  sleeve ; 
talks  of  Rossina  and  Albert ;  is  free  of  Lady  ^s  suppers,  and  is 

looked  upon  as  a  desirable  piece  of  furniture  at  a  concert,  because  he 
can  applaud  in  the  proper  place ;  or  at  a  ball,  because  he  is  up  to 
the  intricacies  of  quadrille.  To  sustain  this  character  well,  requires 
a  great  deal  of  tact ;  but  it  is  generally  overdone.  Last  week  it  was 
my  iqisfortune  to  meet  with  such  an  one.  His  whole  talk  ran  upon 
parties  and  routs :  till,  by  dint  of  repetitions,  I  acquired  a  tolerable 
knowledge  of  the  etiquette  of  these  things,  and  learned  which  are  the 
best  dancers,  and  who  gives  the  best  suppers  in  town.  This,  it  must 
be  allowed,  is  very  important  to  know,  when  I  may  wish  to  figure  on 
the  ^^  light  fantastic  toe,^^  or  when  my  appetite  is  veiy  delicate.  The 
smart  flummery  of  his  discourse  was  at  first  amusing,  but  it  became  a 
bore  by  its  continuance.  His  face  was  smirking ;  he  seemed  to  be  on 
the  watch  to  help  a  lady — one  of  those  polite  gentlemen  who  would  ra- 
ther overturn  a  table  than  a  lady  should  ring  a  bell  herself.  I  do  not 
know  whether  I  should  have  inserted  this  division  from  my  own  expe- 
rience, if  I  had  not  been  told  that  it  is  excessively  common  about  town, 
and  that  all  sensible  men  look  upon  it  with  great  dislike. 

But  who  does  not  know  that  literary  grievance,  the  butterfly  of 
belles^ettresj  who  flutters  about  the  fields  and  sips  the  sweets  ?  This 
is  indeed  a  melancholy  appendage  to  a  dinner-table.  You  are  sure  to 
be  deluged  with  his  information.  He  knows  every  thing  that  is  doing 
about  town,  in  the  literary  way.  He  writes  a  little  himself:  a  squib  in 
the  Chronicle^  or  a  sonnet  in  the  Pott.  He  is  hand  and  glove  with  all 
the  editors.  He  knows  all  the  reviewers.  He  reads  the  Edinburgh 
and  Quarterly,  ^^  and  thinks  as  they  do.''  He  knows  what  is  about  to 
be  published ;  is  in  secret  with  nil  the  anonymous ;  and  has  a  copy  of 
all  thtf  verses  handed  about  in  genteel  society.  He  has  the  tntre  at 
?.Iurray'9.    He  can  recite  vou  the  charming  passage  in  the  last  new 
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poem,  and  has  irrefragable  proofs  that  Sir  W.  Scott  wrote  ^  WaTeriey.'^ 
He  knows  whose  tragedy  is  at  Corent  Gardeo,  and  what  new  melo* 
drama  at  Drury  Lauo.  He  can  talk  a  little  of  political  econoniy;  and 
Smith,  Malthus,  and  Ricardo,  ^^  are  familiar  as  his  garter.''  He  has 
skimmed  over  the  gulf  of  metaphysics,  and,  when  occasion  8erTes,can 
talk  of  Locke,  Hartley,  Hume,  and  Reid.  He  is  a  smatterer  in  poli- 
tics. In  short,  no  branch  of  knowledge  is  beyond  liis  sphere,  **  Seneca 
is  not  too  heavy,  nor  Plautus  too  light"  He  has  been  at  a  great  feast 
of  learning,  and  stolen  the  scraps.  Like  a  bird  who  picks  up  chaff,  be 
bears  it  about  in  his  mouth,  but  never  swaUows  it.  The  matter  never 
digests  into  a  subtle  spirit,  pervading  his  opinions  and  colouring  bi^ 
talk,  but  is  a  crude  heavy  mass,  like  an  incubus.  This  ^  learned  The* 
ban''  is  always  ready  to  talk  with  you ;  he  asks  you  how  you  like  the 
Bew  novel ;  he  disputes  your  propositions,  but  assents  to  your  cooclo* 
aions;  he  agrees  with  no  man  at  the  outset,  and  differs  from  no  one  at 
the  end.  If  his  spirit  moves,  his  conversation  is  like  Grodwin's  Chaa« 
cer,  de  omnibut  rdnu  tt  quilnudam  aliis.  The  matter  of  ids  speech  is 
words,  words,  words.  His  talk  is  like  the  Russian  horn  after  the  thaw 
—scraps  of  every  thing.  He  bestows  it  on  you  freely  :  he  is  the  es- 
sence of  magnanimity :  'tis  yours  without  asking :  he  wishes  not  yoor 
gratitude.  *^  Were  he  a  thousand  times  as  tedious  as  he  is,  he  could 
find  it  in  his  heart  to  bestow  it  all  on  you."  But  who  does  not  cry  oat, 
^  Leave  me,  O  leave  me  to  repose  ?"  Who  can  endure  the  pitiless  pelt- 
ing of  this  storm  ?  Who  does  not  seek  refuge  from  the  omniscience  of 
this  sort  of  grievance  ?  This  class  is  large — ^its  name  is  legion,  for  they 
are  many.  Some  of  them  are  familiar  to  me,  but  I  avoid  them  as  leprous. 

Occasionally,  too,  we  are  fastened  upon  by  a  iporting  man,  one  whose 
education  is  in  the  6(U9e-cottr,  who  seems  to  have  been  cradled  in  a  sta- 
ble. His  imagination  teems  with  images  of  horses,  dogs,  and  boxers. 
His  pilg^rimages  are  to  Newmarket  and  Moulsey.     He  worships  I^ezit 

and .    Whatever  be  the  subject  of  conversation,  be  winds  it  to 

his  own  topic.  His  language  is  full  of  figures,  and  seems  to  be  drawn 
half  from  the  stable  and  half  from  the  Fives  Court.  He  sabscribes  to 
nothing  but  Tattersali's ;  and  his  charity  extends  only  to  a  defeated 
boxer.  His  library  is  made  up  of  sporting  calendars  and  Boxiana.  His 
compositions  never  extend  beyond  his  betting-book.  He  knows  all  the 
jockies.  He  can  trace  you  a  horse's  pedigree  with  unerring  exactness, 
and  is  au  fait  at  all  the  battles,  from  Figg  and  the  Venetian  down  to 

Gipsy  Cooper  and He  does  not  argue,  but  he  offers  to  bet  too 

ten  guineas.  He  estimates  your  wit  by  the  courage  with  which  you 
back  your  opinion.  He  is  not  to  be  done.  But  he  is  very  good-natur- 
ed at  the  bottom,  and  you  lament  he  is  a  bore.  There  is  sometiuug 
English  in  his  propensities,  and  he  is  all  over  English  in  his  likings. 
He  is  very  tolerable,  and  yet  not  to  be  endured ;  for,  after  all,  his  dia- 
lect is  offensive,  and  his  eternal  harping  on  horses,  and  dogs,  and  box- 
ers, is  not  ^^  germane  to  the  matter." 

But  of  all  the  grievances  in  society  the  professed  punster  is  the  most 
intolerable.  You  cannot  be  safe  in  his  company  a  moment.  If  you 
trust  yourself  with  an  opinion,  he  seizes  on  it  with  the  voracity  of  a 
mastiff;  he  turns  it  inside  out,  and  worries  it  to  death.  The  silence  of 
a  punster  is  treacherous  as  the  calm  before  a  storm.  He  sits  ^^  hushed 
in  grim  repose,"  till  the  expected  word  comes ;  and  then  it  is  his  cue. 
His  ambition  is  to  set  the  tabic  in  a  roar-^to  be  hailed  as  joke-master. 
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He  comes  into  the  room  with  half  a  dozen  famons  extempore  pans, 
which  have  cost  him  a  morning's  labour  to  concoct.  As  long  as  he 
can  clinch  a  word,  or  raise  a  laugh,  he  does  not  care  how  old,  or  how 
bad,  his  pun  is :  he  will  call  any  one  singing  in  a  garret,  ^^  an  attic 
warbler.^'  He  calls  a  friend  of  mine  a  unithariatij  because  he  has  but 
one  hair  on  his  head.  He  addresses  a  shoemaker,  "  O  sovereign  of 
the  willing  wn*/.''  If  yoa  are  a  Templar,  he  hopes  you  may  turn  your 
gas  into  Coke.  He  is  indefatigable  in  chasing  down  his  pun.  He  reads 
onW  to  find  out  resemblances,  and  listens  only  to  bring  in  his  pun.  He 
is  fond  of  no  play  except  a  play  upon  words,  and  yet  he  makes  game 
of  every  thing — 

*^  A  wit  with  dunces,  and  a  dunce  with  wita.^^ 
His  favourite  poet  is  Crabbe,  and  liis  light  reading,  Joe  Miller  and 
Dr.  Kett.  He  was  educated  in  the  '^  School  for  Wits.''  James  the 
First  is  liis  favourite  monarch.  The  only  living  authors  he  admires 
are  Tom  Dibdin  and  Mr.  Moncrieff :  with  the  last  he  is  sworn  brother. 
He  is  supposed  to  have  furnished  the  puns  to  the  latter's  farces.  His 
brain  is  full  of  ^^  eggs  of  bon-mots  and  specks  of  repartees."  If  you  are 
in  a  dilemma  and  yoa  ask  what  steps  you  should  take,  he  recommends 
the  library  steps.  If  you  ask  him  to  ring  the  bell,  he,  with  great  so- 
lemnity, puts  a  ring  on  the  finger  of  some  pretty  girl.  If  you  object 
to  him  that  his  coat  is  too  short,  he  tells  you  it  will  be  long  enough 
before  he  gets  another.  In  short,  he  seems  to  like  a  good  thing  in 
proportion  to  its  age  :  he  has  no  particular  wish  to  appear  as  the  in- 
ventor, but  merely  the  ^^  transmitter"  of  a  jest. 

These  are  some  of  the  grievous  things  which  are  found  about  din- 
ner-tables and  general  society,  to  the  very  great  disturbance  of  hilarity. 
To  some  they  may  not  appear  so  disagreeable  ;  to  me  they  are  in- 
expressibly unendurable.  A  retired  student,  I  come  abroad  into  the 
world  for  relaxation  and  amusement ;  but  what  amusement  can  th^re 
be  when  ^^  so  pestered  with  popinjays  ?" — What  but  an  excited  bile  and 
dissatisfaction  with  my  kind  ?  Without  being  very  old,  yet  1  think  I  can 
remember  when  these  plagues  were  less  numerous  and  less  afflicting. 
A  dinner  then  was  kinalv  and  social ;  the  stream  of  talk  flowed  pleas- 
antly, nothing  the  worse  for  being  shallow ;  we  bubbled  without  roaring. 
No  one  assumed  more  than  his  share.  But  this  is  an  age  of  usurpations ; 
even  the  dinner-table  is  not  sacred !  Society  was  once  more  social;  it 
looked  for  its  delights,  and  found  them,  within  a  small  circle.  Now 
it  spreads  abroad  and  gathers  in  all  that  is  cotifihed.  It  sends  its  agents 
into  the  highways,  and  docs  not  disdain  the  hedges.  Wiser  heads,  or 
those  more  happily  tempered  than  mine,  may  bear  with  these  warts  and 
boils  of  society ;  and  account  them  but  as  the  breakings-out  which  only 
prove  the  greater  health  of  the  body.  But  I  cannot  ^^  consider  so  curious- 
ly.'^ I  ask  not  much  from  society,  and  cannot  afford  that  the  little  should 
be  given  with  so  much  alloy.  I  object  to  so  large  a  charge  for  seignior- 
age. The  duty  eats  up  the  article  ;  the  vexation  more  than  counterba- 
lances the  pleasure.  There  is  a  custom  in  Italy,  when  you  are  invited  to 
dinner,  to  send  a  list  of  all  the  guests ;  and  if  you  dislike  any  of  them,  you 
send  back  the  list  marked.  I  wish  it  were  the  custom  also  in  England :  it 
would  be  a  public  advantage.  For  my  own  part,  my  mind  is  made  up  ne- 
ver to  dine  where  I  have  reason  to  think  I  shall  meet  a  traveller,  a  young 
Cantab,  ajnerveilleuXj  a  literary  butterfly,  a  '^  Varmint  man,"  or  a  punster. 
Vol.  IV.  No.  23.— 1822.  H  3 
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Whoever  has  tra?elled,  must  be  well  aware  of  the  disagreeable  sen 
satioQ  of  strangeness  which  attends  the  first  daj^s  residence  in  a  for 
eigQ  Capital,  before  the  deliveiy  of  letters  of  recommendation  has  pro- 
cured those  hospitable  attentions,  which,  in  the  course  of  a  few  booxs, 
ripen  casual  acquaintance  into  friendship. 

It  is  at  this  moment  that  the  sensation  of  loneliness  is  felt  in  its  keenest 
intensity.  The  inhabitants  of  the  city  are  seen  movii^  to  and  fro,  each 
with  his  countenance  expressive  of  some  instant  object,  some  active  in- 
terest ;  they  pass  and  repass,  salute  and  are  saluted,  and  exhibit  to  the 
looker-on  a  thousand  nameless  traits,  which  shew  that  they  are  at  home. 
To  the  stranger  no  one  bows,  no  one  speaks,  no  one  launches  the  glance 
lof  recognition.  Even  the  buildings,  in  all  the  interest  of  their  aoTel- 
ty,  convey  an  impression  the  very  reverse  of  inspiriting,  by  the  total 
absence  of  all  association  of  ideas.  The  spectacle  of  two  friends  en- 
joying the  abandonment  of  unrestricted  chit<hat ;  the  sadden  glow  of 
pleasure  mantling  on  the  cheek  of  some  smiling  beauty,  at  the  nnex- 
pected  rencontre  of  a  favourite  youth ;  the  tnmsient  interchan^  of 
Jdndly  feeling  shot  from  the  eye  as  they  pass, — ^impress  npoo  the 
stranger  a  sickening  recollection  that  to  such  pleasures  he  has  no  daun. 
His  heart  yearns  for  some  one  to  address,  for  some  one  who  will  awaken 
a  remembrance ;  or  his  imagination  turns,  perhaps,  selMidden,  to  do- 
mestic scenes,  and  to  the  affectionate  beings  by  whom  thej  are  inha- 
bited. At  such  a  moment  should  chance  bring  the  traveller  in  contact 
with  the  most  distant  acquaintance — a  fellow-passenger  in  a  stage— 
an  individual  met  in  some  large  assembly  of  another  town,  or  encooo- 
tered  in  the  routine  of  Lions  and  sight-seeing  on  some  former  occa- 
sion,— ^he  hails  his  approach  with  all  the  ardour  of  friendship,  and  feelS| 
for  the  instant,  as  towards  a  brother.  As  the  eye  wanders  instinctiTely 
over  the  passing  crowd,  in  the  vague  search  of  some  such  object  of 
recognition,  the  spirits  flag,  till  feelings  almost  of  ill-will  arise  towards 
the  population ;  sfi  if  they  were  guilty  of  neglect  and  personal  slight,  by 
the  indifference  with  which  they  pass.  With  thiB  unreasonable,  hot,  by 
no  means  unnatural,  pettishness  and  dislike  to  all  he  has  seen,  rankling 
in  his  heart,  the  stranger,  towards  the  close  of  evening,  flies  from  the 
oppressive  solitgde  of  the  crowd  to  his  lonely  inn ;  and  after  various  eA 
forts  to  find  occupation  in  the  bizarre  decorations  of  the  chamber,  or,  like 
Belshazzar,*  in  the  handwriting  on  the  wall,  from  which  he  ^  cannot 
iurn  away,''  or,  perhaps,  in  the  thousand-times  perused  livre  des  porres, 
— through  sheer  despair  he  retires  to  bed,  full  two  hours  before  the 
time  when  habit  should  predispose  him  for  sleep. 

This  uneasy  and  distressing  sensation  is  hardly  ever  thrown  entirely 
off  by  the  most  experienced  traveller ;  though  use  brings  with  it  a 


*  It  is  bat  leldom  that  he  can  ask 

'^  Why  the  dark  desttaiea  have  hong  their  sentence 
Thus  visible  to  the  sight,  but  to  the  mind 
Unsearchable  ?" 
Wherever  the  English  travel  they  contrive  to  express  pretty  intelligibly  their 
«fmui\  their  dislike  and  contempt  for  foreigners,  in  moral  apothegms,  such  as 
*'  Dirty  Italian  Inn."*'    ^'  D-^a  all  Frenchmen."    "  Stupid  Germans." 
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stronger  conrictioo  thatsacb  circmnstaDces  are  la  the  natural  order  of 
ttiiDgs.  There  is,  however,  a  case  in  which  the  position  of  a  stranger 
is  ac<;onipaoied  »with  a  tenfold  bitterness,  in  whi^h  the  spirit  revolts 
with  a  tenfold  sense  of  injury,  from  the  consciousness  oT  neglect  and 
isolation ;  and  that  is,  when,  after  years  of  absence,  he  returns  to  his 
native  city,  and  finds  all  the  social  relations  he  had  left  behind  him  at 
parting,  disturbed  or  dissolved.  . 

The  conviction  of  this  melancholy  truth,  unlike  the  sense  of  strange- 
ness in  a  fbreign  capital,  comes  upon  us  by  degrees.  The  first  mo- 
ments of  arrival  are,  on  the  cootrarv,  replete  with  recollections  and  ac- 
knowledgments. The  physical  objects  have  remained  unchanged. 
The  church  we  have  frequented  in  our  youth,  stands  where  it  did ;  the 
rows  of  trees  under  whose  shade  we  frolicked  in  our  childhood,  are 
still  growing ;  the  house  inhabited  by  some  early  friend  remains  the 
same.  The  first  visits,  likewise,  to  our  remaining  connexions  are 
usaally  exhilarating  and  satisfactory :  the  hearty  shake  of  the  hand, 
the  cordial  congratulation,  the  hospitable  dinner  made  in  honour  of 
oar  return,  exhibit  few  signs  of  change,  save  those  that  time  has  stamp- 
ed on  the  countenances  of  our  frienda. 

But  by  degrees  the  realities  of  the  position  transpire  in  all  their 
naked  unloveliiiess.  A  few  short  conversations  suffice  to  discover,  in 
the  minds  of  our  companions,  a  total  break-up  of  all  those  associations 
which  subsisted  when  we  left  them,  and  which  then  bound  them  to 
us  by  similarity  of  pursuit,  oi  sentiment,  or  of  amusement.  The  gay 
thoughtless  man  of  pleasure  has  settled  into  the  tame,  plodding  man 
of  business,  whose  occupations  have  no  leisure  for  friendship,  no  op- 
portunity for  enjoyment  The  single  man  has  married,  and  has  con- 
centrated all  his  a£ection  upon  his  wiie  and  children.  The  companion 
has  changed  his  pursuits,  the  friend  his  connexions ;  old  acquaintances 
have  died,  new  faces  have  come  upon  the  scene ;  boys  have  grown  into 
manhood,  and  the  girls  with  whom  we  used  to  dance  and  fiirt,  have 
become  Uie  mothers  of  families.  In  short,  the  cards  of  society  have 
been  shuffled  and  cut  so  often,  that  no  traces  remain  of  the  game  we 
left  playing  at  the  time  of  our  departure. 

We  ourselves,  on  the  contrary,  remain  insensible  to  the  operations 
of  time.  We  mistake  the  memory  of  what  we  have  felt  for  an  actual 
sentiment ;  and  picturing  our  friends  on  the  intellectual  retina  with 
all  their  primitive  associations,  surrounded  by  the  bright  halo  of  early 
sensations  and  unworn  feelings,  so  different  from  those  colder  and 
more  calculating  sentiments  which  attach  us  to  newer  acquaintance,  we 
grow  young  in  Uie  recollection  ;  thus  taking  no  account  either  of  the 
changes  which  have  occurred  in  ourselves,  in  our  friends,  or  in  the 
circumstances  in  which  they  are  placed,  we  are  wholly  unprepared 
for  that  moral  and  social  dislocation  which  awaits  us,  in  our  endeavours 
to  thrust  ourselves  once  more  into  a  place  in  society  which  others  have 
already  occupied.  The  gap  we  left  in  the  social  circle  has  long  been 
filled  up;  and  we  are  hurt  to  find  ourselves  in  the  situation  of  one  re- 
turned from  the  grave,  after  his  fortune  has  been  divided  amongst 
thankless  heirs,  and  his  loss  forgotten  by  his  nearest  relations. 

I  myself  was  bom  and  educated  in  London,  and  for  the  first  thirty 
years  of  my  life  was  never  absent  from  it,  except  on  those  short  excur- 
sions which  return  us  to  our  friends  the  more  welcome  for  our  tempo- 
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rary  retreat.  At  length,  however,  circainstances  drew  me  away  from 
home,  and  carried  me  out  of  the  sight  and  recollection  of  old  acquun- 
tances  ;  so  th;^,  after  an  absence  of  ten  years,  I  returned  to  my  nattre 
capital  almost  an  entire  stranger. 

The  feeling  of  melancholy  with,  which,  like  a  ghost,  I  stalked 
through  the  favourite  haunts  of  my  former  life,  and,  Uke  a  gfacst  too, 
sought  for  some  one  to  relieve  me  by  an  interpellation,  was  beyond  de- 
scription bitter.  Every  step  was  taken  over  a  prostrate  propensity,  or 
a  broken  association. 

But  in  the  irritable  state  of  mind  thus  produced,  every  trifle  becomes 
important ;  and  those  who  have  experienced  the  position,  will  sickoow- 
ledge  the  fidelity  of  this  picture.  But  much  more  severe  was  the  shock 
which  attended  the  necessity  of  taking  shelter  in  an  hotel.  The  pa- 
ternal house,  whose  door  had,  on  each  return  from  school,  and  on  the 
termination  of  every  country  ramble,  stood  hospitably  open  to  wel- 
come me  to  an  affectionate  circle,  had  now  passed  into  other  ban^ 
The  circle  was  broken  up ;  the  grave  had  closed  on  its  'dearest  mem- 
bers; and  the  survivors  were  pursuing  fortune  in  other  channels: 
while  strangers  occupied  the  apartments  endeared  by  the  most  indelible 
associations.  It  seemed  so  unnatural,  so  cruel  to  be  thus  driven  from 
home,  that  it  wore  the  air  of  an  act  of  violence. 

I  remember  to  have  experienced,  though  in  less  intensity,  this  feel- 
ing of  loneliness  on  visiting  the  University  to  take  a  degree,  and  find- 
ing the  contemporaiy  generations  replaced  by  a  race  of  boys  and 
strangers ;  and  this  analogous  instance,  being  familiar  to  many  readers, 
may  serve  as  an  illustration  to  those  whose  homebred  habits  have  con- 
fined them  to  the  spot  in  which  accident  first  placed  them.  To  those 
thus  fixed  and  stationary,  changes  are  scarcely  sensible  ;  they  take 
place  so  gradually.  Friends  die,  or  drop  from  the  circle  but  one  at  a 
time  ;  and  the  ranks  are  filled  up  before  the  chasm  is  perceived  :  bat 
to  the  returning  stranger  the  desolation  is  apparent  in  its  fullest  ex- 
tent and  horror. 

Every  man  in  London,  however  obscure  his  station.  Is  connected 
with  a  Uttle  circle,  or  junta^  with  whom  his  domestic  habits  are  more 
intimately  entwined.  This  little  knot,  made  up  of  friends,  of  acci- 
dental associates,  companions  of  pleasure  or  of  business,  passes  on  with 
us  through  life,  occasionally  broken  in  upon  by  casual  interlopers,  but 
still  holding  together  with  a  pertinacity  which  daily  hahil  serves  cmly 
to  increase.  By  such  a  circle  we  find  ourselves  surrounded  in  our 
father^s  house ;  and  though  age,  education,  temperament,  and  dispo- 
sition, may  all  tend  to  alienate  the  young  man  from  it  when  he  escapes 
into  the  world,  yet  there  is  none  perhaps  to  which  he  occasionally  re- 
turns with  more  pleasure,  or  clings  to  with  greater  attachment ;  espe- 
cially when  the  parent,  who  was  its  centre,  is  no  more.  Here,  how- 
ever, it  is,  that  a  short  time  makes  the  widest  and  the  deepest  gashes ; 
for  as  the  individuals  are  all  advanced  in  life,  they  are  eminently  ol>- 
noxious  to  accident  and  to  decay.  Nothing  can  be  more  painfal  to 
the  stranger  at  home,  than  his  return  to  the  remnants  of  such  a  circle. 
The  old  friendship,  the  old  hilarity,  the  old  jokes  are  still  preserved  ; 
but  one  member  has  grown  deaf,  another  blind,  another  doats,  a 
fourth  is  paralytic  ;  and  all  seem  to  be  insensible  to  the  loss  of  those 
who  have  dropped  into  the  grave,  unconscious  of  the  lapse  of  time  and 
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reckless  of  its  dilapidations.  It  seems  as  if  a  wild  and  fantastic  dreant 
liad  conjared  up  the  dead  to  mock  at  revelry,  to  feast  with  the  traveller 
OD  his  retnm,  and  welcome  him  to  the  spot  in  which,  after  all  lii» 
wanderings,  he  is  to  rest  for  ever. 

But  if  friendships  are  thus  pregnant  with  suffering,  the  distastes  are 
not  less  frequent  which  await  the  stranger  in  the  scenes  of  his  early 
amusements.  The  theatres  more  especially  are  the  scenes  of  disap- 
pointment.  Old  favourites  are  dead ;  or,  what  perhaps  is  still  worse, 
are  grown  too  old  for  the  parts  they  still  sustain.  A  new  race  of  per- 
formers treads  the  stage,  with  whose  names,  persons^  and  merits,  the 
returned  traveller  is  wholly  unacquainted :  and  hecause  he  is  himself 
nc  longer  susceptible  fif  the  same  vivid  sensations,  because  his  imagi* 
nation  no  longer  lends  itself  with  the  same  enthusiasm  to  scenic  decep- 
tion, the  present  race  of  actors  infallibly  appear  to  possess  smaller 
talent  than  the  actors  of  bis  recollection.  Whoever  is  at  all  conver- 
sant with  theatrical  literature,  ihust  have  remarked  how  each  genera- 
tion of  critics  has  dwelt  with  fondness  and  regret  on  the  memoiy  of 
the  actors  who  are  gone.  Yet  perhaps  no  other  art  has  observed  so 
progressive  a  march  towards  perfection,  by  a  constant  and  steady  ap- 
proach to  nature,  the  rejection  of  conventional  bombast,  and  rising 
above  received  forms  of  theatrical  gesture  and  elocution. 

Besides,  however,  this  disgust  of  satiety,  this  palling  of  the  imagina-^ 
tion,  it  must  be  admitted,  that  the  theatres  really  have  lost  much  of 
their  attraction,  through  their  increased  size  and  consequent  turn  to 
show  and  pantomime.  But  this  is  not  aU.  Before  the  sti^e  lamps 
changes  also  have  occurred.  The  race  of  critics  wliich  twenty  years 
ago  assembled  to  discuss  the  merits  of  Cookers  Richard,  or  to  enjoy 
the  raciness  of  poor  Lewises .  Prince  Hal,  have  disappeared  with  the 
actors  they  admired  :  and  the  returned  traveller  might  as  well  be  in 
the  Scala  at  Milan,  or  the  San  Carlos  of  Naples,  as  in  Covent  Garden 
or  Drury  Lane,  for  any  chance  the  latter  aflford  of  old  associates  or  a 
sympathizing  audience*  The  idle  Templars,  who  used  to  retire  from 
the  theatre  to  the  coffee-house,  who  conspired  to  damn  a  play  or  con- 
duct a  riot,  have  now  retired  to  their  chambers,  and  are  buried  in  brieft 
and  cases.  They  may  sometimes,  by  accident,  be  found  in  a  church ;  but 
the  theatre  no  longer  exists  for  them,  even  in  recollection. — Catera 
quid  memorem  ?  All  the  other  places  of  public  resort  equally  lose  in  the 
comparison  of  the  present  with  tlie  past.  Vauxhail,  if  not  in  extent 
and  in  illumination,  yet,  at  least,  in  gaiety,  appears  much  less  to  the  eye 
than  to  the  memory;  it  is  stripped  of  all  the  decorations  which  youth, 
health,  and  inexperience  formerly  conferred  upon  it.  The  ^^  pleased 
alacrity  and  cheer  of  mind^^  are  wanting,  which  once  gave  zest  to  every 
amusement ;  and  even  the  appetite,  which  formerly  enhanced  a  Vaux- 
hall  supper  and  burnt  Champaign,  has  ceased  to  disguise  the  taste  of 
the  knife  in  its  wafer-slices  of  bam,  and  to  shut  out  from  the  palate  the 
staleness  of  the  cheesecakes.  The  only  sense  which  seems  awakened 
to  a  keener  sensibility  is  the  nose :  at  least,  the  oil  and  the  steams  of 
rack  punch  are  now  more  disagreeably  predominant,  than  when  last  I 
visited  this  once  favourite  resort. 

Another  source  of  disappointment  from  which  few,  even  of  the  resi- 
dent cockneys,  at  all  advanced  in  life,  escape,  arises  in  the  vast  increase 
of  buildings,  which  have  sprung  up  round  London.    When  i  was  a  boy, 
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the  wbole  region  north  of  Bloomsbaiy^aare  was  as  jet  onoccnpled 
by  brick  and  mortar.  The  splendid  mansions,  like  Uie  fortnnesby 
which  thej  are  supported,  had  not  then  been  stolen  from  the  children 
of  agriculture.  The  fields  (for  fields  they  then  were)  had  been  the 
scenes  of  ali  my  childish  amusements.  There  i  flew  my  kite,  and 
played  cricket,  and  enjoyed  the  keen  delight  of  an  escape  from  my  plor 
gotui  Orbilitu.  Is  the  scene,  or  the  actor,  the  most  completely  chased  ? 
Of  the  numerous  triumphs  of  the  genius  of  building  (I  cannot  in  con- 
science say  of  architecture)  over  the  fauns  and  hamadryads  of  the 
London  dairy  farms,  those  which  have  been  won  in  the  fields  near 
Hampstead  are,  to  my  imagination,  the  most  intolerable.  For  those 
were  the  site  of  many  a  delightful  walk,  in  the  first  spring  of  adoles- 
cence, in  society  with  one  long  numbered  with  the  dead,  whose  boyish 
and  elastic  cheerfulness  was  accompanied  by  a  giant's  mind.  Evea 
now,  the  earnest  discussion,  crossed  by  a  pun,  or  a  quotation,  or  an  bop 
skip  and  jump  over  a  ditch— the  intent  observation  of  some  effect  of 
colour  in  a  summer  evening's  sky,  of  some  combination  of  forms  in  a 
group  of  cattle  or  of  trees — the  enjoyable  fatigue,  the  delicious  refresh- 
ment of  the  tea  which  concluded  our  promenade,  are  still  lively  in  my 
imagination,  associated  with  the  first  crude  developements  of  taste, 
science,  and  philosophy,  to  which  these  walks  contributed.  Poor 
D  !  liis  scholastic  acquirements  were  not  many ;  bat  lils  mind, 

vigorous  and  comprehensive,  had  left  few  subjects  uninvestigated;  and 
if  he  wanted  the  instruction  of  the  schools,  he  wanted  likewise  their 
prejudices  and  their  errors.  Self-instructed,  self-supported,  without 
iMends  to  encourage,  or  the  spirit  of  cabal  to  advance  liimself,  how 
could  he  hope  for  success  in  an  art,  in  which  the  trade  is  so  much  m(H« 
important  than  the  profe$sion  f  Broken-spirited  and  disappointed,  ere 
half  his  course  was  run,  he  sunk  under  the  struggle ;  leaving  behind 
him  works  which  the  connpissenr  is  now  eager  to  purchase  at  prices 
that  would  have  crowned  Us  modest  wishes  with  affluence ! 

But  why  pause  upon  one  monument  ?  London  is  the  grave  of  so  many 
sensations,  so  many  associations !  Wherever  else  1  go,  I  am  still  young 
in  the  enjoyment  of  the  present,  in  the  anticipation  of  the  future;  jn 
London,  exclusively,  I  am  chained  to  the  past  There  the  thread  of 
personal  identity  seems  scarcely  preserved,  so  wholly  is  the  eiiitence 
'  passed  away  which  London  recalls.  To  be  alone  with  nature  is  not 
solitude :  to  be  alone  in  a  land  of  strangers,  is,  at  least,  not  unnatoral : 
but  to  be  alone  in  the  city  of  our  birth,  in  the  bosom  as  it  were  of  our 
family,  is  an  intolerable  evil.  Let  him  who  commences  life  a  wan- 
derer, continue  a  wanderer ;  or  if  in  middle  life  he  must  pitch  his  tent, 
let  it  be  far  from  the  haunts  of  his  infancy.    Man  may  make  himself  a 

gosition  in  new  societies ;  but  he  can  never  wholly  recover  the  place 
e  has  once  vacated^  Bf. 
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W£  have  been  a  eood  deal  strack  with  thUi  little  work,  which  hai 
just  appeared,  and,  thongh  the  subject  be  not  yery  new,  it  has,  we  un- 
derstand, already  attained  some  rank  among  the  literary  novelties  of 
Paris.  It  is  altogether  a  singular  production,  and  equally  whimsical  in 
many  respects  is  the  ingenious  author.  He  is  evidently  a  clever  man. 
He  seems  to  have  passed  a  large  share  of  his  time  in  reading,  writing, 
and  trayelling ;  taldng  shrewd  views  of  the  countries  through  which' 
he  passed,  though  sometimes  forgetting  to  look  at  both  sides  of  the 
road,  and  admiring  fine  women  and  the  fine  arts,  and  despising  cant, 
wherever  he  found  them.  He  was  for  some  time  at  Napoleon^s  elbow 
as  a  confidential  secretary.  He  also  served  him  as  a  soldier ;  and, 
during  liis  campaigns,  discovered  that  a  cold  night,  passed  upon  an 
advanced  piquet,  in  an  enemy^s  country,  was  favourable  to  amorous 
meditation.  He  has  been  as  far  south  as  Naples,  and  as  far  north  as 
Edinburgh,  and  is  now  at  Paris,  tossing  up  the  tender  passion  into  a 
philosophical  treatise;  yet  with  all  this,  of  which 'he  has  not  the 
slightest  cause  to  be  ashamed,  he  has  a  mortal  aversion  to  telling  the 
world  explicitly  who  he  is.  The  first  of  his  works  that  we  met,  and 
to  wliich  we  were  attracted  by  the  commendation  passed  o^on  parts  of 
It  in  the  Edinburgh  Review,  was  ^^  Rome,  Naples,  and  Florence.^'  It 
purported  to  come  from  the  pen  of  Count  Stendhall.  Then  followed 
the  very  interesting  account  of  the  lives  of  Haydn  and  Mozart.  The 
English  translation,  which  we  believe  came  from  the  author,  appeared 
anonymously ;  but  it  was  whispered  to  us  at  the  time,  as  a  literary 
secret,  that  the  writer  was  a  Baron  Bombo ;  and  that  the  name  beins^ 
unknown  in  this  country,  and  withal  sounding  unclassically  to  British 
cars,  was  suppressed  at  the  suggestion  of  the  publisher.  After  this 
we  lighted  upon  ^^  L^Histoire  de  la  Peinture  en  Italie,  par  M.  Beyle,'' 
and  finally  upon  the  work  before  us.  Now,  we  have  lately  ascertained 
that  these  four  productions  are  positively  derived  from  a  common 
stock ;  that  Stendhall,  Bombo,  and  Beyle,  are  one  and  the  same  person : 
and  we  are  farther  assured  by  those  in  the  confidence  of  the  French 
police,  that  the  last  is  the  name  by  which  they  hold  him  accountable 
for  his  theories,  and  under  which  he  will  be  muzzled  one  of  these  days, 
if  he  does  not  discourse  more  becomingly  of  cant  and  the  holy  alliance. 
M.  Beyle,  for  such  we  must  call  him,  almost  admits,  in  the  titlepage 
of  ^^  L' Amour,"  the  case  of  identity  we  have  been  establishing  against 
him ;  yet  he  no  sooner  gets  through  the  first  short  chapter,  than  one 
of  his  old  incognito  fits  comes  upon  him,  and  he  cries  out  in  a  note, 
that  he  is  only  the  translator  of  a  manuscript  work  written  in  choice 
Italian,  by  one  Lisio  Visconti,  who  died  the  other  day  at  Volterre ; 
and  then,  to  make  the  mystery  two^ieep,  we  are  told  that  sundry  parts 
of  Lisio's  production  consist  of  extracts  from  the  papers  of  his  dear 
friend,  poor  Salviati,  who  also  died  (it  is  not  said  when  and  where)  for 
love  of  Leonora.  But  we,  as  well  as  Mr.  Cobbett,  keep  a  little  bird, 
which  has  just  informed  us  that  Lisio  (as  well  as  Salviati)  still  walks 
the  earth — that  he  was  seen  last  month,  looking  remarkably  well,  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  the  Palais  Royal,  and  that  he  is  actually  em-^ 
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ployed  in  collecttog  materials  for  anotlier  publication,  which  he  ioten^ 
when  Iiis  next  last  hoar  shall  approach,  to  hand  over,  as  before,  to  Ids 
executor  in  ordinary  M.  Beyle. 

When  we  first  took  np  the  present  work,  we  expected  from  the  title- 
pag^e,  and  from  a  hsisty  glance  at  the  table  of  contents,  to  find  a  lively 
satire  against  the  inveterate  blemish  of  French  society — ^the  over- 
weening and  heartless  gallantry  of  all  classes,  accompanied  by  an  ex- 
posure of  its  effeminating  influence  upon  the  national  character ;  bat 
we  were  soon  undeceived.  Love,  in  our  author^s  opinion,  is  nosabject 
for  levity.  On  the  contrary,  it  is  of  prime  importance  tliat  regene- 
rated France  should  have  a  clear  and  scientific  notion  ^^  de  cette  pas- 
sion, dont  tous  les  developpemens  sinceres  ont  un  caractere  de  beaute;^ 
and,  accordingly,  he  has,  with  the  roost  entire  seriousness,  composed  « 
treatise,  aAer  the  manner  of  Aristotle,  setting  forth  in  Ic^cal  parlance 
the  origin,  progress,  varieties,  and  (where  it  is  not  incurable)  the  care 
of  this  tenderest  of  propensities,  from  the  slightest  impulse  of  ^^  FAmoar 
de  vanite,''  its  mildest  form,  and  the  prevailing  one,  he  says,  in  France, 
up  to  the  most  intense  visitations  of  ^^  TAmour-passion,^^  those  sublime 
but  tremendous  lovelocks,  which  are  technically  termed  ^  des  coups 
de  foudre/^  The  spirit  in  which  he  enters  upon  his  task,  he  thos 
explains  :-«-^^  I  make  every  possible  effort  to  be  dry — I  wo«ild  im- 
pose silence  upon  my  heart,  which  thinks  it  has  much  to  say ;— at 
every  turn,  I  tremble  lest  I  may  have  only  registered  a  sigh,  where 
I  imagined  I  had  recorded  a  truth.  ^'  Our  space  will  not  allow  us  to 
follow  Mr.  B.  in  detail  through  all  his  disquisitions,  or  through,  what 
\ve  like  much  better,  the  many  interesting  illustrations  that  he  has  ad- 
duced to  support  his  doctrines ;  but,  as  the  matter  of  his'work  concerns 
so  many  of  our  readers  of  both  sexes,  we  shall  lay  before  them  a  brief 
outline  of  liis  amatory  system.  _ 

There  are  four  distinct  varieties  of  love  : — 

1st.  L^ Amour-passion — as  that  of  Eloisa  for  Abelard,  &c. 

2d.  UAmour-gout  This  species  prevailed  in  Paris  about  the  year 
1760  ;  and  is  to  be  found  in  all  the  memoirs  and  romances  of  the 
time. 

3d.  L^ Amour-physique — ^^  A  la  chasse  trouver  une  fraiche  et  belle 
paysanne  qui  fuit  dans  les  bois.'^ 

4th.  L' Amour  de  vanite — the  most  ordinary  kind,  particularly  io 
modem  France,  where  men  fofm  attachments  as  a  matter  of  luxury, 
or  as  a  conventional  sort  of  thing  that  society  expects  from  them. 
When  a  young  roan  is  smitten  with  an  elderly  lady  of  superior  rank  or 
fortune,  he  belongs  to  No.  4.  Vanity  makes  him  blind  to  the  crow's 
foot.  '^  Une  duchesse  n^a  jamais  que  trente  ans  pour  un  bourgeois,^ 
disait  la  Duchesse  de  Chaulnes. 

These  four  grand  divisions  include  every  possible  variety  of  the 
passion  ;  though  M.  Beyle  admits  that  he  might  have  considered  it 
under  eight  or  ten  distinct  genera :  but  he  assures  us  that  *^  no  dif^ 
ference  in  the  nomenclature  would  affect  his  reasonings.  Every  form 
of  love  that  is  found  here  below,  is  bom,  lives,  and  dies,  or  lifts  itself 
to  immortality,  according  to  the  same  immutable  laws.^' 
.    We  next  come  to 
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1.  L' Admiration. 

2.  On  86  dit — Quel  plaisir  de  luf  donner  dea  baisers,  d'en  rece- 
oir,  &c. 

3.  L'Esperance — On  etudie  les  perfections,  &c. 

4.  L'Amour  est  ne." — Here  we  hare  a  short  description  of  the  pas- 
sion, containing  nothing  new  to  the  initiated,  and  that  would  not  be 
very  intelligible  to  such  of  our  readers  as  have  ne?er  said  within  them- 
selves, "Quel  plaisir,  &c." 

5.  "  La  premiere  criitalHsation  commence.^'  With  all  our  anxiety 
to  keep  on  friendly  terms  with  our  author,  we  involuntarily  started  at 
tliis  passage,  and  exclaimed,  "  Diable !  qu^est  que  c'est  done  que  la 
cristallisation  V*  He  was  prepared  for  this,  and  proceeds  as  follows 
to  defend  his  phraseology.:  "  Set  a  lover's  brains  at  work  for  four  and 
twenty  hours,  and  here 's  what  takes  place.  The  branch  of  a  tree, 
which  winter  has  stript  of  its  leaves,  is  sometimes  thrown  into  the  salt 
mines  of  Saltzbourg ;  and,  on  being  ta*ken  up  two  or  three  months  af- 
ter, is  found  to  be  covered  with  brilliant  crystals.  The  minutest  ra- 
mifications, even  those  that  are  as  slender  as  the  feet  of  a  tom-tit,  are 
surrounded  with  infinite  clusters  of  moving  and  glittering  diamonds.  It 
is  impossible  to  recognise  the  original  branch.  Now,  what  1  callciys- 
talUzation  is  that  operation  of  the  lover's  mind,  which  can  draw  from 
every  idea  that  presents  itself,  a  discovery  that  his  mistress  has.spme 
new  perfection.  For  instance,  if  a  tra?eller  describes  the  freshness  of 
the  orange-groves  of  Genoa,  on  the  sea-coast,  during  the  burning  days 
of  summer,  ^  Quelle  plaisir  (thinks  the  lover)  de  gouter  cette  fraicheur 
avec  elle  V  Again,  a  friend  happens  to  break  his  arm  at  a  hunt, '  Quelle 
douceur  (wliispers  the  crystallizing  principle  within  us^  de  recevoir 
les  soins  d'une  femme  qu'on  aime.'  To  fancy  ourselves  forever  at  her 
side,  and  the  object  of  her  unremitting  tenderness,  makes  us  almost 
think  tbat  the  psdn  would  be  a  blessing ;  and  before  we  take  leave  of 
our  friend  with  the  broken  arm,  we  have  thoroughly  satisfied  ourselves 
of  the  angelic  qualities  of  our  mistress.  In  a  word,  we  have  only  to 
think  of  any  particular  perfection  in  order  to  find  it  realized  (to  our 
imagination)  in  the  person  that  we  love." 

Ttiis  phenomenon  the  author  calls  crystallization ;  and  he  has  with 
great  propriety  taken  an  early  opportunity  of  disclosing  its  significa- 
tion, else  we  should  have  been  grievously  puzzled  with  many  passages 
that  ensue  in  the  course  of  his  work, — as  "  a  girl  of  eighteen  has  not 
a  sufficient  supply  of  crystallization  at  her  command.'' — "  Hatred  has 
also  its  cr}'staliization."  "  The  most  affiicling  moment  for  early  l6ve 
is,  when  it  discovers  that  it  has  made  a  false  reasoning,  and  that  it  must 
upset  at  once  a  whole  paijfuU  of  crystallization?^  But  to  return  to  the 
epochs  in  the  progress  of  the  passion. 

6-  "  Le  doute  nait."  In  this  stage,  the  lo?er,  by  virtue  of  the  first 
crystallization  (No.  5.),  has  satisfactorily  assured  himself  of  the  perw 
fection  of  his  mistress  ;  but  he  has  many  doubts  whether  the  crystal- 
lization has  been  equally  active  on  h?r  side.  "  He  takes  a  severe 
vietv  of  the  grounds  of  hope  on  which  he  had  rested.  The  apprehen- 
sion of  a  dreadful  calamity  seizes  him  ;  and  along  with  it  the  most  pro- 
found attention."  From  this  torturing  predicament  of  the  heart  he  is 
released  by 

7.  "  Seconde  cristallisation;" — "the  diamonds  produced  by  which 
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are  so  many  confirmations  of  the  idea,  ^  she  iovea  me.^  '^  To  this  con- 
clusion, aflter  a  good  deal  of  tossing  to  and  fro  (an  milieu  des  altenia- 
tives  dechirantes  et  delicieuses),  the  lover  comes  at  last ;  and  as  a  con- 
sciousness, that  his  love  is  returned  is  far  more  grateful  to  his  feelings 
than  a  mere  persuasion  that  hU  mistress  is  perfect,  M.  B.veiy  justly 
assigns  a  considerable  superiority  to  the  second  crystallization.  In 
this,  the  last  stage,  ^^  the  mind  of  the  lover  incessantly  passes  and  re- 
passes between  these  three  ideas  : — 1st.  My  mistress  has  every  perfect 
tion  under  the  sun. — 2d.  She  is  in  love  with  me. — 3d.  What  must  I  do 
in  order  to  obtain  a  signal  proof  of  her  affection  V^ 

Having  gone  through  the  seven  epochs  of  love,  the  author  sums  up 
with  the  following  table  of  their  respective  durations : 

*^  There  may  be  the  interval  of  a  year  between  No.  1  and  No.  2. 

'^  A  month  between  No.  2  and  No.  3. 

^^  The  twinkling  of  an  eye  (un  clin  d^oeil)  between  No.  3  and  Na  4. 

^^  No  interval  between  No.  4  and  No.  5. 

^^  A  few  days,  more  or  less,  according  to  the  temperament,  habits, 
and  force  of  character  of  the  party,  between  No.  5  and  No.  6. 

"  Not  a  moment's  interval  between  No.  6  and  No.  7." 

We  have  not  been  sufficiently  in  the  habit  of  splitting  sighs  to  pro- 
nounce upon  the  philosophical  merits  of  this  summary :  we  would  mere- 
ly (in  reference  to  Nos.  4  and  5,  and  Nos.  6  and  7)  suggest  to  M.  6., 
unless  the  objection  should  in  any  way  interfere  with  his  system,  that, 
in  questions  of  duration,  any  two  given  points  of  time,  between  which 
there  is  no  interval,  have  been  generally  held  to  be  simultaneous,  or, 
in  other  words,  mathematically  one  and  the  same. 

The  above  condensed  sketch  contains  the  general  results  of  the  au- 
thor's meditations  upon  the  metaphysics  of  the  heart  The  rest  of 
his  work  is  occupied  by  deductions  from  these  primary  priociplea,  and 
by  illustrations  drawn  from  his  own  experience  or  from  books.  Nei- 
ther are  very  methodically  arranged  :  we  shall,  therefore,  be  excused 
if  we  extract,  rather  at  random,  a  few  of  the  passages  that  strike  us. 
Among  his  practical  observations  we  find  the  following : — 

"  In  love  nothing  is  more  surprising  than  the  first  movement  (U  prt- 
mier  pas)  and  the  extraordinary  revolution  of  feeling  that  it  occasions. 
No  scene  is  more  calculated  to  produce  this  than  a  ball-room.  A  rapid 
waltz,  in  a  brilliantly-lighted  saloon,  fills  the  young  heart  with  an  in- 
toxication before  which  timidity  vanishes,  and  by  thus  augmenting  the 
consciousness  of  its  powers,  inspires  it  at  last  with  the  course  to  fail 
in  love  {raudace  (Taimery  For  the  sight  of  a  lovely  object  is  not  in 
itself  enough.  On  the  contrary,  extreme  loveliness  discourages  persons 
of  any  sensibility.  The  object  must  be  seen,  if  not  manifestii^  a  pre- 
ference for  us,  at  least  divested  of  its  majesty.  No  one  thinks  of  fall- 
ing in  love  with  a  queen,  unless  she  makes  the  first  advances.  Nothing 
is,  tlicrefore^  more  favourable  to  the  birth  of  love  than  a  mixture  of 
dull  retirement,  and  occasional  balls,  with  long  intervals  of  expectation 
between  them.  Prudent  mothers,  who  have  daughters  on  their  hands, 
know  this,  and  act  accordingly.^'  And  we  shall  add,  in  confirmation 
of  our  author's  conclusions,  that,  in  this  country,  prudent  fathers  know 
it  too.  John  Bull  never  heard  of  crystallization ;  but  his  rough  instincts 
revealed  to  him  a  secret,  which  a  French  philosopher  has  elaborated  by 
dint  of  logic.     From  the  beginning,  he  set  his  face  against  the  German 


Of  Lent.  427 

walt2.  No  wheedling  or  pouting  could  bring  him  to  endure  it.  It  is 
even  against  liis  better  judgment  that  he  ever  trusts  one  of  his  young 
and  handsome  daughters  as  far  as  ^^  down  the  middle  and  back  again.'' 
He  had  and  has  his  reasons ;  and  if  he  had  equally  his  way  Tbot  one  at 
last  gets  tired  of  being  always  in  the  right),  not  a  foot  woula  he  allow 
them  to  set  in  one  of  those  hotbeds  of  tenderness,  a  brilliant  ball-room. 

^  No  quality  is  so  likely  to  win  a  woman,  whose  heart  is  truly  fe- 
minine, as  force  of  character.  Hence  the  success  of  young  officers  of 
a  remarkably  grave  deportment.  Females  even  of  the  first  order  of 
mind  are  sometimes  duped  by  the  affectation  of  this  quality ;"  and 
M.  B.  lays  it  down  as  a  general  rule,  '^  that  a  little  charlatanerie  in  this 
respect  may  be  fearlessly  employed,  provided  it  appears  that  the  crys- 
tallization (on  the  lady's  side)  has  actually  commenced."  In  another 
passage  he  even  hints  that  downright  efifrontery  seldom  fails,  '^  either 
because  it  pleases  in  itself,  or  is  mistaken  for  force  of  character.'' 

Although  the  author's  main  object  has  been  rigorously  to  lay  down 
the  law  of  ^*  billing  and  cooing,"  he  still  contrives  to  bring  in  {drpropos 
de  Vamour)  many  curious  facts  and  opinions.  Thus  we  have,  important 
to  female  writers,  ^^  I  would  say  that  a  woman  ought  never  to  write  any 
works  except  (like  Madame  de  Stael  Delaunay)  such  as  are  not  to  ap- 
pear till  after  her  death.  If  a  female  under  fiAy  determines  upon 
printing,  she  commits  her  happiness  to  the  most  terrible  of  lotteries. 
The  immediate  effect  is,  that  if  she  has  the  good  luck  to  have  a  lover, 
she  is  sure  to  lose  him  on  the  day  of  publication."  The  following  has 
more  subtilty,  if  not  more  truth  :  it  is  characteristically  introduced 
as  the  last  of  the  nine  peculiarities  which  the  author  thinks  he  can, 
*^  avec  su  yeux  d'homnu^'*^  distinguish  in  the  female  attribute  of  mo- 
desty. Auer  stating  (sixthly)  as  the  great  inconvenience  of  this  qua- 
lity, tliat  it  incessantly  produces  dissimulation,  he  says, — *'^  9^.  Ce  qui 
fait  que  les  femmes,  quand  elles  se  font  anteurs^  atteignent  bien  rare- 
meat  an  sublime,  ce  qui  donne  de  la  grice  a  leurs  moindres  billets, 
c'est  que  jamais  elles  n'osent  pas^tre  franches  qu'a  demi — §tre  franche 
serait  pour  elles  comme  sortir  sans  fichu.  Rien  de  plus  frequent  poor 
an  homme  que  d'ecrire  absolument  sous  la  dictee  de  son  imagination, 
et  sans  savoir  ou  il  va."* 

M.  Beyle  seems  familiar  with  our  langiaage,  and  manifests  a  very 
tolerant  feeling  towards  it.  The  (evr  mottos  he  employs  are  taken 
from  the  Scotch  novels,  and  at  times  he  does  not  disdain  to  embody  an 
English  phrase  in  his  text.  Now  and  then,  however,  as  it  strikes  us, 
the  stranger  makes  rather  a  whimsical  appearance,  as  in  this  instance — 
^^  II  y  a  Senx  malheurs  au  monde  ;  celui  de  la  passion  contrariee,  et 
celnld^"^  dead  blank: '^ 

Jealousy,  of  course,  has  not  been  lefl  out.  It  is  spoken  of  here,  and 
we  can  well  believe  it,  as  the  most  terrible  of  evils;  and  hints  for  its 
cure  are  suggested.    The  remedies  proposed  are  principally  three. 


*  ^^  The  reason  why  women,  when  they  become  anthora,  ao  leldom  reach  the 
sublime,  and  that  which  gives  so  much  grace  to  every  trivial  note*they  write,  is, 
that  they  never  venture  to  express  more  than  half  what  they  feel, — to  speak  out 
without  reserve  would  seem  to  them  like  appearing  in  public  without  a  coveriog 
on  their  necks  :  whereas  nothing  is  more  common  than  for  a  man  to  surrender 
Kin' self  entirely  to  the  guidance  of  his  imagination,  without  knowing  where  it  is  to 
!'jad  him." 
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First,  with  regard  to  your  rival — You  have  only  one  sidterDatiTe :  yon 
must  either  affect  to  treat  the  whole  matter  as  a  jest,  or  make  him 
tremhle  for  his  life.    If  you  can  do  both  at  a  breath,  so  much  the 
better ;  and  for  this  purpose,  we  have  not  only  general  instmctioos, 
but  a  formal  precedent  of  the  language  to  be  employed  ia  such  aa 
emergency.    ^^  You  aie  to  conceal  your  attachment,  and,  under  (he 
pretext  of  vanity,  and  as  if  confiding  to  him  a  great  secret,  you  are, 
with  all  possible  politeness,  and  with  an  air  of  perfect  iodifiereDce  and 
simplicity  to  address  him  thus : — ^  Sir,  I  know  not  how  it  has  come  to 
pass  that  the  world  should  have  taken  it  into  its  head  to  connect  the 
name  of  that  little  gipsy,  So  and  So,  with  mine :  they  have  been  even 
pleased  to  imagine  that  I  am  desperately  in  love  with  her.     Now,  if 
you  have  any  thoughts  that  way,  I  should  really  give  her  up  to  yoa 
.  with  all  my  heart,  were  it  not  that  such  a  proceeding  on  my  part  would 
unfortunately  expose  me  to  be  laughed  at.     In  six  months'  time,  how- 
ever, she  is  perfectly  at  your  service ;  but  just  at  present,  the  poiot  o( 
honour,  which  some  how  or  other  is  attached  to  these  things,  obliges 
me  to  tell  you  (I  do  so  with  infinite  regret)  that  if,  par  hazard^  joa 
have  not  the  justice  to  wait  till  your  turn  comes,  one  or  other  of  us 
must  to  a  certainty  blow  out  the  other's  brains.' "    Mr.  Beyle  relies  a 
good  deal  upon  the  effect  of  such  a  declaration.    The  only  objection 
we  see  to  it  is,  that  the  rival  as  well  as  the  lover  may  happen  to  hare 
read  the  treatise  ^^  De  PAmour,"  and  may  unexpectedly  feel  disposed, 
with  responsive  politeness  and  simplicity,  to  take  him  at  his  word.     ' 

Secondly,  reading  Othello  is  recommended  to  the  jealous,  and  par- 
ticularly the  passage — 

^^  Triflea  light  ai  air,^^  &c. 

Thirdly,  a  sea^vlew.  ^^  J'ai  eprouve  que  la  vue  d'une  belle  mer 
est  consolante." 

In  the  second  volume  the  author  takes  a  rapid  sketch  of  the  various 
pations  of  the  earth  ^^  par  rapport  a  Pamour."  He  kite  the  Ei^Ush 
Jiard :  he  does  so,  he  assures  us,  with  pain,  and  even  tears  in  his  eyes ; 
for  on  the  whole  he  likes  us,  and  Shakspeare  is  one  of  his  favourite 
writers — ^but  nations  as  well  as  individuals  most  be  told  of  their  faults. 
Some  of  his  strictures  upon  what  he  saw  here  are  amusing.  Speaking 
of  our  domestic  habits,  he  says, — ^^  In  England,  the  rich,  di^usted 
with  their  homes,  and  pretending  that  exercise  is  necessary,  contrive 
every  day  to  walk  over  the  space  of  twelve  or  fifteen  miles,  as  if  man 
was  created  for  the  sole  purpose  of  trotting  about  the  world.  The 
consequence  is,  that  the  nervous  fluid  which  should  have  gone  to  re- 
fresh the  heart,  drips  down  and  is  dissipated  through  the  legs ;  and 
yet  after  this  they  have  the  impertinence  to  talk  of  female  delicacy, 
and  to  sneer  at  the  manners  of  Italy  and  Spain."  In  Italy  it  is  quite 
the  reverse  ; — a  young  Italian  takes  care  not  to  trudge  down  his  sensi- 
bility, and  ^^  as  to  the  women,  one  of  your  English  misses  will  get 
over  more  ground  in  a  week,  than  a  Roman  lady  in  a  year."  The 
author,  however,  has  elsewhere  spoken  more  favourably  of  our  coun- 
trywomen ;  and,  in  justice  to  them  and  to  him,  we  cannot  omit  the 
passage.  Towards  the  close  of  his  work  we  find  the  following  memo- 
randum : — "London,  Aug.  1817. — I  have  never  in  my  life  been  so 
struck  and  intimidated  by  the  presence  of  beauty  as  I  was  this  evening 
at  Madame  Pasta's  concert.    She  was  surrounded  by  three  rows  of 
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such  loirely  giris-^their  beauty  was  altogether  so  pare  and  heavenly, 
that  I  in?oluotarily  sank  my  eyea  in  reverence,  instead  of  raising  them 
to  admire  and  feast  upon  their  charms — ^such  a  tiling  never  happened 
to  me  before,  not  even  in  my  dear  Italy .^^  We  have  inserted  the  date, 
as  some  of  our  fair  readers  may  have  been  in  the  group,  and  may  have 
no  objection  to  be  thus  reminded  of  it. 

His  censures  are  equally  severe  upon  our  literature.  He  hints  that 
one  of  our  liberal  Reviews  is  paid  by  the  Bishops  to  abuse  M.  Chenier 
— ^and  (a  still  more  comprehensive  charge)  he  asserts,  not  even  except- 
ing ui,  whom  he  reads  and  quotes,  that  '^  such  has  been  the  blighting 
influence  of  univeibal  cant,  that  it  has  now  become  impossible  (Aorret- 
eimut  referenies)  to  write  a  lively  page  in  English  !  f'  Shade  of  Jona- 
than Kentucky  !  Ghost  of  the  Ghost  of  Grimm  !  (thou  art,  indeed, 
doubly  dead  if  such  an  imputation  doth  not  rouse  thee  from  the  tomb,) 
— sole  patentee  for  genuine  '^  Peter  Pindarics  !'^  and  thou,  his  kindred 
spirit,  from  whose  lips  not  milk  and  water,  but  '^  Milk  and  Honey ,'^ 
periodically  flows — we  call  upon  you  to  come  forward  and  repel — but 
our  personal  feelings  overwhelm  us,  and  we  must  drop  the  subject. 

From  the  foregoing  extracts  it  has  been  seen  that  there  is  a  good 
deal  of  hizarrtrU^  both  of  style  and  opinion,  in  this  production  ;  but 
}n  justice  to  the  author  we  must  state,  that  there  are  numerous  redeem* 
ing  excellencies,  and  that  our  general  Impression,  when  we  closed  the 
book,  was  one  of  considerable  respect  for  his  talents  ;  mingled,  how* 
ever,  with  surprise  and  regret  at  seeing  them  so  provokingly  occupied. 
His  thoughts  upon  female  education,  to  which  he  has  devoted  three  or 
four  long  chapters,  are  liberal  and  wise  :  his  sketches  of  society  in  the 
countries  he  visited  (excepting  England,  which  he  manifestly  does  not 
comprehend)  are  spirited  and  original ;  and  throughout,  amidst  ail  his 
waywardness  of  speculation,  our  inclination  to  smile  has  been  incessantly 
checked  by  some  new  and  delicate  observation,  delicately  expressed  ; 
or  by  some  burst  of  vigour,  which  proved  to  us  that  the  writer  had  beea 
trifling  with  his  powers  and  acquirements.  The  following,  for  instance, 
(and  almost  every  page  would  supply  others  quite  as  good)  is  worthy 
of  Rochefoucault ; — we  must  give  it  in  his  own  words — ^^  Des  regards : 
c'est  la  grande  arme  de  la  coquetterie  vertueuse.  On  pent  tout  dire 
avec  un  regard,  et  cependant  on  peut  toujours  nier  un  regard,  car  tine 
peui  pas  tire  repHe  textuelUment.^^*  We  give  another  in  a  diflierent  style, 
^^  N^ai-je  pas  vu  des  femmes  de  la  Cour  de  Saint  Cloud  soutenir  que 
Napoleon  avait  un  caractere  sec  et  prosaique  t  Lc  grand  homme  est 
comme  Talglc,  plus  il  s^eleve,  moins  il  est  visible,  et  U  eit  puni  de  sa 
grandeur  par  la  solitude  de  Tatne.'^t  This  is  not  the  only  occasion  upon 
which  the  author  has  ventured  upon  a  compliment  to  his  old  master. 
His  fidelity  and  courage  do  him  honour,  for  he  is  not  blind  to  Napo- 
leon^s  failinffs,  and  he  knows  the  hazard,  at  the  present  day,  of  not  ca- 
lumniating fallen  greatness. 

•  "  Glances. — ^This  is  the  great  weapon  of  virtuous  coquettes. — One  can  say 
every  thing  by  a  glance,  and  yet  one  can  always  deny  the  meaning  of  a  glance, 
lor  it  is  impossible  to  report  it  literally." 

t  ^^  Have  I  not  heard  the  ladies  that  frequented  the  Court  of  St.  Cloud  insist 
that  Napoleon^s  temperament  was  dry  and  unpoetical  ?  A  great  man  is  like  the 
ea^le — ^the  higher  he  soars,  the  less  he  is  discernible ;  and,  in  the  end,  he  is 
punished  for  his  greatness,  by  the  mental  solitude  in  which  he  finds  himself." 
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M.  Beyle  faaft  spriDkled  his  work  with  many  oriiilnal  aneedotea.    In 
the  chapter  on  <^  Female  Pdde,^'  he  allodes  to  the  fate  of  Pla,  whoae 
hashand,  Nello  della  Pietra,  in  a  fit  of  jealoosy^  carried  her  off  to  a 
solitary  mansion  in  the  marshes  ofVolterre)  where,  as  he  anticipated,  she 
quickly  sunk  heneath  the  effects  of  the  mal-aiia.*  ^  It  happened  once  to 
me  in  Piedmont,^'  says  M.  B.,  *^  to  he  the  inToluntary  witness  of  a  yeij 
similar  circumstance,  though,  at  the  time,  I  was  unacquainted  with  (he 
details.    I  was  detached  with  a  party  of  dragoons  into  the  woods  that 
skirt  the  vale  of  Sesia,  to  prevent  the  smuggling  that  went  on  there. 
Upon  arriving  at  night  in  that  wild  and  desolate  tract,  1  perceived 
among  the  trees  the  rains  of  an  old  chateau,  which  I  entered.    To  my 
great  surprise,  it  was  inhabited.    I  found  within  it  a  nobleman  of  the 
country.     He  was  a  person  of  an  inauspicious  appearance,  al>ouC  six 
feet  high,  and  forty  years  of  age.     He  gruffly  supplied  me  with  a  couple 
of  rooms.    My  billeting-officer  and  I  amused  ourselves  there  with 
music.    After  a  {^^  days  we  discovered  that  this  man  had  a  female  in 
his  custody,  whom  we  laughingly  called  Camilla.    We  were  far  from 
suspecting  the  horrid  truth.    In  about  six  weeks  she  died.    I  felt  an 
impulse  of  melancholy  curiosity  to  see  her  in  her  coffin.     I  gaye  a  gra- 
tuity to  the  monk  that  had  charge  of  her  remains ;  and  towards  midn^ht, 
under  the  pretext  of  sprinkling  holy  water,  he  introduced  me  into  the 
chapel  where  she  lay.    I  found  there  one  of  those  magnificent  figures 
which  continue  beautiful  even  in  the  bosom  of  death.    She  had  a  large 
aquiline  nose,  whose  contour,  so  expressive  at  once  of  elevation  and 
tenderness,  I  never  can  forget ; — I  quitted  the  mournful  spot.     Five 
years  after,  being  with  a  detachment  of  my  regiment  that  escorted  the 
Emperor  when  he  went  to  be  crowned  King  of  Italy,  I  contiired  to 
learn  the  whole  story.    I  was  told  that  the  jealous  husband,  Count  ^^\ 
had  found  attached  to  his  wife^s  bed  an  English  watch,  the  property  of 
a  young  man  of  the  little  town  in  wldch  they  resided.    On  that  very 
day,  he  carried  her  off  to  the   ruined  chateau,  in  the  midst  of  the 
woods  of  Sesia.    like  Nello  della  Pietra,  he  uttered  not  a  syllable.    In 
answer  to  all  her  entreaties  he  coldly  and  silently  shewed  her  the 
English  watch,  which  he  always  kept  about  his  person.    He  thus  passed 
nearly  three  years  with  her.    At  length  she  died  of  a  broken  heart,  in 
the  flower  of  her  age.    The  husband  made  an  attempt  to  stab  the 
owner  of  the  watch — missed  him — fled  to  Genoa — ^threw  himself  on 
board  a  ship,  and  has  never  since  been  heard  of 

We  had  noted  down  two  or  three  other  romantic  situations  for  in- 
sertion ;  but  we  are  reminded  that  we  cannot  afford,  like  oar  more  sus- 
ceptible neighbours,  to  dwell  for  ever  upon  this  fascinating  subject. 

•  When  I>ante  meets  her,  (Parg.  Canto  v.)  she  disdains  to  complain  of  ber 
hixsband,  except  in  the  most  covert  terms.  M.  Beyle  is  Justified  in  pronoandiY 
her  words  to  be  peculiarly  touching.— 

^^  Deh  !  quando  tu  sarai  retornato  al  mondo 
•  •  •  • 

Ricordati  di  me,  che  son  la  Pia. 

Sienna  mi  f(i,  disfecemi  Maremma ; 

Salsi  colni,  che  inannellata  pria 

Disposando,  m*  area  con  la  sua  gemma.^' 
^^  Alas !  when  you  return  to  the  world,  remember  me. — ^I  am  Pia— I  receired 
my  life  at  Sienna,  and  lost  it  in  the  Marshes.     He  from  whose  hands  I  got  Ukc 
spoasal  ring,  knows  my  story. ^* 


Select  Sockiy  ;  or,  a  Week  at  Worthing*  431 

We  woald,  at  parting,  recommeDd  to  M.  Beyle  to  follow  our  exbmple.' 
He  has  talents  that  fit  him  for  higher  things  than  compiling  a  ^^  Wooing^ 
made-easy,''  lor  the  use  of  French  coteries.  He  also  evinces  a  laudahie 
desire  to  emancipate  himself  from  the  tramnTels  of  French  taste  in  mat- 
ters of  literature  and  art :  and  he  has^  to  a  considerable  extent,  suc- 
ceeded. With  such  capabilities  he  can  easily  find  subjects  more  worthy 
of  their  exercise ;  or,  if  it  must  be  ^^  Love,  still  Love,"  we  would  advise 
him  to  try  his  hand  on  a  novel.  He  has  many  of  the  requisites  for  that 
species  of  composition : — sensibility,  fancy,  observation,  with  facility, 
and  vigour  of  style  and  description.  This  is  what  he  should  have  done 
with  the  materials  of  the  present  work ;  and  if  he  would  still  be  just  to 
himself,  and  put  his  out-of-the-way  opinions  into  the  mouths  of  fictitious 
personages,  and  f^Utallize  his  axioms  into  interesting  human  beings,  and 
afTeciing  incidents  and  situations,  we  pledge  ourselves  to  him  that  we 
are  not  yet  so  far  gone  in  cant  as  not  to  relish  his  production ;  and  that, 
in  spite  of  all  the  wealth  of  the  bishops,  we  shall  record  our  approbation. 
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1822. — Seft.  2d,  Monday.^^Set  off  from   my  tea-shop  in  I'ooley* 
street,  in  Newman's  patent  safety-coach,  for  Worthing.     Stept  in  over 
the  front  wheel.      Stopt  at  Elephant  and  Castle.    .  Brew  up  cheek  by 
jowl  with  Tom  Turpentine,  who  was  outside  the  Brighton  Comet. 
Asked  me  why  I  went  to  Worthing :  told  him  how  select  the  society 
was.     Tom  grinned,  and  betted  me  a  bottle  that  I  should  be  at  Brigh- 
ton before  seven  days  were  over  my  head.    Bought  three  pears  at 
Dorking  :  offered  one  to  gentleman  in  front,  which  he  declined,  and 
took  a  paper  of  sandwiches  from  his  pocket :  never  offered  me  one, 
^hich  I  thought  rude.    Arrived  at  Worthing  at  half-past  four.    Head 
dizzy  with  the  rattling*  of  coach-steps.     Steyne  Hotel :  ordered  a  veal 
cutlet  at  five,  and  walked  out  to  view  the  ocean.    Never  saw  it  before, 
and   never  more   disappointed.      Expected   waves  mountains   high, 
shrieking  mariners,  swamped  long-boat,  ^^  and  all  that  sort  of  thing." 
Smooth  as  West-India  docks.    Walked  up  to  Wick's  warm  baths,  upon 
the  Pebbles, — ^natives  called  it  the  Shingle.     Picked  up  a  stone  with  a 
hole  through  it,  and  put  it  in  my  pocket  for  Jack.    Opened  window  of 
coffse-room  to  get  health  enough  for  my  money.    Play-bill — "  Cure  for 
the  Heart-ache'' — performance  to  begin  at  seven.    Looked  at  my  watcb, 
nn<]  wondered  to  find  it  only  six.     Took  a  stroll  five  times  up  and 
down  Anne-street  to  pass  the  time.      Saw  two  ladies  alight  from  a 
coach  that  had  no  legs.    Asked  the  driver  (I  should  say  the  dragger) 
what  it  meant  ?    Told  me  it  was  a  fly.     l/ooked  more  like  a  tortoise. 
Tall  manager  played  Young  Rapid.     Man  next  to  me  said  his  name 
was   Quinbus  Flestrln — an  odd  name ;  probably  German.     Duke  of 
Dack-water  in  stage  box ;  never  noticed  me  :  probably  owing  to  trel- 
li«^work.    Vlning  in  Frank  Oatland ; — plays  nothing  but  Mercury  at 
X>rury  Lane.     What  can  EUiston  mean  ? 

Tuesday. — Prawns  for  breakfast :  like  shrimps  better.  Looked 
t  h  rough  a  telescope.  Bathing-machines  marked  "  for  gentlemen  only." 
Oil  painting  in  coffee-room :  woman  riding  on  dolphin's  back,  without 
a  rag  of  covering,  and  black-bearded  man  floundering  and  blowing 
a   trumpet  beside   her.      Asked   waiter  if  that  was  a  picture   of  a 


432  Sdect  Societt/ ;  or^  a  fVedc  at  fVariking. 

Worthing  bath  ?  Answered,  "  Yes,  sir ;"  and  ran  out  of  the  room  with 
half  a  pigeoQ-pie.  Mem. :  Machines  ^'  for  gentlemen  onlj,^  and  1a£es 
obliged  to  do  without  Bathing  at  Worthington  not  so  select  as  societj. 
Walked  to  Stafford's  library ;  paid  seven  and  sixpence,  and  put  down 
my  name  in  a  book.  Looked  over  list  of  visitors :  Earl  of  Elderbary ; 
Lady  Seraphina  Surf;  General  Culverin  ;  Lord  and  Lady  Longshore  ; 
and  Sir  Bamaby  Billow.  Robbed  my  hands,  and  thought  we  should 
make  a  nice  snug  party.  Took  up  a  tee-to-tom  :  counted  seven  child- 
ren's whips,  eight  paper  mills,  six  rocking-horses,  and  nineteen  whis- 
tles ; — odd  library  furniture.  Perused  a  paper  on  a  side  table ;  sub- 
scription for  widow  of  a  drowned  waiter :  laid  it  down  softly,  and 
thanked  gentleman  in  green  spectacles  for  that  newspaper,  when  it 
was  out  of  hand.  Dined  upon  fried  soles, — tasted  too  much  of  the  sea. 
Walked  out  to  view  the  town ;  every  sliopkeeper  named  either  Wicks 
or  Stubbs.  Asked  man  in  green  spectacles  the  reason :  told  me  it  was 
owing  to  the  north-east  wind.  Wondered  how  that  could  cause  It ; 
but  thought  it  best  to  say  no  more  about  it.  Library  in  the  evening : 
dull  and  cold :  girl  in  pink  played  ^^  We  Ve  a'  Noddin,''  and  sure  enough 
we  all  were. 

Wednesday. — Heard  a  nurse-maid,  under  coffee-room  window,  say 
the  tide  was  coming  in.  Despatched  breakfast  in  haste,  fearii^  I 
should  be  too  late.  Ran  down  to  the  beach.  Stood  upon  a  lai^e  flat 
stone,  like  the  king  in  Jack's  History  of  England.  Little  thought  there 
was  any  danger,  till  a  wave  rose  above  my  shoes.  Doctor  Dragons- 
blood  told  me  not  to  mind,  for  sea-water  never  gave  cold :  could  not 
answer  him  for  coughing  and  sneezing.  Asked  library-man  what  were 
his  lions  ?  Told  me  the  Miller's  Tomb.  Almost  brought  myself  to  the 
resolution  of  getting  into  a  machine.  Heart  failed  me :  sneaked  into 
warm  bath  :  swallowed  a  mouthful  of  warm  water,  and  went  back  to 
hotel  sick  as  a  dog.  Hired  a  donkey-chaise,  and  went  to  Miller's 
Tomb.  No  great  things.  There  are  three  miller's  tombs  in  St 
George's  church-yard,  Southwark.  Dined  upon  veal-pie.  Sir  Bania- 
by  Billow  came  into  the  room  to  look  at  a  map  of  the  county.  Told 
him  it  was  a  fine  day ;  to  which  he  answered  ^^  Very  :"  pulled  the 
bell,  and  walked  out  of  the  room.  Wondered  when  1  should  be  one 
of  the  select  society ;  and  said  to  myself  ^^  Phoo  !  he  is  only  a  baron- 
et !"  Telescope  again  :  cast  a  longing  look  towards  Brighton :  weather 
hazy  :  saw  nothing  but  nothing.  Play — '^^  Honey  Moon.*"  Miss  Dance^ 
Juliana,  for  that  night  only,  from  Brighton.  Too  lady-like ;  looked 
above  her  business,  like  Tom  Treacle  my  dandy  shopman.  Walked 
to  beach,  and  stood  half  an  hour  to  see  a  lighter  discharge  coals  by 
candle-light ;  smacked  my  lips  and  felt  as  if  1  had  been  eating  salt 
Went  to  bed,  and  dreamt  of  Miss  Dance. 

Thursday, — Swore  an  oath  that  I  vaould  go  into  the  sea,  and  got 
into  a  machine  to  avoid  being  indicted  for  perjury.  Began  to  undress, 
and  in  one  minute  machine  began  to  move ;  wondered  where  I  was 
going.  Fancied  it  at  least  half  a  mile.  Was  upon  the  point  of  calling 
out  for  help,  when  the  driver  turned  about  Stood  trembling  oa 
the  brink,  and  at  last  jumped  in  :  just  time  enough  to  be  too  late.  Hit 
my  elbow  against  the  steps,  and  lost  a  ribbed  cotton  stocking.  Felt 
quite  in  a  glow,  and  went  home  in  high  spirits  to  get  another  stocking. 
Elbow  painful.    Little  finger  asleep.     Donkey-cart  again.     Changton- 
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bury  Ring.  DFiversaid,  finest  prospect  in  all  the  world.  Asked  him 
hoir  moch  of  the  v^orld  he  had* seen?  Answered^  ^^  Lancing,  Shore- 
ham^  and  Broadwater  Green."  Donkey  jibbed  at  foot  of  hill.  Got 
out  and  draped  him  up  by  left  ear.  Hne  exercise  for  a  valetudina- 
rian. Let  h&  ear  go,  and  found  that  it  did  not  move  with  the  other. 
Afraid  I  had  dislocated  the  organ.  Paid  driver  three  and  sixpence, 
and  said  nothing  about  it.  Dined  upon  cold  beef.  Appetite  on  the 
decline.  Mem.  Notliing-tb-do  a  very  troublesome  business.  Library. 
Girl  with  the  harp  :  all  nodding  again.  Opened  ^^  The  Fortunes  of 
Nigel,"  and  found'  my  n^>se  flat  upon  the  third  page,  before  I  knew 
where  I  was. 

Friday^ — ^Low  water-^All  the  world  promenading  on  the  sands. 
Lady  Seraphina  and  the  General  on  horseback.  Patted  her  ladyship's 
poodle-ddg,  and  cried  "What a  beauty  !"  Lady  and  General  off  in  a 
canter,  mid  poodle  A)llowed;  barking.  Thought  select  society  rather 
rade,  and  begfaA  to  doubt  whether  a  touch  of  vulgarity  would  not  make 
It  more  polite.  Stood  still  and  beat  deviPs  tattoo.  Sand  dry  as  a 
bone ;  began  to  be  as  dabby  as  a  batter-pudding.  Remembered  having 
heard  talk  of  quiok-sands^  and  shifted  my  quartera.  Made  for  the 
shore,*  and  found  myself  surrounded  by  water.  Saw  a  boy  making  a 
bridge  of  stones  ;  passed  ov^r,  and  gtive  him  a  penny.  Lad  grumbled : 
told  him  f  paid  no  more  to  cro69  Waterloo  Bridge,  which  cost  a  matter 
of  a  million  of  money.  Looked  at  my  watch,  and  wondered  it  was 
only  twelve.  Strolled  ilp  Steyne-row  into  the  town.  Stopped  at  the 
corner  of  Warwick-street,  and  looked  into  grocer's  shop.  Had'  half  a 
Hilnd  to  borrow  a  white  apron,  and  offer  to  serve  behind  the  counter 
to  keep'  my  hand  in  :  just  as  Jack  learns  a  bit  of  Ovid  dbring  the 
Christmas  holidays.  Recollected  I  was  a  gentleman,^  and  sighed. 
Took  a  walk  on  the  Lancing  road*  Met  some  gipsies,  who  told  my 
fortune.  Said  1  should  be  in  a  great  place  shortly.  Told  them  I 
hoped  I  should,  and' that  I  was  a  fool  for  ever  quitting  it.  Play  again. 
A  bespeak.  Lady  Longshore's  name  at  the  top  of  the  bills  as  big  as 
Bishin  the  lottery  season.  Went,  out  of  compUment  to  her  ladyship, 
who  never  onco  ask^d  me  how  I  did.  Select  society  beginning  to  be 
at  a  discount. 

Saturday. — ^Market-day.— Spent  two  hours  in  seeing  the  women 
spread  their  crockery  upon  the  pavement  Bought  a  bunch  of  grapes, 
and  stood  under  the  portico  of  the  theatre,  spitting  the  skins  into  the 
kennel.  Saw  the  Earl  of  Elderbury  and  SirBamaby  Billow  in  a  ba- 
rouche. Lady  Seraphina  again  on  horseback.  Overheard  them  talk 
of  goin^  to  Caesar's  camp.  Determined  to  go  myself:  thought  I 
might  know  some  of  the  officers  :  remembered  speaking  to  Lord 
Baobury  when  I  was  a  corporal  in  Colonel  Birch's  first  Loyal  London. 
Sang  ^^  the  Soldier  tired"  to  myself,  but  stopt  when  I  came  to  the 
quavers.  Went  to  hire  a  donkey-cart.  Fought  shy  of  the  donkey 
with  the  loose  ear,  and  sidled  off  to  the  other  stand  opposite  Wicks's 
warm  baths.  Hired  a  poney-chaise,  quite  genteel,  and  trotted  to  the 
camp.  Wondered  that  I  heard  no  drums  and  fifes.  Passed  the  ditch, 
and  found  it  a  complete  hoax:  nothing  but  ihounds  of  earth  and 
thistles  :  General  Caesar  decamped  ;  and  I  dare  say  in  debt  to  half  the 
town.  Went  up  to  my  bed-room,  and  counted  my  clean  linen  nine 
times  over :  strange  laundresses  require  looking  aAer.  ^^  Romeo  and 
Vol.  IV.  No.  23.-18^.  K  3 
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Juliet :''  did  not  like  the  notion  of  «^a  Tragedy  in  Warm  Weatker.^* 
Began  to  reckon  how  soon  I  should  win  my  bottle  of  Tom  TorpentiDei 
and  hoped  I  should  not  die  before  it  became  due,  like  the  starved  man 
who  translated  the  Bible.  Yawned  five  times,  and  fell  asleep.  Awaken- 
ed by  waiter  with  candles.  Read  the  Brighton  Herald  quite  throogb, 
including  all  its  fashionable  arrivals  from  DukeVplace  and  Capel- 
court.  Wished  myself  there,  and  thought  Tom  Turpentine  no  such 
fool.  Pored  over  map  of  Sussex.  Counted  the  knobs  on  the  fender. 
Read  half  through  the  Army-list  on  the  mantelpiece,  tlinist  my  feet 
into  a  pair  of  stippers  witimut  heels,  and  went  to  bed. 

Sunday. — ^Chapel  of  Ease.  Sermon  for  benefit  of  two  free  schook 
Plates  held  by  Lady  Seraphina  and  Earl  of  Elderbuiy.  Happened  to 
go  out  at  Lady  Seraphina^s  door.  Meant  to  give  only  a  shilUii^  ;  hot, 
plate  being  held  by  a  dame  of  quality,  could  not  give  less  tlian  lialf-a- 
crown.  Never  so  much  as  said  ^^Thank-ye."  Select  Society  quite  oat 
of  my  books.  Could  not  fiice  the  town  knowing  that  biUiard-ioom 
and  library  were  closed.  Strolled  as  lar  as  Broadwater-commoo. 
Aided  by  a  crooked  stick,  amused  myself  with  picking  blackberries. 
Broke  off  a  fine  branch  laden  with  fruit,  which  fell  on  the  other  ude 
of  the  ditch.  Went  round  two  fields  to  get  at  it  When  I  arrived, 
found  that  I  had  lei)  my  crooked  stick  on  the  other  side.  Went  back 
to  fetch  it  After  great  difficulty  got  hold  of  the  branch.  Quite, re- 
freshing to  have  something  to  do.  Bore  home  my  prize  in  triumph, 
and  gave  it  to  a  child  at  the  comer  of  South-street  Walked  upon  the 
beach  ;  threw  a  large  stone  six  feet  ofi^  and  pitched  ninety-nine  little 
stones  to  try  to  hit  it  Yawned  heavily.  Mouth  so  habitually  open, 
began  to  fear  it  would  never  shut,  and  quite  pleased  at  five  to  find  that 
it  would  chew  again.    Evenii^  pretty  much  like  the  last 

Monday. — Remounted  Newman^s  patent  safety.  Never  so  happy  as 
when  I  again  crossed  its  front  wheel.  Seriously  ill  at  starting,  but 
better  as  I  approached  wholesome  London  air.  Snified  the  breezes  of 
Bermondsey  with  peculiar  satisfaction,  and  reached  Tooley-street  jost 
in  time  to  despatch  the  following  letter  to  Tom  Turpentine.  ^  Dear 
Tom^ — No  more  weeks  at  Worthing !  Select  society  is  all  very  well 
for  select  people.    Your^s  to  command,  Kit  Cannister.'^ 
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^  Were  I  in  England  now,  aa  once  I  was,  and  had  but  this  fishpainted,  not  a 
holiday  fool  there  but  would  give  a  piece  of  silver .^^ — Temput, 

Jons  Bull  is  fond  of  sights, 
And  of  a  disposition  far  too  curious  ; 

In  England  any  monster  can, 

As  Shakspeare  tells  us,  ^^  make  a  man  ;^* 
For  of  his  money  Johnny  's  not  penurious. 

In  bottle-conjurors  he  much  delights, 

Joiners  of  incompatibilities. 

And  workers  of  impossibilities — 
He  's  thus  the  dupe  of  ev'ry  ignorant^ 
And  Europe's  general  caralier  payant ; 
And  that 's  the  reason,  one  may  see  quite  clearly, 
AU  Europe  treat  him  very  cavalierly. 
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One  daj  a  fellow,  at  a  countiy  fair. 
To  make  the  people  stare, 
And  ^^  raise  the  wind,^^  gaye  out  he  M  show  the  Deril. 
^Tis  a  superstition 
Of  remote  tradition, 
That  (jfour  t^igayer)  the  prince  of  evil 

Can  ^^  raise  the  wind^'  whenever  he  please, 
And  blow  down  houses,  chnrches,  castles,  trees ; 
Hence,  when  comes  on  a  stoutish  gale. 

And  passengers  grow  very  sick, 
The  seaman,  as  he  furls  the  sail. 
Tells  70U  it's  blowmg  like  Old  Nick. 

Up  to  the  present  hour 
The  Devil  still  holds,  it  seems,  his  wonted  power  i 
For  soon  as  it  was  known  throughout  the  town. 
That  in  the  fair 
The  prince  of  air 
Meant  to  exhibit  like  tolito. 
Each  country  lassie  and  each  rustic  clown, 

Eager  to  view  the  homM  monstrosity, 
(In  Ikigland  there  's  no  San  Benito 
To  baulk  a  reasonable  curiosity,) 
Pit,  boxes,  galleries  well  crammM, 
And  close  as  figs,  or  pickled  herrings  jammed. 
Waited  ^^  to  see  what  they  should  see.'' 

The  curtain  rose,  and  big  with  expectation,   , 
These  genuine  samples  of  the  British  nation, 

Half  pleased,  half  frighted. 
And  with  their  very  fears  delighted, 

Stared  at  the  showman,  who,  they  thought, 

The  Devil  in  a  bag  had  brought. 
^*  Ladies  and  gentlemen,"  quoth  be, 
**  This  most  surprising  purse  you  see  I 

Pray  search  it  well, 

Look  in  it  carefully,  and  tell 
What  it  contains— for  that 's  the  mystery.** 

80  said,  he  flung  the  purse  upon  the  table-* 

With  much  commotion, 
And  looks  bespeaking  deep  emotion : 

Each  awed  spectator  in  his  turn. 

Touching  the  purse  as  if 'twould  bum, 

Peep'd  in  it,  thinking  to  descry 

His  most  infernal  majesty, 
With  all  his  court  and  grim  companions  table. 

But  no  such  thing. — With  looks  quite  blank 

As  expectation  sank, 
Each  disappointed  clown 
The  purse  put  down  ; 
And  as  he  pass'd  it  on,  with  much  contempt,  he 

Cried,  "  Zounds,  'tis  empty  !" 
*^  Welf,  gentlemen  and  ladies,"  then  replied 
The  showman,  as  he  glanced  from  s^de  to  side, 
And  bow'd  to  all  with  looks  more  arch  than  civil ; 
*'  I  've  done  my  task : 
For  let  me  ask, 
When  in  your  purse  you  cast  an  eye, 
And  nothing  in  its  meshei  spy— — 

Is 't  not  the  Devil  ?"  M. 
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A  Second  Letter  (rom  Mom.  le  Vicomte  de  L to  Mom»  C»  de  B        ^  at  Paris. 

From  the  French  MS. 

On  retaming  to  Loadon  a  few  clays  after  our  Jtte  ehampltrt  described 
in  my  last,  I  found  the  town  in  the  most  deplorable  state  of  desertioo. 
Pompeii  or  Herculaneum  could  hardly  present  a  more  tombre  or  lifeless 
image  of  the  grandeur  and  beauty  of  their  former  days,  than  St  Jameses  < 
street  now  offered  of  what  St.  James's-street  had  been  two  months  be- 
fore. Then  the  Very  air  breathed  of  gaiety,  bustle,  and  pleasure.  From 
three  to  six  o^clock  what  an  emporium  of  dissipation  and  fashion !  what 
strings  of  equipages !  what  crowds  of  horsemen !  what  phalanxes  and  files 
of  loungers !  what  an  animating  buEZ  on  the  pavement  fa  thousand  times 
finer  than  Delille's  buzz  of  t^  insects  in  the  sunny  fields  at  noon) — 
what  rencontres  of  friends — ^what  nodding  of  lovely  face  from  carriage 
windows, — not  a  vacant  chair  or  an  unoccupied  Morning  Past  at  a  club- 
house :  B        m  conning  over  a  flaming  speech  in  the  back-room  at 

Brooks's,  and  H s  beating  up  voters  for  the  House  amoi^  the 

country  gentlemen  {gentibhrnnmes  de  frevince)  at  Boodle's.  The  Roe 
Vivienne  is  a  mere  tnagazin  de  bat  et  de  sauHert  compared  to  St 
Jameses-street ;  and  the  Boulevards,  delightful  as  they  are,  are  too  large, 
too  rambling,  and  top  much  thronged  with  canaiUe.  ever  to  offer  thu 
delightful  concentration  of  fisishion,  rank,  taste,  nnery,  caricatures, 
and  club-houses.  A-prapoe^  Vouene  eaanz  pa$  ce  q^iie  eont  que  ces  Cluis. 
Je  tn^en  vai$  voue  dire.  A  club  is  a  grand  Aolel,  in  a  fashionable  street, 
with  a  handsome  veitUnde — un  Suisse  d  la  parte — a  lofty  saloon  qtd 
donne  on  the  street  with  a  bow-window,  from  which  loungers  exercise 
their  spy-glasses  on  passers  with  great  comfort  an^  ease.  The  walls 
hung  with  maps  on  rollers  rarely  unrolled,  en  immense  table  covered 
with  journals,  newspapers,  blue  Edenbourg  ^views,  court-guides, 
peerages,  inkstands,  and  wax-tapers.  Noblemen  and  members  at 
parliament,  with  boots  and  horsewhips,  are  lolling  over  the  chaos  of 
periodical  literature ;  and  voung  dandies,  who  have  just  escaped  the 
black-ball,  are  yawning  in  the  window—- maUiig  bets  on  the  numerical 
amount  of  the  Ministers'  majority,  or  the  favourite  horse  at  Newmarket 
— ^and  scanning  with  languid  nonchalance  the  passengers,  who  look  up  at 
this  castle  of  indolence  without  being  privileged  to  enter  its  sacred 
precincts.  In  an  adjoining  room  a  bilUard-table  helps  to  kill  the  hours 
for  i»ome  stiff-cravatted  dandies  till  dressing-time;  and  upstairs  are 
card-rooms,  with  glittering  chandeliers,  where  peers  and  squires  often 
contrive  to  lose  a  year's  rental  gt  a  sitting  at  short  whist :  all  winnings 
and  losings  being  transacted  in  the  elegant  ivory  currency  of  the  club, 
till  the  periodical  settling-day  brings  a  heavy  iiccount,  oAen  to  be  pro- 
vided for  by  a  mortgage  on  an  trislji  estate,  or  an  annuity  at  15  per 
cent,  to  a  Jew  broker.  Just  now  there  is  quite  a  nutnie  pour  lee  eluhs 
in  London ;  for  there  is  always  some  predominant  rage  here,  even  more 
than  in  Paris. — Every  party,  and  even  eYcrj  little  junta  in  politics  have 
their  head-quarters  at  one  of  these  ,estabhshment3.  B-- — ^ks's,  you 
know,  is  the  quariier-gineral  of  the  Opposition.  To  sit  and  vote  assidu- 
ously on  the  Opposition  benches,  to  attend  sjuromonses  to  divisions  in  the 

House  sent  round  by  my  Lord  D- ,  "  the  wliipper4n  of  the  pack"  (as 

a  mechant  wit  entitles  him)— to  surveilUr  the  interest  of  the  ^^  party"  in 
a  county  or  great  borough — these  are  the  only  qualifications  required 
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io  At  ^  with  B W&  eUefs  09  the  bench  of  wit.^'    Wh-* — ^b  ig  tiia 

hot4>ed  of  Tory  statefflneii,  the  focua  of  Pitt  principles — t|ie  ouraery  of 
daodyten  and  orlhodoxy  of  gli  aorts-^of  respect  for  existing  iostitutions 
and  ezieting  faskiionft-rwhere  balf-fledgod  Peers  and  epjiryo  ipembery 
here  Ihe  edF^ntage  ofstudjriag  the  best  models  ofmr^oiaf  aodsenators; 
where  Burke  and  the  ndng  Calendar  ere  studied  conjointly,  and  beard- 
less senators  jare  sworn  on  n  volun^e  of  Bubb  Dodingtoi^  (like  young 
Hannibal)  to  uphold  borough  interesi,  to  cleaye  to  Eidon  md  eschew 

H       d«— to  admire  L--^ — I  and  abiise  G ^y — to  cheer  C g  and 

cough  at  B — Hen ;  to  be  tni^  a  division  and  oiU  at  the  debate ;  and, 
abpTe  all,  to  abjure  parliamentary  reform,  retrenchment,  and  the  Z)e- 
piUi  for  Aberdeen.    Besides  these,  tbere.is  B — — le^s,  the  reodezyous  of 
foxhunters  and  country  gentlemen  (wbeVe  the  Duke  of  ]B — ^  was  un 
cei^moniously  blackballed  {rtyete)  the  other  day) — there  is  a  Lawyers 
Club,  christened  after  the  great  Ckancelier  fEtai  Verulam,  and  where 
young  cnocaU  driidc  deep,  play  high,  and  do  e?ery  thing  which  the 
great  phihiophe  nerer  did--there  is  the  Na^al  Club— the  United  Ser- 
viee  Ciub — ^the  TraTollers'  Club)  where  all  the  beaux  eipriis  who  hvLwe 
seen  the  Vatican  and  can  talk  about  Pompeii  and  Parmegiano  resort, 
9nd  where  no  one  is  eligible  until  he  can  produce  undoubted  testmoni- 
ak  of  his  baring  been  seen  at  least  170  Leagues  fro^  St*  Payls.  In  ahort^ 
no  man  can  now  show  iiis  face  in  London  society  unless  he  belongs  to 
some  one  or  more  of  these  juntas,  which  have  well  nigh  rqined,  by 
their  competition,  ali  the  ca/e#and  Teiiawateurf  of  London,  and  wMcb 
present  so  powerful  a  counter-attraction  to  the  joys  of  home  and  a 
domestic  fire-eide,  that  they  are  eyery  day  making  r^es  and  rauh  of 
tiheiolis  gargons^  young  and  old,  of  the  capital. 

Jaelas !  on  my  return  from Park,  these  rendezvons  of  ton  and  dissi- 
pation were  just  any  thing  but  what  I  have  described  them :  not  a  dandy 

at  W 6 ;  not  a  radical  at  B— — ^ks's ;  the  Avocais  were  on  the  Circuit 

(of  which  more  Umt-d-Pheure) ;  B— — s  was  full  of  paint  and  bricklayers  I 
at  the  Travellers'  (at  which  we  foreigner!  are  most  politely  received 
and  admitted)  )  found  a  solitary  old  Lord  spelling  the  Courier^  and  two 
members  of  the  corp$  diplomatique  waiting  in  town  to  attend  the  funeral 
of  the  feupofgore  Londonderru  The  coolu  were  en  vacanceif  like  every 
body  else,  and  my  cotelettes  d  la  Tartare  were  baked  to  a  coal  by  a 
euinmere  en  $ou$  ordree.  At  Paris  you  can  form  no  idea  of  the  utter 
desert  which  London,  at  least  haHtable  London,  presents  in  the  month 
of  August  We  have  no  such  maiked  division  of  the  season : — ^a  few 
noblene^go  to  vegetate  for  four  months  in  a  dismal  ch&teau ;  a  few 
travel  in  Italy — more  proceed  cM«r  ea«x — and  se^-bathiog  at  Havre  and 
Dieppe  is  now  growing  a  little  into  fashion :  but  half  of  our  beau  mande 
etiil  live  all  the  yeajr  in  the  Fauxbourgs  St.  Germain  and  St.  Honors. 
Country-seats,  country-pleasures,  sea-bathing,  assizes,  and  partridge- 
flliootiog,  drain  London  deplorably ;  but  have  little  effect  on  Paris.  It 
is  true,  La  Chambre  closes,  Plmtituty  la  Bib^iothkque-r^ihe  itOfu,  in  short, 
of  Paris,  have  a  few  weeks  of  relaehe  ;  but  Bigottini  danse  toujaun — 
the  Opera  is  always  well  frequented,  i^nd  society,  comme  Ufaut^  is  never 
absolutely  wanting.  You  may  conceive  that  solitude  in  a  capital  had 
few  attnictions  for  me.  Two  days  sufficed  to  put  an  end  to  some  tire- 
some business  and  despatch  a  courier  to  .    I  then  packed  up  my 

portmanteau  and  put  myself  into  the  — «  mail,  which  passes  through 
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the  county  of  L— ,  and  within  two  leagoes  of  the  leat  of  my  ki|(. 
table  acquaintance  Mr.  B— — ^  one  of  the  finest  old  places  d  a 
size  in  the  kingdom.  I  had  for  companions  in  the  mail,  i  Yottiii 
Baronet,  full  of  agriculture  and  corn-laws,  a  Cunte  going  to  be » 

dained  by  tlie  Bishop,  at  ^ ^n,  a  young  damsel  just  airifed  brihe 

steam-packet  from  New  York,  and--a  brace  of  pointers.  Foatea 
hours  carried  us  130  English  ndles.  No  wonder  Umt  U  nosittiireli 
by  the  mail  A  lazy,  loitering  stage-coach,  with  six  penou  loskad 
a  dUigenee  in  France,  full  of  smoke  and  auunUe^  high  and  low,aoiiete 
afford  a  singular  assortment  and  display  of  cbaracten  and  bsbcp: 
but  the  mail  in  England  is  the  most  silent  and  incommunlCltiTeofT^ 
hides.  The  darkness  of  night,  the  rapidity  of  the  motion,  the  datrsac 
ignorance  of  every  passenger  as  to  the  looks  and  character  of  Uic(«!^ 
and  night-capped  neighbours,  wrap  every  one  up  in  a  selfish  itlaai 
to  himself,  his  luggage,  his  legs,  and  other  appurtenances. 

At  a  little  inn  by  the  road-side  my  friend's  groom  met  m  ici 
capacious  buggy,  in  which  we  arrived  in  an  hour  at  the  vilhgcei^K 
a  neat  cluster  of  thatched  cottages,  bams,  and  farm-hoaeSfienb!) 
picturesque  tittle  street,  at  the  end  of  which  stands  the  lod^a^fr 

trance  to  the  park  of  S .    The  yillage-church,  with  an  asdips^ 

tower  half  overgrown  with  ivy,  stands  just  witliin  the  paliDf  cf::^ 
park,  near  the  entrance.  The  parsonage-hoose,  one  ofthenc^ofr 
fortable  and  picturesque  residences  imaginable,  something  betiwi 
cottage  and  a  ehdteauj  is  situated  with  its  front  towards  the  vill«t.» 
closed  in  walls  and  gates,  while  its  back-front  opens  on  a  beautiibl  b*i 
only  separated  from  the  park  and  woods  by  a  green  sunk  fesce.  Ii 
B— - —  would  perhaps,  find  the  parson  somewhat  toonearaneigto^: 
but  the  worthy  rector,  you  must  know,  is  his  younger  brother,  ioJ» 
living  a  part  of  the  family  estate,  and  for  many  gene  rations  a  re^ 
appanage  of  a  steadily-disposed  younger  son  of  the  Squire  ix  ti 
time  being.  This  is  often  the  case  with  the  benefices  in  EogW" 
A  wide  sweeping  gravel  road  winds  for  half  a  mile  throogb  &» 
plantations  to  the  mansion.  The  dew  was  yet  upon  the  gr^  ^ 
the  hares  were  frisking  about  and  scudding  into  a  paled  preierre  »  ^^ 
approached.  The  house,  a  fine  old  turreted  cAibem  of  the  titt^ 
James  I.  stands  on  a  slight  eminence  sloping  gently  down  to  the&nx 

river  N.  which  waters  the  bottom  of  the  park.    Mr.  B and  hisi* 

able  fiimily  received  me  most  hospitably.  My  boat  I  fbond/Mf"'* 
c/baffe*-and  possessing  some  of  the  finest  manors  and  best-stocked  p 
serves  in  the  county.  A  chasseur  in  the  month  of  August  is  raiher  c 
unhappy  animal — with  no  present  occupation  on  earth,  and  oolysf" 
from  absolute  ennui  by  the  fidgets  and  anxieties  respecting  the  iaflR| 
ments  of  the  next  month.  Will  the  harvest  be  well  offthegrw^ 
Are  there  many  young  birds?  Are  they  stroi^  and  forwafd-«* 
wing  ?  How  are  the  turnips  and  after-grass  ?  Will  there  be  a^? 
enough  for  them  to  lie  in  f  Is  the  ground  sufficiently  wftttedJar 
the  scent  to  lie?  Are  the  dogs  in  good  condition— the  W^**: 
broken  ?  Farmers,  gamekeepers,  grooms,  are  all  kcptinpeipe^ 
bustle  for  weeks  before,  in  contribudng  their  various  as8istin«topifr 
parations  for  the  eventful  1st  of  September.  You  may  concern  w 
hearty  laugh  these  inveterate  sportsmen  enjoyed  at  my  ^'P^' fj 
day  at  dinner,  when  I  happened  to  admire  La  Fontaine's  beaotilal*- 
scription  of  the  mother-partridge's  wiles  in  order  to  save  her  yoong  - 
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*^  Qiiand  le  perdrix 
Voit  ses  petite 
En  danger,  et  n^ajrant  qu^une  plume  noavelle, 
Qui  ne  pent  fair  encore  par  les  airs  le  tripai, 
^e  fait  la  bleitte,  et  ra  trainant  de  Paile, 
Attirant  le  chasseur  et  le  chien  sur  ses  pas, 
Detoome  le  danger,  sauve  ainsi  sa  famUle ; 
£t  puis  quand  le  chasseur  croit,  que  son  chien  la  pilley 
£lle  lui  dit  adieu,  prend  sa  voUe,  et  rit 
De  Phomme  qui,  confus,  des  jeux  en  rain  la  sutt.'^ 

The  young  ladies,  howeyer,  all  joined  warmly  in  admiring  the  poet 
nd  commiserating  the  hird.  En  attendant,  the  resources  of  amusement 
t  the  Hall  were  not  of  the  most  varied  or  lively  description.  The  fine 
iothic  library  was  well  stocked  with  authors  of  the  old  school,  but 
he  nauveaut^e  are  not  abundant.  The  newspapers  came  two  days  old, 
md  the  collection  of  Walter  Scott's  admirable  romam  had  not  pro- 
;eeded  farther  than  ^'  The  Antiquary.'^  A  ride  before  dinner ;  a  fish- 
ng-party  on  the  lake  (a  fine  piece  of  water  joining  the  river  at  the  end 
>f  the  park) — a  game  at  billiards — a  drive  in  the  barouche  with  Lady 

3— —  and  the  young  ladies  to ,  the  next  market-town,  to  shop 

md  do  errands  for  the  household,  and  flirt  with  some  elegant  young 
lussars,  ennwih  a  la  mart  in  country-town  quarters,  and  to  whom  the 
tspect  of  the  open  barouche,  with  its  fair  contents,  was  like  a  drop  of 
*ain  to  a  traveller  in  the  desert — such  were  our  every-day  expedients 
or  passing  away  the  sultry  month  of  August.  The  young  ladies  were 
iccompUshed  horsewomen ;  and  when  by  accident  two  horses  out  of 
he  score  in  the  stable  could  be  found  at  leisure  from  their  ordinary 
exercise,  of  being  scampered  over  the  country  after  pointer  bitches  and 
letter  puppies,  orders  to  gamekeepers,  and  notices  against  poachers, 
heir  young  mistresses  were  presently  accoutred  in  their  graceful  ri- 
ling-habits,  and  delighted  to  enjoy  rare  independence  and  release  from 
natemal  iurveUlance  on  the  backs  of  their  curveting  and  bounding 
coursers.  Nothing  can  be  more  lovely  than  a  handsome  Englishwoman 
>n  her  favourite  steed — ^not  a  little  shuffling  palfrey,  such  as  old  lady 
ibbesses  and  holy  sisters  used  to  amble  upon  Uya  troie  sitcles.  These 
air  Amazons  disdain  anything  beneath  the  sleek,  well-shaped,  and 
ijgh-bred  hunter,  whose  docility  is  accompanied  with  spirit,  and  shows 
ligh  birth  and  good  breeding — who  holds  his  head  more  erect  and 
iteps  the  more  proudly  for  the  fair  and  ornamental  bur^n  which  sets 
lim  off  to  such  advantage,  and  takes  a  pride  in  submitfing  his  power 
ind  his  fleetness  to  the  lily  hand  which  controls  them  with  such  gen- 
leness.  Though  the  county  of  L- possesses  about  as  much  pictu- 
resque as  the  Departcment  du  pat  de  Calais,  yet  our  rides  were  some- 
Imes  very  pleasant.  Conversation  is  never  more  agreeable  than  on 
lorseback — ^the  animation  of  the  motion,  the  feeling  of  independence 
ind  superiority  that  accompanies*  it,  the  rapid  change  of  scene  and 
>bjects,  the  facility  of  observing  and  exploring  all  that  is  worth  no- 
ice,  put  every  one  in  good  humour  with  every  other  and  with  them- 
elves.  Sometimes  we  used  to  pay  visits  to  families  in  the  neighbour- 
lood ;  though  this  was  rather  a  corvee  imposed  on  the  young  ladies  by 
heir  mamma.  Sometimes  the  young  ladies  would  stop  at  the  houses 
)f  the  teiiants  and  cottagers  to  talk  to  favourite  old  servants,  and  pet- 
naids  married  to  young  farmers;  and  not  unfrequently  to  make  kind 
Dquiiies,  and  show  compassionating  attentions  to  the  indigent  and  suf- 
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feting  among  the  village  poor.  EnglishwomeA  are  traly  ^tngoied 
for  these  generous  and  anassamlng  offices  of  beneTolence;  and  an 
belong  almost  ezdusivelj  to  a  life  in  du  coiiiitry.  io  London  or  a 
Paris,  but  especially  in  London,  benevolence  displi^s  itself  is  ocr 
ficent  institutions  and  the  most  univefaal  snbecripdons  forobjed<4 
poverty  and  misery  of  every  description.  Tlus  b  a  splendid  specti- 
cle:  but  it  is  a  more  touching  and  enchanting  one  tosee  mkii: 
beauty  laying  aside  every  worldly  distinction  and  eveiy  selfish  pjQ^- 
ure,  expioring  the  scenes  of  village  suffering,  and  personalljcflKM 
and  relieving  the  nek  bed  of  the  humble  peasant  The  besefolsc; 
of  cities  is  mixed  with  ostentation,  and  vague  in  its  object:  clmitj:; 
Ihere  rarely  brought  into  contact  with  its  objects ; — but  th»toftl»c«& 
try  flows  directly  from  the  heart,  is  accompanied  by  persoBaIc«»t 
tions,  and  Icept  alive  by  sympathy  for  sufferings  actually  witBORd 
Sometimes,  in  a  delightful  equestrian  ramble  among  the  frees  iv. 
or  a  gallop  over  the  greensward  by  the  fivef ,  we  forgot  how  dn^ 
ed.  and,  on  referring  to  our  watches,  were  obMged  to  wirwweraM 
at  foil  gallop,  in  order  to  reach  home  in  time  to  dress  for  wmxm^ 
diner  de  tiremonie — ^more  than  once  a  venison-feast  of  some  td|bkor- 
ing  squire,  whefe  we  met  sdl  the  Justice  Shallows  of  the  coaotrvfl' 
bled  round  a  smoking  haunch  in  a  hot  summer  aftemooa.  Soaenf 
Jiarson  or  eognoscent  baronet,  of  approved  skill  and  experiesee  a 
such  matters,  is  invested  with  the  enormous  carving-knife  »i|^ 
and,  with  sleeves  tucked  up  and  erect  posture,  plonges  the  peb^: 
steel  into  the  plump  and  juicy  thigh.  With  what  watering  Kp'B^ 
glistening  eyes  this  coup-d'etsai  is  olwerved  and  expected  bjtkk"*- 
ing  squir&'arcky  around  !  When  the  first  edbnftilofi  is  brought  fortkrf 
and  smoking,  and  delicately  laid  on  the  ready  steam-heated  netalp^. 
what  a  peal  of  applause  breaks  forth ! — what  a  series  of  profbdR^ 
marks  and  critical  judgments  then  succeed!  what  eneonissefi''^ 
depth  of  the  fat — the  tenderness  of  the  meat — ^the  fine  feete-^ 
long  keeping,  the  happiness  of  the  roasting,  the  beauty  of  the  cansr 
Quintilian  and  Boileau  might  have  learnt  discrimination  froa  the  ^ 
fitness  of  every  eulogium.  The  health  of  tiie  donor  is  pled^^^ 
bumpers  of  Madeira;  and,  as  the  charms  of  the  haunch  begin  to  cX 
those  of  the  grape  grow  more  irresistible.  The  champi^  (^ 
SiUeriA  pops  and  sparkles — the  hock  in  green  glasses  ctmnp^P 
sing  kfea  of  ^polness  to  every  sense,  which,  however,  is  eDti]«ljl<^'^ 
the  old  Rector  (curi)^  who  announces  with  audible  voice  thatheis "(« 
tented  to  stick  to  the  port?'*  Then,  when  grace  has  been  boased Id  -i 
*oocehy  the  said  ecclesiastic,  what  a  change  of  attraction  appear?!  '^> 
a  pouring  forth  of  Ceres'  whole  horn !  what  piles  of  grapes,  grcefli* 
purple !  what  pyramids  of  peaches !  what  edifices  of  nectarines  !-1^ 
whole  train  of  liveried  attendants  ^is  hardly  sufficient  to  beir  ^^ 
blooming  honours  of  the  kitchep-garden ;  till  the  stately  batler  f 
the  comhle  to  the  whole,  by  placing  the  triumphant  pine-apple  io  •> 
elevated  china  vase  in  the  centre  of  the  table.  The  »entA»^'^ 
gardener,  the  walls,  the  aspect,  then  come  in  for  criticisfflsandcco;^ 
ments.  About  this  time  a  sallow  nabob  of  bad  digestion,  perchaDce.crl 
eloquent  on  the  exquisite  heating  of  Iiis  hot-houses — his  strawbeiTic|< 
March — and  his  costly  garden  of  exotics :  but  a  portly  county  oeo^* 
soon  diverts  the  conversation  to  a  more  healthy  and  congenial  cbaocf^ 
a  new  inclosure  of  a  fen,  for  which  he  is  procuring  an  act  in  the  Hcc!< 
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)mmon8.  This  in  a  moment  calls  forth  a  zealons  discussion  of  its 
yantages  and  demerits.  Every  body  has  a  lively  opinion  on  so  inte- 
stiog  a  subject.  My  lady  seizes  the  opportunity,  makes  a  significant 
)vement,  and  rises,  attended  by  the  other  ladies  of  the  party  (like 
re  leaving  Adam  and  the  angel  when  entering  on  abstruse  topics,) 
kile  a  young  dandy,  who  has  sat  in  silent  ennui  during  the  whole 
iner,  starts  gallantly  from  his  seat,  rejoiced  to  extend  his  elegant 
rm  in  opening  the  door  for  the  retiring  ladies,  and  simpering  an  ob- 
rvation  to  the  young  damsels  as  they  pass. 

The  door  being  shut  on  the  fair  ornaments  of  the  party,  the  master  of 
e  house  deliberatiely  rises  with  bottle  and  glass  in  hand,  and  walks  to 
e  upper  end  of  the  table,  where  he  seats  himself  in  the  chair  of  the  lady 
the  bouse--call8  to  the  young  dandy  to  ring  the  bell  for  a  bottle  of 
iret,  while  the  whole  party  move  up  towards  their  President  with 
at  respect  for  constituted  authority  which  distinguishes  thetn.  The 
bate  on  the  proposed  Inclosure  Act  is  then  carried  on  with  renewed 
^our,  and  its  interest  almost  swallows  up  the  occasional  and  less  inv- 
trtant  topics  of  turnpike-roads,  sessions-meetings,  parish-bastards, 
irtridges  and  poachers.  The  said  county  member,  a  Rev.  Doctor  of 
eat  skill  in  Bum  and  Blackstone  and  who  acts  as  Chairman  of  the 
jarter  Sessions,  and  an  old  Justice  of  the  Quorum,  form  the  principal 
ures  in  the  debate ;  and  a  pale  young  lord,  who  speaks  and  votes  with 
3position  in  the  House,  and  who  appears  much  read  in  Malthus, 
iam  Smith,  et  notre  Say^  talks  very  elegantly  against  the  plan,  as  tend- 
^  to  give  an  impolitic  stimulus  to  population,  and  to  increase  that 
^tem  of  cver-production  which  had  beat  down  the  price  of  produce, 
d  occasioned  such  distress  to  the  land-owners.  As  your  friend  the 
mseiller  Cottu  has  observed,  in  his  admirable  book  ^*  Sur  la  Jurispru- 
nc€  Criminelle  de  P  AngUterre^^^  the  English  csmnot  exist  without  the 
easure  of  argument ;  and  their  after-dinner  conversations  assume 
mething  of  the  shape  of  a  House  of  Commons'  debate.  In  France, 
Qversation  is  considered  a  mere  vehicle  of  amusement — a  vent  for 
^h  spirits  and  gaiety  of  constitution  :  in  England  it  takes  a  serious  and 
Uructivc  turn,  and  generally  falls  into  a  grave  but  animated,  and 
ten  witty  and  sarcastic  discussion  of  some  book,  some  new  law,  some 
al  in  the  Courts,  some  question  of  politics  or  of  literature.    Before 

1  sentences  on  the  point  are  uttered,  the  whole  tabic  are  ranged  on 

2  two  sides  of  the  question  ;  the  ablest  men  take  the  leud  and  direct 
2  combat — the  others,  and  often  the  ladies  (who  have  admirable 
tsoning  heads^  a  rare  excellence  in  women)  join  as  auxiliaric?. 
lere  are  no  personalities  !  no  exclamations,  no  gesticulations,  no 
king  all  at  once  and  at  the  top  of  the  lungs,  as  with  us  in  France — 
ch  person  delivers  his  sentiments,  and  has  an  attentive  and  silent 
aring  :  his  adversary  takes  a  pleasure  in  listening  to  arguments  which 

thinks  he  can  triumphantly  refute  when  his  turn  comes.  Every 
e  is  too  practised  and  too  conscious  a  master  of  bis  weapons  to  take 
2  slightest  uncandid  advantage ;  and  an  unfair  sophism  or  misreprc 
}tatioD  is  detected  in  a  moment  by  the  youngest  lady  at  table,  and 
\y  injures  the  cause  for  which  it  was  advanced.  These  conversa- 
ns,  among  intelligent  persons,  certainly  afford  a  very  high  enjoyment 
ill  to  actors  and  listeners,  and  give  to  English  society  a  very  peculiar 
st,  and  one  of  a  totally  distinct  kind  from  the  gay  enjoyments  of  our 
!tropolis.    It  is  the  true  Horatian  intercourse  of  reflective  minds. 
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-^  *'*'  noade  villis  domllnuque  alienu,^^  &e.  fte.«- 
— ^you  know  the  rest  by  heart— ^^-/>ro/iof  of  "  A«irt."     1  send  at  foot  a 
Dew  epigram,  which  pray  inscribe  by  proxy  for  me  In  Madsme  de 

G 's  album. 

Horace's  old  Cenmu  was  not  wanting  at  onr  venison-feast ;  and  rarely 
is  absent  in  any  party  in  any  country.  We  had  him  in  the  shape  of  an 
old  superannuated  Member  of  Parliament,  who  liad  sat  in  the  House 
since  Mr.  Pitt's  dMt^  and  prosed  forth  eternal  anecdotes  of  Barice, 
Lord  North,  and  Charles  Townsend,  till  a  summons  ta  coffise  cot  short 
his  '^  aniies  fabellas.^^  The  young  ladies  from  the  park  gave  us  some 
delightful  music  from  Don  Giovanni  ;  the  old  'squires  played  ioog 
whist ;  and  about  eleven  o'clock  we  packed  ourselves  Into  tlie  ikmily 

'  coach  to  drive  our  ten  miles  home  to As  I  am  no  great  amatmr 

des  ptrdrix^  and  have  eaten  venison  enough  for  this  season,  I  shall 

return  soon  to  London ;  but  on  park  de  vcunes  de»  cAevoiir,  Ur,  kc 

&c.  which  possibly  may  tempt  me.    Adieu.  I). 

Epigram  on  a  certain  House-of-Commons  Orator,  not  remarkable 

for  the  constancy  of  his  attachments,  and  whose  eloquent  speecbei 

sentent  un  peu  la  lampe, 

G has  no  hearty  they  say ;  but  I  deny  it — 

He  has  a  heart«-he  gets  his  speeches  by  ii. 

THE  POTHIEN-^TILL-WAKX. 

In  the  huge  hull  of  a  stranded  ship,  on  the  bleak  coast  of  , 

dwelt  Torwy  O'Donil,  commonly  known  as  ^^  The  Merman  of  tiie 
Wreck."  The  spring-tide  waves  often  washed  over  part  of  his  roof, 
for  the  vessel  lay  imbedded  in  sand,  on  the  brink  of  the  waters,  where 
a  tempest  had  left  her,  after  having  been  deserted  and  pillaged  by  iier 
mutinous  crew.  She  was  shattered  and  laid  bare  to  the  winds  in  many 
places,  but  the  strong  sand,  that  yearly  accumulated  round  the  balk, 
kept  her  lower  timbers  tightly  together,  and  Torwy  enjoyed  a  warm, 
although  rather  a  dangerous,  retreat  in  the  deep  hold.  For  above 
half  a  century  Torwy  had  been  the  wise  man  of  the  sea-shore.  He 
foretold  tempests  and  long  calms,  warned  the  bold  and  unwary  fisher- 
men against  the  delusive  appearances  of  a  promising  morning  sky,  cured 
them  of  maladies,  griefs,  and  the  most  potent  spells  of  monntaiD- 
clves  and  se!;-spirits,  and,  to  the  utmost  extent  of  his  power,  protected 
the  luckless  mariners  who  were  cast  upon  his  coast,  from  the  cruel- 
ties and  piracy  of  his  fierce  inhospitable  neighbours. 

In  the  company  of  Gorry  Duigenan  and  a  party  of  his  friends,  I  (ra- 
velled across  the  country  from  the  foot  of  the  Wiiite  Woman's  Moun- 
tain, snowy-headed  Sliabh-na-mann,  (the  summit  of  which,  tradition 
assigns  to  have  formerly  been  the  dwelling-place  of  a  mighty  giant 
and  his  bride,)  to  the  old  Merman's  wreck,  by  the  sea-side.  Gorry'* 
father  had  met  with  O'Donil  in  one  of  his  inland  wanderings,  shooting 
the  strong  salmon  as  they  leaped  from  the  green  dewy  banks  of  tiie  fresh- 
water rivers  at  twilight ;  and,  after  the  fashion  of  the  country  the  old  man 
had  agreed  upon  a  match,  over  their  whiskey,  between  young  Duigenan 
and  a  lass  whom  the  Merman  cherished,  as  one  of  his  own  bloody  in 
the  heart  of  the  imbedded  ship.  At  the  appointed  time  Gorry,  accom- 
panied by  a  troop  of  young  men,  proceeded  to  the  coast  for  his  young 
wile,  and  the  portion  with  whicli  the  Merman  had  promise'^  to  endow 
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her,  if  she  approred  of  the  unknown  son  of  Old  Dai^nan  for  a  hus- 
band. We  foaod  Torwy  on  the  look-out,  amongf  the  steep  crags, 
seated  in  a  wicker  basket,  which  was  safely  strapped  to  the  brawny 
shoulders  of  an  athletic  black.  His  eyes  were  concealed  by  a  pair  of 
shining  perforated  sea-shells,  a  bunch  of  dripping  rock-weeds  streamed 
over  his  brow,  which,  with  the  rest  of  his  face,  was  purposely  stained 
of  a  sea-green  hue,  several  strings  of  coast-pebbles  and  scallops  hung 
round  his  neck,  and  in  his  right  hand  he  bore  a  short  old-fashioned 
fusil.  We  had««o  often  beard  the  Merman  described,  that  we  imme- 
diately recognised  him  in  the  strange  figure  before  us,  and  unanimously 
performed  the  customary  ceremony  of  sprinkling  sand  or  sea-water 
on  our  heads  in  his  presence.  He  was  apparently  above  eighty  years 
of  age;  and  his  long  white  locks  fell  over  his  bosom  and  mingled 
with  the' crisp  woolly  hair  of  his  faithful  black.  He  accosted  us  in  a 
tone  of  mingled  dignity  and  frankness,  surveyed  the  intended  husband 
of  his  lass  from  top  to  toe,  and  after  pronouncing  him  to  be  a  proper 
youth,  and  fit  ibr  a  woman  of  the  best  blood  in  Erin,  he  led  the  way 
to  the  wreck. 

His  wooden  citadel  was  separated  from  the  land  by  a  wide  trench, 
into  which  the  seawater  flowed  at  all  times ;  and  that  part  of  his  wreck 
which  lay  at  the  verge  of  the  beach,  served  as  a  dock  and  safeguard 
for  his  sldff,  by  which  he  could  eventually  retreat  if  forced  from  the 
hold  by  his  rough  neighbours,  in  one  of  their  frequent  moods  of  rage 
and  discontent  at  his  interference  and  attempts  to  stay  them  in  their 
mad  career  of  rapine  and  bloodshed.  "  They  know,"  said  he,  "  that 
1  possess  some  little  treasure,  the  honest  gleanings  of  a  long  life,  and 
would  not  scruple  to  fire  my  abode  for  the  value  of  the  dross.  They 
idolize  me  when  it  is  calm  weather  and  there  isnU  a  wreck  upon  the 
coast ;  but  whenever  the  sky  looks  black,  and  a  sail  beats  near  the 
rocks,  they  wish  me  out  of  the  way  altogether.  They  are  much  too 
violent  in  their  love,  and  I  fear  lest  they  may  be  one  day  sudden  and 
deadly  in  their  momentary  phrenzy,'  or  disappointed  passion  for  lucres 
Many  a  night  have  their  hatchets  been  quivering  over  my  head ;  and 
often  have  I  wandered  about  at  midnight  to  extinguish  the  false 
lights  which  the  villains  aflixed  to  their  horses'  heads,  for  the  purpose 
of  drawing  the  ships  off  the  coast  towards  the  most  dangerous  parts  of 
the  shore.  Thanks  to  Tim,  my  black,  I  can  still  go  about  though  a 
cripple ;  and  the  rogues  tremble  at  the  sight  of  my  sure-killing  gun.  I 've 
a  trusty  gossoon,  too,  who  watches  the  fort  when  i  'm  away  ;  but  the 
deaf  and  dumb  black  is  my  best  treasure.  Faithful  in  danger,  and 
strong  as  a  young  Hon,  he  bounds  over  the  rocks  with  me  like  a  kid. 
Twenty  years  ago  I  was  strong  and  able  as  the  best  of  ye ;  but  a  timber 
from  a  ship  that  was  blown  up  off  the  reef,  crushed  my  legs  to  atoms. 
I  had,  however,  previously  saved  my  Tim  from  the  waves,  and  the 
good  lad  bore  ray  maimed  body  on  his  shoulders,  the  moment  he 
could  well  support  its  weight.  Often  does  he  lie  upon  the  sea-weeds 
with  me  and  gaze  upon  the  spot  where  the  ship,  that  bore^  perhaps,  all 
that  he  loved  under  the  Heavens,  was  rent  into  a  thousand  spars.  We 
have  told  the  tale  of  misery  a  thousand  times  with  our  eyes, — nor  will 
either  of  us  ever  forget  it  on  this  side  the  grave.  It  was  a  thick, 
warm,  heavy  night, — little  wind  was  stirring,  but  the  sea  was  uneasy, 
and  the  waves  arose  and  died  within  one  another,  not  chasing  onwards, 
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storm-like,  but  rocking  and  swelling  up  as  if  a  great  fire  was  raging 
below  Ihem.  A  long  glare  of  light  that  expanded  across  the  waters 
from  a  flame  in  the  roads,  like  the  tail  of  an  angry  comet  in  the 
heavens,  glimmered  upon  me  where  I  lay  in  my  bed.  I  aroae  in 
alarm,  and  hastened  to  my  glass.  There  was  a  brave  ship  in  flames 
about  half  a  league  out,  and  beating  right  upon  the  shore.  My  neigh- 
bours were  soon  upon  the  alert,  sighing  for  plunder,  but  scared  from 
approaching  the  ship  by  the  threatening  swell  of  the  waters,  and  the 
dreadful  fire  that  ran  up  every  rope,  and  coiled  like  lightning  aronnd 
the  masts.  In  a  little  time  my  stout  skis'  was  pushed  off  and  strug- 
gling with  the  beach-waves.  I  tugged  at  my  oars  to  get  through 
them,  and  triumphed.  The  guns  of  the  sliip  went  off  as  the  fire 
reached  them, — the  balls  scudded  along  on  the  red  surface  of  the 
waters,  the  main-mast  fell  a  prey  to  the  flames,  and  the  wind  began 
to  pufi*  heavily  from  the  main  and  fan  the  increasing  blaze ;  but  no 
sooner  had  1  cleared  the  surf,  than  the  fishermen,  taking  coange 
from  my  example,  put  off  their  boats  and  made  away  to  the  sliip. 
Plunder  was  their  object — and  they  met  with  their  reward.  Many  a 
widow  still  mourns  that  night ;— but  the  fate  of  the  victims  did  not 
deter  the  living  from  following  their  old  ways. 

^^  The  stern  of  the  vessel  was  still  sound  and  staunch  when  I  reached 
her.    She  was  driving  before  the  wind,  which  increased  prodigously, 
and  kept  the  flames  a-head.    But  fearful,  indeed,  was  the  spectacle 
aboard.      The  fire  had  burst  out  so  suddenly  that  even  their  boats 
were  destroyed.    The  survivors  of  the  crew  %vere  huddled  together  on 
the  quarter-deck.    Some  laughed  aloud,  others  shrieked  and  Itewailed 
their  miserable  situations.    One  man  had  drunk  to  excess,  andyfearii^ 
the  waters  more  than  the  fire,  reeled  forwards  into  the  flames.    A  few 
ran  to  and  fro  without  motive  or  object,  and  the  rest  sat  despondingly 
gazing  on  the  blaze.     They  were  seared  by  the  burning  tackle  tbat 
flew  over  them  in  every  direction,  but  their  deep  internal  agooj  and 
fear  of  death  rendered  them  proof  against  any  outward  inflictioD  tiiat 
was  less  than  mortal.     I  had  made  a  circuit  round  the  ship  and  ap- 
proached her  from  the  main^-so  that  they  did  not  perceive  me  until 
my  boat  was  lashed  to  the  rudder,  and  I  was  among  them  on  deck. 
A  woman  with  a  child  at  her  bosom  stood  nearest  me.    I  lowered  her 
in  ^  moment  to  my  skiff;  but  the  sailors  observed  me  in  the  act,  and 
cumbers  of  them  leaped  over  the  stem.    I  had  now  much  ado  to  get 
Into  the  skiff  myself;  but  it  was  already  so  full  that  I  knew  too  well 
we  should  never  reach  the  shore.    They  did  with  her  as  they  pleased, 
and  pushed  off  with  all  their  might,  loudly  shouting  ^  The  magazine  i 
the  magazine  !  she  '11  be  up  in  a  moment !'     The  fishermen  heard  them 
not  in  the  roar  of  the  blaze,  but  madly  climbed  up  the  ship  on  every 
side,  even  while  the  despairing  crew  were  leaping  over  their  heads  into 
the  sea.     We  kept  above  the  waters  tor  a  few  minutes ;  but  the  swell 
increased ;  the  sailors  were  ignorant  of  the  ccast ;    they  were  deaf 
to  my   prayers;  and  a  cross  wave   suddenly  overwhelmed  us  close 
along  the  reef.     Those  who  could  swim  escaped,  for  we  were  very  near 
the  shore ;  but  the  greater  part  miserably  perished.   My  lass  I  snatclied 
fram  her  mother's  arms  as  the  skiff  was  going  over ;  and  Tim,  the 
black  youth,  (then  a  mere  boy,)  whom  a  mulatto  woman  bad  thrown 
among  the  crew  a3  the  boat  pushed  off,  1  found  a  few  yards  from  the 
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beach,  just  sinking  beneath  the  waves.  The  moment  aAer  I  landed 
with  my  prizes,  I  dropped  with  fatigue  at  full  length  upon  the  beach. 
Immediately  the  magazine  of  the  sliip  blew  up  : — Saint  Stephen  t  what  . 
a  shriek  then  burst  from  the  spectators  ashore !  Husbands,  fathers, 
brothers,  and  children,  were  hurled  at  once  into  the  air,  and  died  in 
their  guilt.  A  spar  fell  upon  my  legs,  and  shattered  them  to  pieces ; — 
but  Tim  carries  my  cradle,  and  I  Ve  young  legs  beneath  me  again. 
Norah,  my  lass,  is  as  fond  of  sailing  over  the  place  where  the  ship  blew 
up,  as  Tim  is  of  gazing  upon  it.  She  often  puts  off  alone,  when  the 
waters  are  still,  to  the  yerge  of  the  reef  where  her  mother  went  down. 
I  saw  the  fidr  woman  stru^ling  with  the  waves :  Norah  was  clinging 
to  my  back : — ^it  was  before  I  had  taken  up  Tim,  and  I  hoped  to  save 
her  too — but  1  was  marred.  Oh !  my  lads,  that  was  the  most  bitter 
moment  of  my  life.  Listen,  boys,  and  weep : — I  saw  her  white  hand 
quivering  above  the  foam ;  I  used  all  my  strength,  but  the  sea  mas- 
tered me.  Had  but  a  child's  strength  been  added  to  my  own,  I  could 
have  reached  and  saved  her.  But  then  poor  Tim  must  have  perished ; 
so  that  all  is  for  the  best.  Norah  is  tacking  about  the  place  at  this 
moment,  1  Ml  engage ;  and  'twas  better  she  was  home,  for  yonder 
lurks  an  angry  cloud  between  4he  two  hills,  and  the  rank  se^e  bends 
before  the  wind  from  that  point." 

Duigenan  immediately  proposed  to  pot  off  in  the  Merman's  skiff  and 
bring  her  to  the  wreck.  Torwy  gladly  assented,  and  the  whole  of  my 
young  companions  were  quickly  on  the  waters,  leaving  me  on  a  bed  of 
sea-weeds  in  the  gossoon's  birth.  Tim,  the  black,  had  been  absent 
longer  than  usual  at  the  lipU  for  spring-water,  and  Torwy  had  inquired 
for  tiim  more  than  once,  when,  to  our  great  surprise,  he  burst  into  the 
iioid  with  horror  and  fury,  distorting  his  features  and  gesticulating 
even  beyond  the  comprehension  of  the  Merman.  While  we  were  en- 
deavouring to  calm  him,  so  that  he  might  make  himself  understood  by 
his  usual  method,  the  sight  of  a  signal,  which  was  suddenly  erected  on 
the  beach,  increased  his  perturbation.  "  It 's  only  the  fishermen,'* 
said  O'Donil,  ^^  praying  for  admittance  to  know  my  opinion  as  to  the 
state  of  the  weather — launch  the  raft  into  the  moat,  Phelim,  and  let 
one  of  them  pass  over."  The  black  attempted  to  restrain  the  gossoon 
by  force,  and  even  went  on  his  knees  to  the  Merman,  who  remained 
ia  the  utmost  perplexity  at  his  strange  behaviour.  In  the  mean  time 
Phelim  escaped  to  admit  the  fishermen,  and  we  soon  heard  voices 
without.  '^  There 's  more  than  one,"  cried  the  old  man — ^^  three  of 
them,  as  I  draw  the  breath  of  Heaven."  Tim  seemed  to  comprehend 
his  soliloquy,  and,  giving  over  his  fierce  gesticulations,  squatted  sul- 
lenly in  a  comer,  and  fixed  his  eye  on  the  doorway.  The  next  minute 
three  uncouth  figures  entered,  and  the  following  dialogue  ensued  be- 
tween Torwy  and  their  leader.  "  Shane  O'Leary,  is  it  you  ?"  "  It  is. 
Merman  :  grace  be  wid  me  !  We  be  come  to  ask, — will  yc  tell  us  all  and 
about  the  sky,  what  winds  we'll  have  and  the  like  o'that,  so  please  ye  ?" 
^^  And  what  made  you  bring  black  Rob,  and  your  cousin  the  wreck- 
scourge  with  you  ?  You  know  my  regulation,  one  at  a  time  only  will 
I  admit :  mark  that,  O'Leary,  in  future,  and  don't  impose  upon  my  gos- 
soon. As  to  the  weather,  I  think  you  may  safely  go  out ;  for,  although 
there 's  a  black  cloud  cowering  like  a  huge  bird  of  prey  over  the  valley, 
the  wind  has  just  shifted  to  the  good  point,  and  it  bids  fair  for  a  cairn 


44e  The  P^OimSmt^Waki. 

night.^  ^  Te  lie,  Merman,''  replied  Shaoe,  at  the  same  time  adTaadi^ 
a  few  steps  towards  O'Donii,  wiio  was  struck  damb  bj  tbe  unexpected 
response,  and  continaed  to  stare  witb  wonder  at  the  iow-browed 
O'Leary  as  he  proceeded  in  hia  harai^e.  *^  Ye  lie,  Torwy  O'DoaiV' 
repeated  he,  ^  ye  lie,  and  ye  know  it  well  enoogh,  so  plaae  ye.  Look 
here,  ye  thief  oHhe  world,  year  drowned  man's  hand  drops  sweat,  and 
the  sea-flag  is  green  and  clammy.  Balderdath^  Torwy,  ye  know  there 's 
a  storm  brewing  abore  os,  bat  Divel  a  pebble  care  ye.  Ye  're  an  old 
pirate.  Merman,— -a  shark.  Long  enough  have  ye  sacked  our  best  blood 
in  tribute  and  tithe  for  telling  us  lies.  But  ns  boeJUuhy  Blenoan,  tbe 
day  is  come  for  settling  the  score.  Many  a  good  prise  hare  je 
preached  us  out  of,  but  we  'II  be  word*worried  no  more.  I>iatribQte 
your  gold  among  us  freely  and  like  a  man ;  exact  no  more  tribute  for 
your  prophecies ;  always  tell  us  the  truth  o'the  weather ;  let  my  coain 
kilrooney  hare  Norah,  and  live  wid  as  still.  Refuse,  and  may  this  be 
my  poison  but  we  '11  sew  ye  up  with  a  forty-pound  pebble  in  «  amack- 
gib,  and  give  ye  away  to  the  waves."  So  saying  he  took  op  the  gob- 
kt  of  Torwy,  who  had  now  recovered  his  speech.  ^  Cor !  villain  1" 
cried  he,  ^^  this  is  what  I  have  long  expected  at  your  hand."  At  thtf 
moment  we  heard  a  loud  shriek,  followed  by  many  shoots,  and  a  cob* 
fused  uproar  on  the  waters.  O'Leary  smiled,  and  said  to  the  Merman 
in  the  whining  tone  of  his  county,  ^^Sure  enougli,  that's  Norab. 
They  've  grappled  her  &st,  and  Kilrooney  wlU  have  her  in  spile  of 
ye,  Torwy ;  and  your  gold  must  be  ours  too,  or  — ."  "  My  gun, 
gossoon,  my  gun!"  shouted  the  Merman,  as  Shane  moved  towvds  his 
seat,  ^  give  me  my  gun !"  Lo!  it  waa  alrtviy  levelled  with  deadly 
precision  at  the  head  of  O'Leary  by  the  dumb  bhick. 

Phelim,  the  gossoon,  now  seized  a  spar,  and  levelled  one  of  the  vil* 
Iain's  confederates.  I  reached  a  pistol  from  the  roof,  and  for  tiie  first 
time  started  into  view,  while  Torwy,  for  hick  of  a  better  weapon, 
grasped  a  huge  boat-hook,  and  plunging  it  deep  into  the  throat  <^  black 
Rob,  dragged  him  roughly  across  &e  floor.  The  triumvirate  were  ia 
this  degraded  situation  when  Gorry  Duigenan  and  his  companions 
rushed  into  the  wreck,  bearing  the  comely  young  Norah  in  tlieir  arms, 
and  several  of  the  coast-men  pinioned  between  them.  They  had  seized 
on  the  maiden  a  moment  before  Duigenan  and  his  friends  came  up  to 
her  boat :  a  short  but  fierce  conflict  ensued,  and  the  whole  of  the  ag- 
gressors were  OTentually  made  prisoners,  and  brought  by  tbe  victors 
before  Torwy  tbe  Merman.  He  expostulated  with  them  in  forcible 
terms  on  their  villany  and  ingratitude,  reminded  them  of  the  benefits  he 
had  conferred  upon  them,  the  diseases  and  wounds  he  bad  cured  them 
of,  the  storms  he  had  foretold,  the  good  advice  he  had  daily  given,  and 
the  years  which  he  had  spent  doing  good  among  them  and  their  fetbers, 
until  even  the  fierce-looking  O'Leary  was  softened  in  heart  He  ran 
blubbering  up  to  old  Torwy,  and  embraced  his  neck  with  all  the  fervour 
and  affection  of  an  ofiending  but  forgiven  son.  Tbe  others  followed 
his  example  ;  and  the  Merman  was  almost  in  as  much  danger  from  the 
exuberance  of  their  love  as  he  had  before  been  from  their  violence. 
We  were  at  last  obliged  to  rescue  him  by  force  from  their  embraces, 
and  they  departed  downcast  and  repentant  to  their  several  abodes. 
The  black's  meaning  was  now  made  palpable.  He  bad  been  present 
at  their  hasty  arrangement  of  the  plan  of  attack.    They  saw  him  not. 
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bxit  he  detected  their  yillany  bj  hk  acnteneas  in  the  construction  of 
gestures  and  looks.    They  were  ignorant  of  our  arrival,  or  doubtless 
they  would  have  deferred  their  intended  exploit.    To  Duigenan  and 
his  friends  Torwy  attributed  the  salvation  of  Norah ;  and  sbe  seemed 
to  feel  a  dawning  affection  for  Gorry.    The  sage  Merman  was  delight- 
ed to  see  the  state  of  her  heart,  and  determined  to  leave  his  old  wreck, 
where  be  could  never  close  his  eyes  in  peace  again,  and  pass  the  re- 
sidue of  his  days  with  the  young  couple  at  the  foot  of  Sliabh-na-mann. 
We  departed  at  midnight,  bending  our  course  towards  an  unculti- 
vated vafe  allotted  for  tbe  celebration  of  a  pattaru,  or  coimtiy-fair, 
which  happened  to  be  in  the  very  zenith  of  its  gloiy  on  our  arrival. 
From  the  brow  of  a  hill,  we  looked  down  for  a  few  moments  on  the 
gay  scene  below  us.    Tbe  road  which  led  to  the  vale  from  the  more 
j>opulous  parts  of  the  county  was  covered  with  wagons,  sledges,  and 
low  cars,  furnished  with  stools  and  featheriieds,  creaking  as  they 
went  with  the  unusual  load  of  old  men,  gaily-bedizened  giris.  and 
many  children,  who  were  huddled  together  within  them.    The  nddle, 
the  harp,  and  the  bagpipes  were  heard  from  every  tent,  and  numerous 
parties  of  young  men  and  maidens  were  merrily  dancing  on  the  green 
turf  to  the  half-heard  music  from  an  adjacent  tent,  to  which  they  could 
not  obtain  admission.  The  piper's  boys  were  nevertheless,  seen  moving 
bareheaded  among  the  groups  to  collect  the  music-money  from  the 
youths,  although  the  lasses  who  rested  were  obliged  to  join  their  voices 
to  the  faint  notes  of  the  tune.     Several  atUetic  men  were  enjoying  the 
rough  delights  of  a  hunting-match  without  the  boundaries  of  the  pat- 
taru  ;  while  others  played  at  the  Connaught  cudgels,,  or  indulged  in 
shillala  fights,  wrestling,  and  racing  for  wagers  over  the  hills.    The 
penny^ff<»cman  was  there  inviting  the  rustics  to  purchase  her  liquor 
in  the  rude  rhymes  of  her  trade ;  the  fortune-telling  ^'  wise  woman  of 
tbe  Suir'^  had  errected  her  mirror  and  foreign  adder''s-9kin  over  the 
entrance  of  a  hut ;  the  mendicants  were  scattered  over  every  alley  and 
knoll  imploring  charity  from  the  devout ;  tbe  buchaugh  vended  his  nos- 
trums, ihe  ballad-maker  his  ditties ;  and  the  lunatic  held  out  his  palm 
for  sweetmeats,  which  he  stoutly  claimed  from  all  as  a  tribute  to  the 
legitimate  King  of  the  Pattaru.    On  entering  a  little  temporary  turf- 
hut  to  obtain  some  refreshment,  we  found  one  end  of  it  already  occu- 
pied by  a  purple,  oily-faced,  middled-aged  man,  in  a  canonical-cut  habit 
and  cocked-hat,  with  a  clasped  book  by  his  side,  who  was  diligently 
employed  in  drawing  up  a  cicatrice  in  his  hose ;  while  a  dirty  little  boy 
was  rubbing  away  the  silver  from  a  large  pair  of  buckles  in  his  shoes, 
and  an  old  woman  was  sedately  plastering  his  bald-head  with  unsifted 
flour.     He  was  evidently  a  couple-beggary  and  Duigenan  would  fain  have 
the  marriage-ceremony  performed  by  him,  but  the  Merman  resolutely 
opposed  him  in  his  wish.    While  they  were  debating  warmly  together 
on  the  subject,  a  distant  relation  of  Gorry  entered  the  hut  with  young 
Columba  O'Dowell,  the  daughter  of  a  neighbouring  middle-man,  and 
required  the  couple-beggar  to  do  his  office.     "  That  will  he  then,  dar- 
ling,'' cried  the  old  woman,  ^^  and  bless  his  stars,  too,  for  getting  the 
luck  of  marrying  such  a  pair.  Divcl  bless  the  like  o'yez  again  between 
the  four  seas  !  Joy  be  wid  yez!  say  I,  for  I  know  by  your  looks  ye've 
charity  and  good  blood  in  your  hearts,  and  won't  pass  away  without 
crossing  the  hand  of  the  odd  soul  who  first  welcomed  yez  to  the 
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coaple-father  (keep  him  holy !  I  praj,)  with  some  hawhee  or  ofher.^-* 
^^  Asjr,  asy,  la  bonne  ehritwine^"^^  Interrupted  the  coople-beggar ;  ^  rein- 
in  the  enemy  of  grace,  toytz  wge^  and  don't  meddle  with  aught  bnt  the 
packet  of  hair  powder ;  patent  ye  know  it  is,  and  cost  me  a  power  of 
money  the  pound,  so  lay  it  away  carefully,  and  get  out  of  the  hot, 
groighoL,  alUz  vite,  voumeen.  So  now  attend  to  me,  children,  and 
answer  me  fairly  without  travelling  a  hairVbreadth  from  the  right  line 
of  truth.  La  verit'e  jusqu  'd  la  mort^  spake  truth  while  you  lire  ;  but 
especially  tell  no  lies  to  a  man  like  myself,  who  has  studied  morality  in 
the  college  abroad,  and  officiated  at  home  ;  but  let  that  pass.  Well, 
now  listen  to  me,  young  woman.  Have  you  your  parents'  consent  to 
this  match  ?  Of  course  you  have  though,  or  you  wouldn't  be  coming  to 
me  this  way ;  that 's  settled.  Tener,  voumeen,  has  either  of  ye  a  spouse 
lawfully  married,  at  this  present  time  living?  Naturally  not,  or  yoo 
wouldnU  dare  venture  into  the  holy  estate  again.  Marriage,  you  know, 
is — but  that  in  good  time  ;  you  '11  learn  all  about  it  soon  enough,  so  why 
need  I  preach,  c^est  tempt  perdu  ;  alhrn  /  And  have  you  the  priest^s 
fee  ready  ?  To  be  sure  you  brought  it,  don't  I  see  it  there  larking  in 
the  heel  of  your  fist"  After  a  few  more  preliminary  questions,  which 
the  couple-beggar  invariably  answered  himself,  the  ceremony  was  per- 
formed, and  the  whole  of  bur  party  wished  the  young  bridegroom 
joy. 

We  had  scarcely  emerged  from  the  hut  before  the  ragged  king  of  the 
pattaru  ran  up  to  the  bride,  and,  accosting  her  by  her  new  wed<fing- 
aame  of  Swaney,  told  her  that  her  father  O'Dowell  and  his  adherents 
were  hunting  about  his  dominions  in  quest  of  her,  and  that  it  was  more 
than  probable  they  would  wreak  summary  vengeance  on  her  husband, 
for  stealing  her  away  without  the  middle-man's  consent.    He  added, 
that  he  had  only  an  old  tub  by  the  church-porch  in  the  valley  for  a  pa- 
lace, so  that  he  could  not  conceal  them  there  ;  but  he  was  ready  to  lead 
them  away  to  the  best  still  in  the  land,  which  lay  in  the  heart  of  a 
neighbouring  mount,  and  was  worked  by  Phinney  Macreagh,  his  cousin- 
german ;  who  loved  him  ^^  as  well  as  his  own  heart's  blood,"  having^  both 
been  suckled  by  the  same  nurse.  <^  I  was  robbed  of  the  maiden  1  loved," 
said  he,  ^^  by  a  iiinty-souled  middle-man ;  and  I  have  often  heard  the  ooid 
women  say,  when  they  thought  1  was  asleep,  that  the  loss  of  Kathleen 
made  mc  a  lunatic ;  but,  poor  creatures,  I  pity  them,  they  're  fools  ;  and 
1  'm  kiog  of  the  fair,  and  wont  suffer  young  hearts  to  be  broken  where  1 
reign,  by  a  middle-man.     They  tell  me,  Kathleen  is  dead,  but  i  won't 
believe  it,  not  I :  for  I  hear  her  voice  in  the  night-wind,  and  her  song 
comes  to  me  over  the  waters  of  Suir — 

*  She 's  the  primrose  of  the  country,  she  'a  all  my  earthly  care, 
My  love,  my  dove,  my  darling,  my  joy,  and  only  dear.' 

No  other  songs  but  those  that  Kathleen  loves  ever  cross  my  lips.  That 
one  I  often  sang  to  her  at  home  ; — but  come,  boys,  will  you  follow  ? 
1  'm  trusty,  though  simple,  they  say.  Will  you  come  ?" — The  shout  of 
O'Dowell  was  now  heard  in  the  fair;  and  the  Merman,  having  intimated 
a  wish  to  pay  one  more  visit  to  the  womb  of  Pothien  before  he  died, 
warmly  supported  the  request  of  the  bridegroom,  that  we  should  acconi- 
paoy  him  to  the  still-pit,  and,  as  the  friends  of  his  relative  Gorry,  protect 
him.  if  necessary,  agaliist  the  raiddie-man'^s  fury.     This  was  an  irre- 
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sistlble  appeal  to  youthful  blood ;  and  we  immediately  quitted  the  pat- 
taru,  and  followed  the  lunatic  king  towards  the  hills. 

After  walking  for  a  considerable  time,  we  at  length  discovered,  on 
the  brink  of  a  ledge,  skirted  by  low  shrubs  and  small  detached  pieces 
of  rock,  a  deep^^reen  spot  of  turf,  still  bright  and  sparkling  with  dew, 
although  the  son  had  long  been  blazing  upon  it.  Here  our  conductor 
fell  upon  his  knees,  and  placing  his  brow  upon  the  sward,  cried,  in  a 
tone  of  delight,  ^^  Tis  here-^ewy  and  wet  with  the  spirit  steam.  Lay 
your  heads  to  the  turf,  bays,  and  listen  to  the  dull  snore  of  the  strong  fire 
below — 

It  secretly  bufns,  like  the  deep  love-flame, 

AVhen  the  heart  feels  what  the  tongue  dare  not  name  ; 

Oh !  nought  burns  so  strong  as  the  smothered  fire 

Of  bright  hope,  or  revenge,  or  fond  desire. 

The  Pothien  boys  are  here,  and  look,  yonder  lies  one  of  them. — 
Whorrah,  spalpene  !  arise."  The  free-spiril  man,  who  was  basking  in 
the  sun,  started  up  in  evident  alarm  at  the  cry  of  the  fool.  He  was 
a  tall  meagre  fellow,  with  a  cadaverous  complexion,  fiery  little  eyes, 
matted  red  hair,  and  almost  in  a  state  of  nudity.  He  eyQd  us  askance 
as  we  approached,  with  the  strange  figure  of  the  Merman,  mounted  on 
the  black,  at  our  head  ;  and  retreated  towards  a  spot  of  wild  garden- 
ground,  where  the  earth  appeared  to  have  been  recently  upturned,  and 
the  mattock  stood  in  the  soil,  as  if  the  cottager  had  just  retired  for  a 
temporary  cessation  from  his  accustomed  toil.  He  was  proceeding  to 
dig  again,  when  the  voice  of  the  fool  arrested  his  operations  :  "  Down 
with  it,  man !"  said  he,  "  hurl  away  the  mattock  and  take  the  fire-rake. 
Your  palm  is  too  hot,  your  eye  too  red,  and  your  cheek  too  shroud-like 
(or  a  husbandman.  The  Pothien  is  upon  your  face,  darling.  The  ould 
one  of  darkness  might  as  well  try  to  conceal  his  ox-foot  as  you  your 
trade.  We  are  all  friends,  so  fear  not;  but  lay  by  the  spado,  and  show 
us  the  way  to  the  still-pit.  Lo,  Sir,  1  am  the  King  of  the  Pattaru,  and. 
Kathleen  shall  be  my  queen.  Know  you  me  now?"  The  Pothiener, 
who  was  akin  to  the  chief  of  the  pit,  immediately  recognised  his  rela- 
tion, and,  leaping  over  the  fence,  seized  him  in  his  arms,  and  carried 
him  away  to  the  back  of  a  dilapidated  cabin,  which  we  now  for  the  first 
time  perceived,  testifying  his  joy  as  he  went  by  the  most  extravagant 
gestures  and  exclamations.  We  followed  him  to  the  brink  of  a  well 
behind  the  cabin,  where  he  hastily  lined  an  immense  bucket  with  thatch 
from  the  roof,  and  placed  Norah  and  Columba  carefully  within  it.  The 
old  windlass  creaked  with  their  weight,  and  in  a  short  time  they  were 
concealed  by  the  narrow  depths  of  the  well.  As  soon  as  the  last  coil 
of  the  rope  was  spent,  the  free-spirit  man  giid  from  the  brink  :  we  fol- 
lowed with  all  possible  caution  ;  and  by  the  aid  of  the  bucket-rope,  the 
regular  steps  in  the  wall,  and  the  instructions  of  our  guide,  arrived  in 
safety  on  a  level  with  Swancy,  Duigenan,  and  the  pattaru  king,  who 
had  previously  descended  to  guide  and  support  the  crazy  vessel  which 
conveyed  young  Norah  and  the  bride.  The  waters  were  roaring  below 
us,  the  stars  twinkled  in  the  heavens  as  in  the  depth  of  night,  and  on 
every  side  we  heard  the  deep  voice  of  confined  fiames,  the  bubbling  of 
hot  liquors,  and  a  confused  din  of  mingled  lamentation  and  merry- 
making. We  remained  in  a  cluster  at  this  spot  until  the  Pothiener  suc- 
ceeded in  removing  a  strongly-cemented  mass  of  mortar  and  stones, 
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which  concealed  a  small  oaken  door.  The  hacket  was  then  hauled  to 
the  aperture^  and  we  all  passed  into  the  still.  Af^er  ascending  and  de- 
scendlDg  several  rude  steps,  we  reached  an  open  space,  from  whence 
many  passages  branched  00*.  But  this  was  the  citj,  the  chief  place  of 
the  still,  and  a  number  of  persons  were  congregated  within  it.  The 
heat  was  intense,  and  the  aproar  almost  deafening.  At  the  extremity  of 
a  passage  immediately  opposite  to  that  by  which  we  had  entered,  a  la'i^e 
furnace  fire  was  blazing,  and  billows  of  grey  steam  rolled  along  the  top 
of  the  roughly-hewn  arch.  Buckets,  tubs,  casks,  piggins,  with  the 
more  ponderous  utensils  of  the  still,  were  strewed  about  on  eyery 
side.  A  wooden  cross  was  erected  in  the  centre,  surmounted  by  stout 
pieces  of  oak,  which  served  as  props  to  the  low  roof,  and  the  mud  walls 
were  plentifully  adorned  with  glaring  scriptural  pictures,  holy  relics, 
and  croslets  of  damaged  arms.  Several  men  were  lying  asleep  in  di&- 
rent  comers ;  two  young  fellows  were  quarrelling  over  a  little  table  that 
stood  in  a  puddle  on  the  ground,  covered  with  dice,  dominoes,  and 
cards ;  a  third  was  sedately  counting  his  gains  as  he  puffed  his  doothien ; 
and  the  residue  of  those  visible  and  awake  were  roaring  the  old  Jacc- 
bite  song  of "  The  bonny  night-bird,"  round  a  large  tub  of  raw  spirit. 
On  one  side  was  a  corpse  covered  with  a  sheet,  upon  which  a  black  ker- 
chief, in  the  shape  of  a  cross,  was  affixed ;  and  the  deep-red  flash  of 
the  still-fire  glared  on  the  haggard  cheek  of  the  Cointaghana^  who  still 
wailed  at  the  head  of  the  coffin,  although  it  was  long  after  mid-daj. 
A  pale  girl  was  strewing  the  first  flowers  of  the  year  upon  the  shroad, 
while  another  removed  the  withering  funereal  herbs  that  decorated  the 
festoons  of  white  linen  which  depended  from  the  roof  immediatclj 
above  the  place  of  lamentation. 

We  had  been  but  a  little  time  in  the  pit,  when  a  party  of  young  Po- 
thieners  brought  in  O^Dowell,  the  middle-man,  whom  they  had  foond 
drunk  and  asleep  in  one  of  the  pattaru  huts.  Swaney  had  already  told 
his  talc  to  the  people  of  the  still,  who  set  up  a  shout  so  loud  at  the  an- 
nouncement of  the  middle-man,  that  he  started  from  his  torpor  in  con- 
siderable alarm.  The  scene  must  have  been  truly  terrific  to  his  unac- 
customed eye.  Torwy  the  Merman,  with  Tim  the  black,  the  Coint;^- 
hana,  and  mourning  women,  the  extravagantly  attired  pattaru  king, 
with  the  wild  Pothieners  laughing  like  demons  through  their  rags  at 
his  affright,  were  grouped  around  him,  apparently  in  liquid  flames ; 
while  the  still-fire  blazed  at  his  back,  and  the  liquor  he  had  drunk  at 
the  fair  was,  as  he  afterwards  said,  "  burning  his  vitals."  Fear  fub- 
dued  his  drunkenness ;  but  his  tongue  was  parching  with  fever.  He 
had  already  closed  his  eyes  again,  when  young  Swaney,  with  Columba 
kneeling  by  his  side,  presented  him  with  a  goblet  of  sparkling  liquor. 
The  gii^  was  well  timed ;  and  O^Dowell  looked  up  with  a  blended  ex- 
pression of  wonder  and  gratitude,  while  he  quaffed  the  delicious  beve- 
rage which  restored  him  to  life  and  consciousness.  In  the  breathing 
space  between  his  first  and  second  draught,  he  placed  his  hand  upon 
the  heads  of  Swaney  and  Columba,  in  token  of  forgiveness:  the  Po- 
thieners rewarded  him  with  three  applauding  shouts ;  and  our  party 
soon  after  left  the  pit,  and  journeyed  onwards  to  the  foot  of  Sliabb-na- 
mann,  where  the  wedding  of  Gorry  Duigenan  and  the  3'oang  La*s 
of  the  Wreck  was  celebrated  with  the  usual  rustic  ceremonies,  "  nut- 
brown  myrtle"  and  jbyous  revelry.  A. 
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Again  to  the  battle,  Achaians ! 

Our  hearts  bid  the  tjrants  defiance  ; 

Our  land,  the  first  garden  of  Liberty's  tree — 

It  has  been,  and  shall  yet  be  the  land  of  the  free  ; 

For  the  cross  of  our  faith  is  replanted, 

The  pale  dying  crescent  is  daunted, 

And  we  march  that  the  foot-prints  of  Mahomct^s  slaves 

May  be  washM  out  in  blood  from  our  forefathers^  graves. 

Their  spirits  are  hovering  o'er  us. 

And  the  sword  shall  to  glory  restore  us. 

Ah !  what  though  no  succour  advances, 

Nor  Christendom's  chivalrous  lances 

Are  stretch'd  in  our  aid — ^be  the  combat  our  own ! 

And  we  'U  perish  or  conquer  more  proudly  alone  ; 

For  we  've  sworn,  by  our  Country's  assaulters. 

By  the  virgins  they  've  dragg'd  from  our  altars, 

By  our  massacred  patriots,  our  children  in  chains, 

By  our  heroes  of  old  and  their  blood  in  our  veins. 

That  living,  we  shall  be  victorious. 

Or  that  dying,  oar  deaths  shall  be  glorious. 

A  breath  of  submission  we  breathe  not ; 

The  sword  that  we  've  drawn  we  will  sheathe  not ! 

Its  scabbard  is  left  where  our  martyrs  are  laid, 

And  the  vengeance  of  ages  has  whetted  its  blade. 

Earth  may  hide — waves  engulph — ^fire  consume  us, 

But  they  shall  not  to  slavery  doom  us : 

If  they  rule,  it  shall  be  o'er  our  ashes  and  graves ; 

But  we  've  smote  them  already  with  fire  on  the  waves. 

And  new  triumphs  on  land  are  before  us. 

To  the  charge  J — Ueaven^s  banner  is  o'er  us. 

This  day  shall  ye  blush  for  its  story, 

Or  brighten  your  lives  with  its  glory. 

Our  women.  Oh,  say,  shall  they  shriek  in  despair. 

Or  embrace  us  from  conquest  with  wreaths  in  their  hair  ? 

Accursed  may  his  memory  blacken, 

If  a  coward  there  be  that  would  slacken 

^Till  we  've  trampled  the  turban  and  shown  ourselves  worth 

Being  sprung  from  and  named  for  the  godlike  of  earth. 

Strike  home,  and  the  world  shall  revere  us 

As  heroes  descended  from  heroes. 

Old  Greece  lightens  up  with  emotion 
Her  inlands,  her  isles  of  the  Ocean ; 
Fanes  rebuilt  and  fair  towns  shall  with  jubilee  ring, 
And  the  Nine  shall  new-hallow  their  Helicon's  spring. 
Our  hearths  shall  be  kindled  in  gladness, 
That  were  cold  and  extingush'd  in  sadness ; 
.Whilst  our  maidens  shall  dance  with  their  white-waving  anniy 
Singing  joy  to  the  brave  that  deliver'd  their  charms, 
When  the  blood  of  yon  Mussulman  cravens 
Shall  have  crimsonM  the  beaks  of  our  ravens. 
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LETTERS   FROX   ENGLAND.      BY  M.  D£  ST.  FOIX.* 
LETTER   XIV. 

London, ,  1817. 

In  tragedy  the  Eoglish  have,  I  think,  more  merely  good  actors  than 
we  have  ;  hut  a  merely  good  actor  is  the  most  insipid  person  in  the 
world  to  describe,  so  I  shall  tell  you  no  more  about  them.  But  there 
is  one  tragic  actor  on  the  London  stage  by  whom  I  have  been  so 
deeply  interested,  and  whose  powers  appear  to  me  of  so  extraordinary 
a  description,  that  I  shall  take  some  pains  to  give  you  an  idea  of  them. 
His  name  is  Kean.  The  coincidence  of  name  with  our  own  celebrated 
Le  Kain  is  remarkable.  He  is  quite  young — ^not  more  than  six  or  seven 
and  twenty,  and  this  is  only  his  second  season  in  London ;  and  yet  lie  has 
already  established  a  reputation  nearly  as  great  as  that  of  Talma.  I  ex- 
pect, too,  that  you  '11  be  a  little  startled,  if  not  scandalized,  when  I  tell 
you  that  I  think  he  deserves  it — that  he  is,  upon  the  whole,  nearly  as 
great  an  actor — that  he  possesses  as  consummate  a  judgment,  as  pure  and 
delicate  a  taste,  as  clear,  quick,  and  vivid  conceptions,  and  as  admira- 
ble and  wondrous  a  power  of  embodying  those  conceptions.  For  phy- 
sical powers  he  is  about  as  much  and  as  little  indebted  to  Nature  as 
Talma  is :  but  it  is  remarkable,  that  whatever  Talma  wants,  Kean  has, 
and  whatever  Kean  wants.  Talma  has.  Unlike  Talma,  Kean^s  person 
is  insignificant,  and  his  voice  is  totally  bad ;  and  unlike  Talma,  also, 
his  eye  is  like  lightning,  and  his  face  has  a  power  of  expression  that 
is  perfectly  magical.  The  action  of  Talma  is  less  constrained  and  re- 
dundant than  that  of  any  other  French  tragedian ;  but  Kean^s  is  still 
less  so  than  his.  It  has  much  more  variety,  and  yet  is  mach  more 
simple  and  natural :  his  attitude  in  any  given  situation  being  precisely 
that  which  a  consummate  painter  would  assign  to  it  If  I  were  to 
notice  the  general  resemblance  and  the  general  difference  between 
these  two  extraordinary  actors,  I  should  say  that  both  draw  their  re- 
sources fresh  and  direct  froin  Nature,  and  that  both  study  her  as  she 
exists  in  the  depths  of  their  own  hearts ;  but  that  Talma  has  more 
imagination  than  passion,  and  Kean  more  passion  than  imagination. — 
Not  that  Talma  wants  passion,  or  that  Kean  wants  imagination ;  but 
passion  is  the  characteristic  of  the  one,  and  imagination  of  the  other. 
When  Talma  exclaims  in  Macbeth,  "  11  est  la !  la !"  the  strength  of 
his  imagination  kindles  that  of  the  spectators,  till  they  absolutely  see 
the  image  of  the  murdered  king  reflected  from  his  face.  His  imagi- 
nation is  still  more  conspicuous  in  the  tremendous  power  he  gires  to 
the  words  in  the  same  play,  "  Arrete,  done,  ce  sang  qui  coule  jusqu^a 
moi  !"^  But  surely  the  most  splendid  and  astonishing  of  all  theatrical 
exhibitions,  and  the  effects  of  which  are  to  be  attributed  to  the  realiz- 
ing power  of  his  imagination,  is  that  of  Talma  in  (Edipus,  at  the  moment 
that  he  discovers  his  involuntary  crimes.  It  is  a  thing  to  be  seen  once, 
and  remembered  for  ever;  but  not  to  be  described.  Kean  has  nothing 
like  this  in  the  same  class  of  acting.  His  characteristic,  as  I  have 
said,  is  passion — passion  under  all  its  names  and  varieties — throogh 
all  its  windings  and  blendings — in  all  its  delicate  shades  and  most  se- 
cret recesses.  Its  operation  never  for  a  moment  ceases  to  be  visible  ; 
for,  when  he  ceases  to  speak,  every  motion  of  his  thoughts  is  abso- 

*  Continued  from  page  145. 
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lately  legible  in  the  afitonishlDgly  varied  expression  of  his  face,  and 
eye,  and  action.  Passion  seems  to  be  the  very  Kreath  of  his  mental 
existence— or  rather  its  vital  stream — into  which  every  thing  else  re- 
solves itself.  If  he  has  to  express  love,  his  whole  sonl  seems  to  cling 
to  the  being  on  whom  he  is  gazing — his  voice  melts — ^Ms  eye  swims 
and  trembles — and  the  words  fall  from  his  lips  as  if  they  were  the 
smallest  part  of  what  he  would  express.  And  in  all  this  there  is  no 
show ;  no  endeavour  ;  no  pretence  : — for  real  love  is  the  most  unpre- 
tending thing  in  the  world  ;  the  most  quiet ;  the  most  able  to  repose 
upon  itself,  and  the  |nost  willing  to  do  so.  If  hatred  and  revenge  are 
his  themes,  it  is  hardly  possible  to  imagine  yourself  looking  at  or 
listening  to  the  same  person.  His  eyes  glare  ;  his  teeth  grind  against 
each  other  ;  his  voice  is  hoarse  and  broken ;  his  hands  clinch  and  open 
alternately,  as  if  they  were  revelling  in  the  blood  of  his  enemy  ;  and 
his  whole  frame  seems  to  have  imbibed  the  will  and  the  powers  of  a 
demon.  This  actor's  delineation  of  all  the  other  violent  passions — as 
remorse,  jealousy,  despair,  &c.  seem  to  me  to  possets  alike  a  force,  a 
truth,  and  a  distinctness,  which  render  them  almost  perfect  And  all 
is  done,  too,  without  the  slightest  appearance  of  art  or  effort.  It  is 
scarcely  possible,  while  you  are  seeing  him,  to  recollect  that  he  is  an 
actor  ;  and  he  himself  seems  never  for  a  moment  to  feel  that  he  has 
an  audience  before  him.  Kean's  picture  of  remorse,  as  it  affects  Mac- 
beth after  the  murder  of  Duncan,  if  it  has  not  the  overwhelming  and 
terrificforce  of  that  of  Talma  in  the  same  play,  has,  I  think,  more  va- 
riety, more  intensity,  and  more  truth.  There  is  no  extravagant  and 
hurried  action  ;  no  loud  and  vehement  tones  of  voice ;  there  is  no 
bursting  forth  of  the  flames :  they  are  all  within,  and  are  only  to  be 
discovered  by  their  torturing  and  withering  effects  upon  the  outward 
frame.  The  eye  is  fixed  and  vacant ;  the  hands  hang  down  motion- 
less, or  are  clinched Jn  the  fruitless  endeavour  to  suppress  the  agony 
of  soul ;  the  knees  tremble,  and  scarcely  support  the  body  ; — ^in  the 
general  and  total  convulsion  of  the  frame,  the  tongue  refuses  to  obey 
the  will,  and  the  voice  becomes  choked  and  lost  in  forced  attempts  at 
utterance.  To  all  this  succeeds  a  dead  calm,  which  is  not  less  fearful 
than  the  agitation  which  preceded.  There  is  a  point  at  which  human 
suffering  destroys  itself.  His  agonized  mind  and  exhausted  body  can 
endure  no  more ;  and  they  sink  together  into  a  motionless  stupor.  A 
loud  knocking  is  at  this  instant  heard  at  the  gate  of  the  castle  ;  but 
there  he  stands  in  the  open  hall,  with  the  bloody  witness  of  lus  guilt 
upon  his  hands, — ^yet  nothing  can  rouse  him ;  and  his  wife  drags  him 
away  by  force  to  his  chamber.  I  have  no  hesitation  in  telling  you  that 
I  think  this  piece  of  acting  (including  from  the  time  Macbeth  quits  the 
chamber  of  Duncan,  till  he  is  forced  away  to  his  own),  though  it  is  not 
db  tremendous  as  some  parts  of  Talma's  (Edipus,  nor  so  fearfully  grand 
as  his  Orestes,  nor  so,  what  I  should  call,  beautiful  as  the  Hamlet  of 
that  actor,  is,  without  exception,  the  most  affecting  and  impressive  ex- 
hibition i  ever  beheld. 

But  there  is  one  other  character  in  which  this  actor  displays  still 
greater  powers  than  he  does  in  Macbeth :  a  character  in  which  he  ap- 
pears to  me  to  have  reached  the  absolute  perfection  of  lus  9rt,  in  the 
very  highest  class  of  it.  This  is  the  Othello  of  Shakspeare.  You  know 
1  am  not  very  familiar  with  this  celebrated  English  dramatist.    But, 
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MDce  I  first  saw  Kean  in  Othello,  I  have  taken  great  pains  to  make 
iDjself  acquainted  with  this  play  in  particnlar.  I  have  seen  it  twice 
since,  and  read  it  twice  ;  and  though  I  have  been  a  good  deal  pozzled 
by  some  of  the  old  phraseology,  yet  the  more  intimately  I  come  to 
understand  it,  the  more  I  am  astonished  at  the  writer  who  could  draw  so 
miraculously  true  a  picture  of  the  human  heart ;  and  the  more  delighted 
adonration  1  feel  towards  the  actor  who  can  turn  this  picture  into  a 
liying  human  being,  and  place  it  before  us  in  all  the  breathing  reality 
of  flesh  and  blood. 

I  wonder  what  the  English  would  say  to  my  admiration  of  their 
favourite  actor ;  for  he  is  their  favourite,  though  they  hardly  seem  to 
know  it.  At  the  theatre,  indeed,  the  magical  power  of  liis  genius  some- 
times works  them  up  into  something  approaching  to  enthusiasm  ;  but, 
when  they  get  home  again,  it  is  all  forgotten :  and  if  you  ask  their  opi- 
nion of  him,  they  tell  you  that  he  is  a  very  clever  little  fellow,  with  an 
indifferent  person  and  a  bad  voice — and  that  it  is  a  pity  he  is  not  more 
prudent  in  his  private  character :  that  he  makes  an  uncommonly  good 
Richard  III. ;  Init  that  in  Hamlet  he  is  not  near  so  much  o£agendau» 
as  ICemble  was,*  and  that  they  donU  think  he  could  play  Coriolanus  at 
all ! — and  that  is  all  they  know  about  the  matter !  Even  among  the 
critics  there  is  but  one  who  has  had  the  skill,  the  courage,  or  the  jus- 
tice, to  speak  of  Kean  as  he  deserves.  How  paltry  this  is,  to  withhold 
from  a  man  the  homage  that  his  genius  merits,  nlerely  because  he  if 
alive  to  receive  and  enjoy  it ! 

The  next  English  tragic  performer  who  has  struck  me,  is  the  youi^ 
actress  I  have  mentioned  before,  Miss  O'Neil.  She  is,  I  believe,  not 
more  than  twenty  ;  and  there  is  nothing  very  remarkable  in  either  her 
face  or  figure,  though  both  of  them  are  perfectly  pleasing.  It  is  of  her 
acting  alone  that  I  shall  have  to  speak ;  and  in  this  there  is  something 
so  very  peculiar,  and  at  the  same  time  so  totally  unlike  any  thing  we 
have  oh  the  French  stage,  that  i  expect  I  shall  find  it  very  difficult  to 
express  to  you  what  I  feel  about  her.  Her  nature  seems  to  be  made  up 
of  two  elements  only — smiles  and  tears.  She  seems  formed  to  experience 
but  two  emotionS---joy  and  grief.  At  least,  all  others  seem  to  be  bat 
modifications  of  these  ;  and  these  two  proceed  from  different  move- 
ments of  but  one  passion — that  of  love.  She  is,  indeed,  the  chosen  and 
devoted  priestess  of  Love's  temple.  He  weeps  or  smiles  in  her  eyes 
— plays  or  droops  about  her  mouth — grieves,  or  rejoices,  or  triumphs 
in  the  tones  of  her  voice — moves  in  every  movement  of  her  form  : — 
she  seems  unable  to  think  or  feel,  or  exist,  but  by  and  through  him ; 
and  those  thoughts,  and  feelings,  and  that  existence,  seem  at  all  times 
ready  to  be  offered  up  as  willing  sacrifices  at  his  shrine. 

I  mean  to  state  this  as  the  peculiar  characteristic  of  her  talents,  or 
rather  her  gifls ;  for  talent  is  much  too  formal  a  word  to  use  with  re- 
ference to  any  of  the  qualities  that  belong  to  her  as  an  actress.  Talent 
seems  to  imply  something  of  study  and  acquirement ;  but  she  ispure!y 
a  gifted  being — the  very  ideal  of  femenine  nature,  as  it  was  conceived 
by  the  English  poets  of  the  age  of  Elizabeth ;  and,  with  the  exception 
of  our  own  Rousseau,  by  them  alone,  either  before  or  since  :  a  being 
who,  at  a  certain  period  of  her  life,  that  period  at  which  poetry  so  de- 

*  The  editor  thinks  John  Boll  ii  veiy  right  in  this. 
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lights  to  exhibit  her,  and  of  which  alone  I  now  speak,  has  and  desirea  ^ 
to  have  no  existence  bat  in  the  mind  of  him  she  loves — no  possessions  * 
bat  his  and  her  own  affections — ^no  happiness  bat  in  the  creation  and 
the  contemplation  of  his  ;  who  knows  no  law  (I  had  almost  sftid  no 
reli^on)  but  her  love,  no  pride  but  her  obedience,  no  glory  but  her 
self^evotion ;  whose  thoughts  are  the  images  of  her  lord^s — ^her  fears 
the  reflection  of  his — her  wishes  the  o&pring  of  his ;  who  has  no  coun- 
try but  in  his  mind — no  home  bat  in  his  presence — no  heaven  but  in 
his  heart ;  for  she  feels  no  life,  fears  no  death,  and  hopes  for  no  futurity 
bet  in  and  with  him !  By  all  this  I  mean  that  in  the  characters  which 
suit  Miss  O'Neil  best,  she  gives  one  the  idea  of  precisely  such  a  being 
as  this. 

Some  of  the  critics  here  do  not  very  well  know  what  to  make  of  this 
lady.  The  public  found  out  her  merits  before  ihcy  did,  which  has  a 
good  deal  detracted  from  those  merits.  She  has  not  the  force  of  one 
dead  actress,  they  say — nor  the  dignity  of  another — nor  the  mce  of  a 
third — nor  several  other  incompatible  qualities  of  several  others  :  and 
accordingly  they  are  not  at  all  sure  that  she  aught  to  delight  the  audi- 
ence so  much  as  she  does.  But  they  go  to  see  her^  (at  least  their  readers 
do,)  and  the  light  of  one  of  her  smiles,  or  the  breath  of  one  sigh,  dis- 
perses all  their  theory  in  a  moment,  and  they  have  no  more  to  say 
about  her.  This  is  just  as  it  should  be.  That  which  is  perfect  in  itself 
is  not  a  fit  subject  for  critics  to  meddle  with.  We  know  all  about  it 
without  their  help.  We  feel  that  it  is  so,  and  there  is  an  end  of  the 
matter :  for  what  more  can  they  tell  us  ?  Undoubtedly,  we  have 
nothing  like  this  lady  in  tragedy ;  but  if  the  talents  of  Mademoiselle 
Mars  had  been  turned  in  that  direction,  it  is  probable  there  would  have 
been  a  great  similarity  between  them ;  at  least,  if  the  purely  artificial 
character  of  French  tragedy  had  permitted  any  thing  of  the  kind ; — ^but 
it  would  not. 

i  have  found  so  much  to  say  of  England^s  greatest  tragic  actors,  that 
1  must  press  my  notice  of  those  which  remain  into  a  smaller  compass 
than  I  intended,  or  than  their  distinguished  merits  deserve. 

If  Kean  himself  is  alone  a  fit  support  and  ornament  to  the  majestic 
fabric  of  Shakspeare's  genius ;  or,  at  least,  if  he  is  the  most  fit  to  support 
that  department  of  it  which  has  been  raised  by  the  intervention  of 
Nature  herself,  and  bears  her  true  and  unmixed  Doric  form  and  im« 
press  ; — there  are  other  portions  of  it  which  are  well  and  aptly  upborne 
by  the  Ionic  grace  and  elegance  of  Charles  Kcmble — the  florid  Covin- 
thian  of  Young — and  the  Compoiiie  of  Macready. 

To  quit  metaphor,  (which,  I  warn  you,  is  not  good  for  much  as  an 
illustration, — though  it  is  not  worth  while  to  erase  it) :  in  the  person 
and  acting  of  Charles  Kemble  arc  united  those  attributes  and  charac- 
teristics which  may  be  said  to  form  the  distinguishing  differences  be- 
tween the  best  of  ancient  and  of  modern  times, — the  presence  of  which 
characteristics  it  is  the  fashion  to  indicate  by  the  epithets  Classical 
and  RoMAXTic.  He  is  equally  fitted  to  impersonate  the  hero  of  an  an- 
cient epic,  or  of  a  modem  romance  : — Diomed,  shouting  to  his  blood- 
bepainted  followers  at  the  siege  of  Troy — or  Romeo,  sighing  forth 
his  soul  among  moon -lit  flowers  beneath  the  window  of  Juliet,  ilis 
air,  his  gestures,  his  face,  his  form,  his  voice,  and  the  colour  and  com- 
plexion of  his  rich  and  enthusiastic  mind, — which  shines  out  through  all 
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.  these, — mark  him  as  an  especial  favoarite  of  Nature — as  one  chosen  and 
privileged  to  do  her  best  and  lofUest  biddings.  He  treads  the  stage  as 
if  he  felt  himself  to  be  a  denizen  of  some  other  sphere,  or  some  by- 
gone age — as  if  he  were  on  the  earth,  but  not  of  it  I  can  even  fancj 
that  he  mast  have  adopted  the  stage  as  a  profession,  merely  because 
it  afforded  him  occasions  of  cultivating  and  pampering  those  high  ima- 
ginations in  which  his  spirit  seems  to  float  as  in  a  dream — ^because  it 
enabled  him  actaally  to  ^^  live  and  move  and  have  his  beii^*^  in  an 
ideal  world  of  impossible  grandeur  and  beauty  ; — ^impossible,  becaaae 
past :  for  that  which  has  been  can  never  be  again,  beeauee  it  has  been. 
It  is  done,  and  over.  Even  a  new  deluge  could  not  restore  the  dajs 
of  Priam  and  Achilles,  or  Plato  and  Pericles,  or  Caesar  and  Brutus ; 
or  even  those  of  Amadis,  Palmerin,  and  Orlando.  Notiiing  can  do  it 
but  ^^  strong  imagination.^'  The  imagination  of  Charles  Kemble,  1 
have  no  doubt  does  this  for  himself,  whenever  he  is  perfonniDg-a 
character  belonging  to  either  of  those  ages  ;  and  its  outward  and  Ti«i« 
ble  results,  aided  by  the  omnipotent  one  of  Shakspeare,  do  it  in  a  de- 
gree, even  for  the  spectator,  who  is  at  all  qualified  to  appreciate  the 
personations  of  this  elegant  actor. 

Young  is  an  actor  of  quite  a  different  class  from  any  other  on  the 
English  stage.  His  style  is  neither  finely  natural,  like  that  <}£  Keaa  ; 
nor  a  blending  of  the  classical  and  romantic,  like  Charles  Kemble*9  ; 
nor  a  mixture  of  all  these  three,  like  Macready  V  It  is  not  formed  on 
any  other  model,  and  has  at  present  no  imitators ;  which  I  wonder  at^ 
because  it  is  at  the  same  time  easy  to  imitate,  and  well  adapted  to 
catch  popular  applause.  There  is  a  proud,  sweeping,  oriental  air  about 
the  acting  of  Young  which  is  very  effective  in  the  particular  line  of 
characters  which  it  suits ;  but  which  line  is  very  limited  indeed.  It  is 
true  that  Young  can  act  almost  any  thing  well ;  but  there  are  only  a 
few  characters  which  no  one  else  can  act  so  well.  The  gorgeous  flow 
of  his  action,  and  the  regal  richness  of  his  voice,  are  admirably  suited  to 
illustrate  the  mere  external  attributes  of  the  kingly  or  princely  estate; 
the  merely  self-willed  and  selfish,  the  purely  external  passions  of  pride, 
anger,  disdain,  and  the  like — the  most  prominent  of  those  passions,  or 
rather  those  impulses,  which  usually  appertain  to  the  character  and 
habits  of  Indian  Caliphs  and  Persian  Satraps,  are  exemplified  to  the  very 
life  by  the  peculiar  qualities  of  mind  and  attributes  of  person  which  be- 
long to  this  most  eloquent  of  declaimers.  But  the  delicate  and  subtil 
workings  which  take  place  only  in  the  inward  recesses  of  the  he?j1,  re- 
quire other  powers  to  develope  them,  and,  indeed,  other  means  of  detect* 
iiig  them,  than  Young  seems  to  me  to  possess.  I  do  not  mean  to  state 
this  as  a  fault  in  the  style  of  this  actor ;  for  I  do  not  regard  it  as  such. 
If  he  had  possessed  those  qualities  which  he  wants^  he  would  inevitably 
have  wanted  those  which  he  possesses ;  and  in  that  cade  the  English 
stage  would  have  wanted,  at  least,  one  of  its  richest  ornaments  ;  for 
his  style  is  ornamental,  and  is  not  the  worse  on  that  account. 

Among  all  the  canting  fooleries  of  modem  criticism,  1  do  think  there 
is  none  so  ridiculous  as  that  of  finding  fault  with  this  or  that  subject  of 
remark,  whatever  it  may  be,  on  the  ground  of  its  not  possessing  qua> 
lities  which  arc,  according  to  all  human  experience,  absolutely  incom- 
patible with  those  which  it  does  possess.  Thus,  English  critics  are 
perpetually  lamenting  over  Shakspcare^s  want  of  a  learned  education ; 
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as  If,  tnppoting  Mm  to  have  had  one,  he  would  ha?e'heen  Sfaakspeare ! 
if  it  were  worth  while  to  speculate  about  a  subject  on  which  no  con* 
elusion  can  be  arrived  at,'  I  think  Viu  would  furnish  an  admirable  oc- 
casion. Certainly  a  very  interesting  if  not  a  very  instructive  treatise 
might  be  written,  to  shew  what  aU  our  men  ofgeniiu  might  have  6een,  if 
they  had  not  been  what  they  were !  But  would  it  not  have  required  the 
genius  of  them  all  united,  to  have  written  such  a  treatise  ? 

1  cannot  help  thinking  what  a  sensation  Young  would  have  created 
had  he  l>elonged  to  the  French  instead  of  the  English  stage.  With  a 
voice  as  rich,  powerful,  and  sonorous  as  that  of  Talma— -action,  more 
free,  flowing,  graceful,  and  various ;  a  more  expressive  face,  and  a 
better  person, — ^he  would  have  been  haicdly  second  in  favour  and  attract 
tioQ  to  tliat  grandest  of  our  actors.  D.  S.  F. 
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^  Let  thoie  now  langh  who  never  laughM  before, 
And  thoie  who  always  laughM  now  laugh  the  more.^^ 

They  have  really  brought  puppet-shows  to  an  incredible  perfection. 
I  have  just^been  gazing  upon  one  which  infinitely  transcends  all  the 
fantoccini,  pantomimes,  or  dramas  1  ever  beheld  ;  the  figures  appear- 
ing to  be  actuated  by  human  passions,  and  exhibiting  in  their  looks, 
gestures,  activity,  and  earnestness,  such  manifold  tokens  of  mutual 
comprehension  and  intelligence,  that  were  it  not  for  the  ridiculous 
actions  they  are  made  to  perform,  one  might  almost  swear  they  were 
rational  beings.  Punch  and  Judy,  even  with  the  assistance  of  the 
Devil  and  the  Monk,  must  be  totally  superseded  by  this  more  nume- 
rous and  complete  exhibition  ;  and  yet  the  puppets  of  which  I  am 
spealdng  are  nothing  more  than  a  little  modified  earth,  of  so  brittle 
and  fragile  a  nature,  that  they  were  constantly  frittering  away  into 
dost  in  the  very  midst  of  their  dancing  and  struggling,  when  others 
instantly  started  up  into  their  places,  capering  or  fighting  with  as  much 
eagerness  as  their  predecessors, — so  that  the  whole  pageant  was  con- 
stantly renewing  its  actors  without  the  smallest  change  or  intermission 
in  the  incessant  bustle  of  the  performance,  iiere  and  there  upon  ele- 
vated stools  I  saw  a  few  figures  with  glittering  baubles  upon  their 
heads,  who  seetned  not  only  miserable  but  giddy  and  intoxicated  by 
the  height  from  which  they  looked,  and  took  their  revenge  by  insti- 
gating the  whole  rabble  beneath  them  to  worry  and  beat  one  another 
to  pieces,  which  the  senseless  figures  seemed  to  enact  with  a  most 
preposterous  alacrity.  On  the  lower  benches  I  beheld  grave  and  re- 
verend-looking seigniors  in  robes,  whose  heads  were  enveloped  in  the 
hair  of  some  animal,  most  ludicrously  curled  and  greased,  and  who 
were  solemnly  pronouncing  sentence  of  destruction  upon  others,  while 
they  themselves  were  perpetually  exploding  into  similar  nothingness. 
Here  strutted  a  gay  figure  in  scarlet,  who  had  not  only  sold  himself  as 
a  slave  for  the  honour  of  wearing  a  little  gold  ornament  upon  his 
shoulder,  but  suffered  his  head  to  be  shot  at  as  a  target,  and  his  body 
to  be  used  as  a  sheath  for  bayonets,  for  the  amiable  privilege  of  in- 
flicting the  same  treatment  upon  others.  There  i  beheld  a  portly 
personage  in  sable  robes,  who  took  money  from  his  companions  for 
pointing  out  to  them  the  way  to  the  skies,  while  he  lumseif  kept  con- 
stantly walking  in  a  contrary  direction  : — ^and  in  various  quarters  I 
-      -  Vol.  IV.  No.  23.— 1822.  N3 
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eoDtempIftted  certaia  old  poppet^  whom  I  took  to  be  miiien,  as  (hejr 
laboured  so  hard  at  piling  up  heaps  of  ehining  ore  that  it  aeenedto 
shortea  their  existence ;  when  younger  ones  ran  jojfolij  op,  and  begn 
kicking  about  the  masses  which  liad  been  so  painfully  acciiBQalated.  I 
cannot  attempt  a  description  of  all  the  fantastical  freaks  which  were 
e*i:hibited ;  but  I  repeat  that,  with  the  exception  of  their  actions,  these 
ingenious  puppets  conducted  theraselyes  so  exactly  like  rational  crea* 
tures,  that  the  absurdity  of  the  whole  scene,  togetl^  with  the  coDtiast 
of  their  stupendous  efforts  and  biibble*like  existence,  ixxasMHied  me 
to  burst  into  an  immoderate  fit  of  laa|^ter. 

It  was  probably  some  such  meditation  upon  the  weakness,  ranitjv 
and  inconsistency,  the  gigantic  projects  and  pigmy  powers  of  man,  that 
kept  Democritus  in  continual  laughter,  and  enabled  him  to  cooTert 
both  kings  and  peasants  into  materials  of  risibility.  Being  once  at  the 
court  of  Darius,  when  that  monarch  lost  his  favourite  wife,  he  pro- 
mised to  restore  her  to  life,  provided  they  would  g^ve  him  the  names 
of  three  men  who  had  never  known  adversity,  tint  he  might  inscribe 
them  upon  her  tomb-stone ;  and  upon  the  prince  acknowledging  the 
impossibility  of  complying  with  his  request,  he  asked  liiai,  with  his 
usual  laugh,  why  he  sEould  expect  to  escape  affliction,  when  not  one, 
among  so  many  millions,  was  exempt  from  calamity  7  Here  was  phi* 
losophy  as  well  as  laughter;  and  indeed  I  doubt  whether  tliere  he  any 
wisdom  more  profound  than  that  which  developes  itself  by  our  risible 
faculties  This  convulsion,  as  well  as  reason,  is  peculiar  to  man,  and 
one  may,  therefore,  fairly  assume  that  they  illustrate  and  sympathize 
with  one  another.  Animals  were  meant  to  cry,  for  they  have  no  other 
mode  of  expression  ;  and  infants,  who  are  in  the  same  predicament, 
are  provided  with  a  similar  resource  ;  but  when  we  arrive  at  man^s 
estate,  (the  only  one  to  which  I  ever  succeeded,)  both  the  sound  and 
physiognomy  of  weeping  must  be  admitted  to  be  altogether  brutal  and 
irrational.  The  former  is  positively  unscriptible,  and  we  should  ne?er 
utter  any  thing  that  cannot  be  committed  to  writing ;  and  as  to  a 
lachrymose  visage,  I  appeal  to  the  reader  whether  it  be  not  contemp- 
tible and  fish-like,  beyond  all  the  fascinations  of  Niobe  herself  to  re- 
deem. All  associations  connected  with  this  degrading  process  are 
hateful.  Perhaps  I  may  be  deemed  fastidiously  sensitive  upon  this 
point,  but  I  confess  that  I  f^el  an  antipathy  towards  a  whale,  because 
it  has  a  tendency  to  blubber;  1  abominate  the  common  crier,  simply 
on  account  of  bis  name ;  I  would  rather  get  wet  through  than  seek 
shelter  under  a  weeping  willow,  and  I  instinctively  avoid  a  hirch  on 
account  of  certain  juvenile  recollections. 

^'  Bat  hail,  tboa  goddess  fair  and  free 
/  In  Heaven  yciept  Euphrosyne,^* 

and  before  I  go  any  farther,  let  me  observe  how  abundantly  the  Pagao 
heaven  was  provided  with  heart-easing  mirth  ;  for,  besides  the  damsel 
we  have  mentioned,  Venus  is  expressly  termed  by  Homer  the  lai^ter- 
loving  queen ;  the  whole  court  of  the  immortals  was  often  thrown 
into  fits  by  the  awkwardness  of  Vulcan ;  <  Jove  himself  was  so  fond  of 
the  recreation  that  he  even  laughed  at  lovers'  perjuries ;  and  Momus 
the  jester,  whose  province  it  was  to  excite  their  risible  faculties,  was 
instructively  represented  as  the  son  of  sleep  and  night,  whereby  we  are 
taught  to  go  to  bed  betimes  ii*  we  wish  to  have  cheerful  and  hilarioiB 
days.  But  in  this  our  sombre  and  anti-risible  age,  it  has  rather  be- 
come the  fashion  to  attack  laughter,  notwithstanding  the  cowardice  of 
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•asmQiatag  a  personage  who  is  obHged  to  be  comtaDtlj  hoUiii^  b6fh  bk 
sideS)  aad  is  therefore  incapable  of  other  self-defence  than  that  of 
sniggering  at  his  assaifamts.  I  am  too  old  for  laughing,  tiiej  tell  me ; 
bot  it  is  bj  laughing  that  I  Imre  lived  to  grow  old,  and  thej  may  as 
well  take  my  life  itself  as  that  whereby  i  live.  ^  Langh  and  grow  fat" 
may  be  a  questionable  maxim,  Irat  ^^  langh  and  grow  old"  is  an  indis- 
putal^le  one ;  for  so  long  as  we  can  laugh  at  all,  we  shall  nerer  die  un- 
less it  be  of  laughing.  As  to  performing  this  operation  in  one^s  sleeve, 
it  IB  a  base  compromise ;  no  more  comparable  to  the  original  than  is  a 
teeth-displaying  simper  to  that  hilarious  roar  which  shalces  the  wrinkles 
out  of  the  heart,  and  frightens  old  Time  from  advancing  towards  us. 
Fortune,  lore,  and  justice,  are  all  painted  blind :  they  can  neither  see 
our  smiles  nor  frowns.  Fate  is  deaf  to  the  most  pathetic  sorrows :  we 
cannot  mend  our  destined  road  of  life  with  a  paviour^s  sigh,  nor  drown 
care  Ib  tears.  Let  us  then  leave  growling  to  wild  beasts,  and  croaking 
to  tiie  ravens,  indulging  freely  in  the  rationality  of  laughter:  which, 
in  the  first  place,  is  reducible  to  writing-— iia !  Ha !  Ha !  and  should 
always  be  printed  with  three  capital  letters,  and  a  prop  of  admiration 
between  each  to  prevent  its  bursting  its  sides.  (The  very  hiero- 
glynhic  makes  one  snigger,  so  festive,  social,  and  joyous  is  its  charac- 
ter.) And  secondly,  its  delicious  alchymy  not  only  converts  a  tear 
into  tiie  quintessence  of  merriment,  and  makes  wrinkles  themselves 
expressive  of  youth  and  frolic,  but  lights  up  the  dullest  eye  with  a 
twinkle,  and  throws  a  flash  of  sunshine  over  the  cloudiest  visage,  while 
it  irradiates  and  embellishes  the  most  beautiful.  Including  thine, 
reader,  in  the  ktter  cUss,  I  counsel  thee  to  give  the  experiment  a  fre- 
quent trial. 

It  just  occurs  to  me,  that  I  ought  to  have  begun  my  essay  with  a  de» 
finition  of  laughter  and  an  argute  inquiry  into  its  causes ;  but  it  will 
come  in  as  well  at  the  end,  and  perhaps  a  hysteronproteron^  in  itself  a 
common  provocative  to  risibility,  is  more  appropriate  than  any  metho* 
dical  arrangement  Lastly  and  imprimis,  then,  it  is  a  great  mistake 
to  suppose  that  wit,  which  has  been  termed  the  unexpected  discovery 
of  resemblance  between  Ideas  supposed  dissimikir,  has  any  tendency 
to  excite  the  g^f;g^og  faculties.  Quite  the  contrary :  it  elicits  only 
the  silent  smile  of  the  intellect ;  on  which  account  (whatever  my 
writings  may  testify  to  the  contrary)  I  have  no  great  regard  for  wit, 
for  I  love  to  laugh  with  all  my  heart  and  none  of  my  head.  Humour, 
therefore,  I  deem  preferable  to-- — but  i  am  not  proceeding  system- 
atically. Well,  then,  this  convulsion  is  of  three  different  kinds.  Ani- 
mal  laughter,  which  may  be  produced  by  tickling,  or  by  that  happy 
and  healthy  organization  which  occasions  a  constant  flow  of  the  ani- 
mal spirits.  Unnatural  laughter,  which  sometimes  accompanies  the 
triumph  of  the  most  malignant  passions,  of  bursts  out  upon  any  unex* 
pected  change  of  fortune,  or  assumes  that  ghastly  smile  or  ^^  jealous 
leer  malign,"  designated  the  Sardonic  grin,  not,  as  a  young  lady  of 
my  acquaintance  supposed,  fromr  the  Sardones  or  people  of  Roussiilon, 
but  from  the  involuntary  hysterical  affection  produced  by  eating  that 
species  of  ranunculus  called  the  Herba  Sardonia.  And  lastly,  ([for 
the  second  time,)  Sentimental  laughter,-^  compound  operation^ 
emanating  jointly  or  separately  from  the  head  or  the  heart,  and* 
whose  basis  seems  to  be  a  union  or  rather  opposition  of  suitableness 
anci  UDsoitableness  in  the  same  object,  or  any  unexpected  ludicrous 
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combinatioii.  I  shall  not  notice  the  sabdivision  of  Sjmpaithe<tic  laugh- 
ter, which  is  a  mere  infection  ;  or  of  that  which  is  stimolated  bj  the 
consciousness  that  we  ooght  not  to  iang^h,  which  gives  a  poignant  zest 
to  the  ebullition,  and  reminds  one  of  that  profligate  lover  of  pig,  who 
wished  he  had  been  bom  a  Jew,  that  he  might  hare  had  the  pleasure 
of  eating  pork  and  sinning  at  the  same  time. 

Talking  of  incongruities  puts  me  in  nund  of  the  steam-boat,  and  <^ 
«  conversation  between  two  parties,  one  conversing  of  their  children, 
the  other  settling  the  ingredients  of  a  wedding-dinner,  whose  joint  col- 
loquies, as  I  sat  between  them,  fell  upon  mj  ear  in  the  foUowli^^  de- 
tached sentences.    **  Thank  Heaven !  my  Sally  is  blessed with  a 

calf's  head  and  a  pig^s  face.^' — ^^  Well,  if  I  should  have  ansCher  babj 

^I  shall  have  it  immediately skinned  and  cut  into  thin  sHces.^ — ^^I 

do  love  to  see  little  Tommy  well-dressed ^in  the  fish-kettle  over  a 

charcoal  fire.^' — ^^  To  behold  the  little  dears  dancing  before  one in 

the  frying-pan." — ^'  And  to  hear  their  innocent  tongues bubble  and 

squeak.'' — ^^  My  eldest  girl  is  accomplished with  plenty  of  saoce.^' 

— ^^  I  always  see  the  young  folks  put  to  bed  myself-— -and  smothered 
in  onions.'' — ^  And  if  they  have  been  very  good  children,!  invariably 
order the  heart  to  be  stuffed  and  roasted,  the  gizzard  to  be  pep- 
pered and  deviled,  and  the  sole  to  be  ftied." 

Broken  metaphors  are  not  less  laughable  than  these  ladicrous  games 
of  cross-purposes ;  and  the  risible  public  are  much  indebted  to  the 
Editor  of  a  loyal  journal,  who  lately  informed  them  that  the  radicals, 
by  throwing  off  the  mask,  had  at  last  shown  the  cloven  foot;  coogra- 
tulated  his  readers  that  the  hydra-head  of  faction  had  received  a  good 
rap  upon  the  knuckles;  and  maintained  that  a  certain  reformer  was 
only  a  hypocritical  pretender  to  charity,  who,  whenever  he  aaw  a  beg- 
gar, put  his  hand  in  his  breeches  pocket,  like  a  crocodile,  but  was  only 
actuated  by  ostentation.  While  we  are  upon  this  subject,  let  us  not 
forget  our  obligations  to  the  country  curate,  who  desired  his  flock  to 
admire  the  miraculous  force  which  enabled  Sampson  to  put  a  thowand^ 
Philistines  to  the  sword  with  the  jaw-bone  of  an  ass ;  nor  let  us  past 
over  the  worthy  squire,  who  being  asked  by  his  cook  in  what  way  the 
sturgeon  should  be  dressed,  which  he  had  received  as  a  present,  de- 
sired her  to  make  it  into  a-la-mode  beef:  and  upon  another  occasiooi 
when  interrogated  whether  he  would  have  the  mutton  boiled  or  roast- 
ed,  or  how  7  replied,  ^  slow, — and  let  it  be  well  done." 

if  the  classical  reader  ever  improved  himself  when  a  schooUboy  by 
composing  nonsense  verses,  it  is  possible  that  prose  of  the  same  de- 
scription may  produce  a  similar  result,  of  which  this  essay  may  be 
considered  an  experiment.  I  know  not  a  nobler  or  more  nidf  sett-en- 
logy  than  that  expressed  by  Scarron  when  on  his  deatb>bed.  He  ex- 
claimed to  his  weeping  dofnestics,  ^^  Ah !  you  will  never  cry  half  so 
much  as  I  have  made  you  laugh ;"  and  were  f  on  the  point  of  bidding 
adieu  to  the  public  as  a  scribbler,  I  should  not  desire  a  prouder  ep^ 
taph  than  to  be  truly  enabled  to  repeat  the  same  phrase.  In  the  mean 
time  I  do  most  seriously  and  sadly  exhort  my  readers  to  be  coosical ; 
admonishing  them,  that  in  these  gloomy  and  puzzling  times,  when  the 
chances  are  three  to  two- against  the  landlord,  when  Uie  five  per  centi. 
are  fours,  and  things  in  general  at  sizes  and  sevens,  a  hearty  and  Uh 
Docent  laugh  is  the  most  effectual  way  to  take  ca|«of  nxuiber  one. 

H. 
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KT  BEiiD's   SEVEN  AOBS. 

^  At  early  fifteen,^^  ere  1  monrfiM  human  wrongs, 
My  locks,  pinchM  by  nothing  but  Natuie^s  warm  tongHf 
In  colour  well  matchM  with  the  Colchican  fleece, 
UnpunishM  by  powder,  ungamishM  by  grease, 
Halfway  down  my  back,  as  then  worn  by  the  young. 
In  many  a  corkscrew  bewitchingly  hung : 
Whoever  in  print  young  Napoleon  has  teen. 
May  form  a  good  notion  of  me  at  fifteen^ 

But  loon,  like  a  Visigoth  marching  on  Rome, 
The  barber  rushM  in  with  his  scisMn  and  comb, 
Poor  Nature  was  presently  pushM  to  the  wall, 
And  shriekM,  like  Belinda,  to  see  my  locks  fall  s 
My  hair  scorchM  and  frizzM  at  the  top  became  horrid, 
Hard  knocks  of  pomatum  were  dealt  on  my  forehead, 
I  lookM  like  a  linnet  just  caught  in  a  cage. 
So  wide  of  iVa  first  was  my  head's  second  sige ! 

Ere  long  my  vex^d  hair,  which,  pomaded  and  sleek. 
Hung  straight  as  John  Wesley^s  adown  either  cheek. 
By  oombs  metamorphosed,  assumed  a  new  shape. 
No  longer  a  pigtail  swung  black  at  my  nape  : 
The  queue,  with  its  ligatures  spiral  in  twists. 
Gave  place  to  a  knocker  as  big  as  my  fists : 
Whoever  the  late  Major  Topham  has  seen. 
May  form  a  good  notion  of  me  at  nineteen. 

Now  knew  I  the  joys  the  three  Sisters  prepare 
For  those  who  depend  on  the  dressers  of  hair: 
The  dandies,  who  now  *^  seek  that  bubble  repute'^ 
In  the  cut  of  a  coat  or  the  bend  of  a  boot, 
Can  fBebly  imagine  my  often*felt  woes. 
With  my  watch  in  my  band  and  my  mask  on  my  nose : 
When  lo !  the  huge  knocker  retired  from  the  head, 
And  back  came  the  pigtail  to  reign  in  its  stead. 

0  caput  htananum  i  dark  dungeon  of  donbt. 
Spite  of  Spurzheim,  a  labjrriDth,  inside  and  out, 
How  fleeting  is  all  that  dwells  under  a  hat — 
The  late  Duke  of  BedfoVd  now  brought  in  a  plat  t 
Jack  Martin  and  Peter  abolishM  their  queues, 

1  quickly  changed  mine  for  a  well^powderM  noose  : 
My  bead,  at  that  time,  will  at  once  re«appear 

To  those  who  have  ever  seen  Palmer  in  Sneer. 

No  sooner  had  I,  spite  of  wisdom^s  rebuke, 
PinnM  the  faith  of  my  head  on  the  plat  of  a  duke. 
When  sudden  his  grace  much  astonishM  the  town 
With  an  unpowderM  pate,  in  its  natural  brown. 
Away  flew  pomade  :  barbers  shut  up  their  shops : 
Their  harvest  was  ruin'd  by  too  many  crops : 
While  I,  with  a  nob  ev'ry  morning  brushM  clean, 
Da-tap9'*d  the  tresses  of  ^^  early  fifteen.'* 

E'er  since.  Fashion  vainly  has  left  me  alone. 
For  Time  works  the  changes  neglected  by  Ton. 
My  locks,  erst  so  intssiate,  distant  are  seen. 
Their  visits  are  few  and  the  space  far  between ; 
Old  Time,  too,  has  made  me  my  forelock  resigny 
I  never  seized  his,  yet  the  dog  has  seized  mine. 
And  seems  to  exclaim — "  Prithee  pay  me  my  wages 
Your  head  has  arrived  at  the  last  of  its  ages ! 


(  ««  ) 
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DuniNo  the  preseDt  dearth  of  DdVelty  in  the  Fine  Arte,  It  maj  be  not 
tminteresting  to  the  English  reader  if  I  occupy  liis  attention  with  a  no- 
tice of  the  present  state  of  what  was  once  the  grandest  emporiBm  of  Art 
the  world  ever  knew  ;  and  which,  eren  now,  as  a  whole,  affords  a  sum 
of  matter  for  study  and  admiration  that  may  he  sought  in  Tain  else- 
where :  to  say  nothing  of  every  footstep  we  take  in  pacing  these  m^ 
nificent  halls  being  holy  ground :  for  here  the  Apollo  Ims  radiated 
forth  its  majestic  beanty,  and  filled  the  phice  with  an  air  of  power  that 
cannot  pass  away  ;-^here  the  Vcnus,  still  more  dear  to  the  Biemoiy  of 
us  merely  ^^  human  mortals,'*  because  endowed  with  more  of  merely 
human  beauty,  stood  shrinking  from  that  loving  admiration  which  she 
seemed  conscioos  of  deserving ; — here  the  Dtino  Gladiator  has  lain, 
with  the  breath  of  life  hovering  on  his  lips,  yet  never  to  leaTe  them— 
dying  for  ever,  yet  never  to  die; — here  the  Laocoow  has  writhed  in 
immortal  agonies ;  rendering  suffering  subservient  to  grandear— -ma- 
king misery  sublime.  Here,  too,  on  the  right,  about  halfway  down  the 
grand  gallery,  hung  the  Pietro  Martire«-K>ne  among  the  rerj  highest 
achievements  of  the  art.  Let  not  the  reader  suppose  I  am  about  to 
describe  this  wonderful  picture.  1  should  know  better  than  to  attempt 
that,  even  if!  had  seen  it :  I  mention  it  only  to  lament  over  a  ioOy, 
the  effects  of  which  I  have  as  yet  been  unable  to  repair ;  and  which 
the  sight  of  the  spot  where  the  picture  does  not  hang,  brings  back  the 
sense  of  more  vividly  than  any  thing  else  has  done  in  the  interval  ; 
more  than  even  the  eloquent  enthusiasm  of  H— —  in  thinking  aloud 
about  it,  or  the  classical  taste  and  discrimination  of  N  In  detailing 
its  beauties.  I  passed  by  this  picture  at  the  time  it  was  in  tlie  Louvre, 
merely  glancing  up  at  it  to  be  sore  it  was  there,  and  determining  to, 
at  least,  pay  it  the  respect  of  a  formal  visit  for  itself  alone,  and  not  to 
blend  the  recollection  of  it  with  that  of  any  others.  I  passed  by  the  spot 
where  I  knew  the  treasure  lay,  deferring  to  what  I  considered  a  fitter  op- 
portunity the  luxury  of  exploring  its  nature,  counting  up  its  amount,  and 
carrying  away  what  I  could  of  it  with  me,  laid  up  for  future  use  in  the 
storehouse  of  memory.  But  when  I  returned,  it  was  gone,  and  its  very 
place  knew  it  not  It  had,  for  me,  vanished  like  a  vhion  of  tlie  night ; 
and  all  I  now  know  of  it  is  that  I  have  at  once  seen  and  not  seen  it  I 
should  never  cease  to  lament  this  folly,  if  f  did  not  see  before  me  at 
least  the  possibility  of  repairing  its  consequences.  And,  to  say  the 
truth,  if  I  ever  do  see  this  picture,  I  had  much  rather  see  it  where  it 
is  than  where  it  was,  l>oth  as  a  matter  of  feeling  and  of  taste  ;  for 
though  I  have  as  little  respect  as  need  be  for  the  views  and  motives  of 
those  who  professed  to  teach  a  ^  great  moral  lesson^'  to  Europe  In  re- 
moving the  treasures  of  the  Louvre  from  France,  yet  I  do  not  the  less 
believe  that  that  lesson  was  a  fit  one,  and  required  to  be  tai^ht.  Jus- 
tice and  wisdom  are  themselves,  whencesoever  they  may  proceed. 
Shakspeare  puts  his  wisest  sayings  into  the  mouths  of  fools;  and  a  ju- 
dicious teacher,  when  he  is  compelled  to  punish  a  wicked  boj,  gene- 
rally horses  him  (as  the  phrase  is)  on  the  back  of  a  dunce.  But  let  us 
not  meddle  with  politics :  when  the  question  is  of  works  like  tlie  one 
alluded  to  above,  they  are  little  better  than  an  impertinence.  Teachers 
of  ^^  great  moral  lesaops,^^  and  inventors  of  Holy  Alliances,  are  the 
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f^owth  of  every  day  and  of  every  soil;  springing  np  and  flourishing' 
for  awhile,  only  to  scatter  abroad  their  seeds,  and  produce  their  like, 
each  in  its  kind,  and  then  pass  away  and  be  forgotten ;  but  Titians  and 
Raphaels,  if  they  hare  not  the  same  power  of  re-producing  their  like, 
bloom  for  ever,-^filling  the  world  with  the  odour  of  their  sweetness, 
even  when,  from  the  perishable  nature  of  the  materials  of  which  their 
works  consist,  they  cease  to  be  any  thing  but  a  name.  The  names  of 
Apelles,  of  Zeuxis,  of  Parrhasius,  although  their  works  have  passed 
away  for  ever,  are  as  real  a  possession  to  our  imagination  as  those  of 
Phidias  and  Praxiteles;  for  Fame  is  too  just  to  let  the  stability  of  her 
decrees  depend  on  the  nature  of  any  thing  but  desert  alone. 

But  I  am  wandering  from  my  subject.  Here*— to  allude  to  one  more, 
and  that  the  greatest  in  its  kind*,  of  the  late  possessions  of  this  splendid 
treasure-house — ^here,  on  the  left  hand,  near  to  the  bottom  of  the  long 
gallery,  hung  the  divine  Transfiuuration — divine  from  its  subject, 
divine  from  its  conception,  divine  from  its  miraculous  ex  ecotion.  When 
I  think  of  this  picture,  1  am  half  inclined  to  feel  that  justice  might 
have  been  satisfied  with  depriving  France  of  tt  alone.  It  was  the  glory 
of  the  place ;  and  its  absence  would  have  left  ^^  an  aching  void"  that 
nothing  else  could  fill  or  atone  for.  But  a  truce  to  this  thinking  of 
what  has  been !  it  is  but  too  apt,  in  all  cases,  to  make  us  forget,  or  un* 
justly  appreciate,  the  good  that  is  before  us. 

Turning  at  once  to  a  consideration  of  the  Louvre  as  it  is,  we  need 
have  little  scruple  in  affirming  it  to  be  incomparably  the  noblest  gallery 
of  Art  now  existing  in  the  world.  Its  stately  halls  are  still  graced  by 
works  unrivalled  in  their  kind ;  and  I  must  think  that,  as  a  collection, 
it  is  even  more  valuable  than  when  it  possessed  the  objects  I  have  al- 
luded to  above.  This  may  sound  paradoxical ;  but  it  is  not  intended 
to  be  so.  The  Apollo  is,  in  fact,  not  an  object  fit  to  be  placed  in  a 
gallery  at  all.  It  is  a  possession  for  a  city,  or  a  country-i-a  sight  to 
make  a  pilgrimage  to  see :  and  I  doubt  if  it  is  in  human  nature  to  see 
it  with  proper  effect,  without  some  preparation  of  this  kind.  Certain 
it  is,  however,  that  its  presence  must  throw  into  an  undeserved  shade 
and  distance,  objects  worthy  in  themselves  of  all  admiration,  and  certain 
of  exciting  it  if  seen  under  fit  circumstances.  Speaking  for  myself,  I 
can  safely  assert  that  it  gives  me  more  pleasure,  as  well  as  instruction, 
to  go  through  the  Louvre  now,  than  when  it  contained  all  its  most 
Taunted  treasures.  A  gallery,  as  well  as  an  individual,  may  be  too  rich. 
^ay,  I  cannot  but  think  that  even  Mr.  Angerstein^s  six  magnificent 
Claude's  in  one  room,  are  ^^  something  too  much.''  It  is  not  that  they 
cloy  upon  the  sense :  they  can  only  do  that  for  thos^  who  have  no  sense 
properly  susceptible  of  being  afiiected  by  them ;  but  the  quantity  of 
their  beauty,  not  being  able  to  act  as  one  sum,  is  apt  to  distract  the 
imagination,  without  steadily  exciting  it,  and  to  disturb  the  fancy  and 
feeling  without  satisfying  them.  A  man  might  as  well  be  wedded  to 
aix  beautiful  wives  at  once ; — a  practice  happily  and  naturally  confined 
to  Turks  and  Barbarians. 

On  entering  the  Louvre  by  the  principal  door,  we  immediately  (al« 
most  too  immediately)  find  ourselves  in  a  lofty  vestibule,  surrounded  by 
some  admirable  colossal  busts,  &c.  with  a  splendid  Greek  vase  in  the 
centre,  of  the  finest  workmanship,  and  breathing  the  very  air  and  spirit 
of  ripe  antiquity.  •  Nothing  can  be  a  fiaer  preparation  for  what  is  to 


46i  The  Louvre  in- IM%, 

fellovr.  Am<mg  the  basts  is  one  of  wonderfa)  beauty  and  perfectioD  (0). 
It  represents  the  vain  but  noble-looking  Lucius  Verus.  There  are  no 
less  than  four  busts  of  this  emperor,  all  of  nearlj  equal  beauty ;  and 
perhaps  for  taste  and  elqpmce  of  manner,  and  elaborateness  of  exe- 
cution, there  is  nothing  of  the  kind  surpassing  them ;  particularly  the 
one  in  this  vestibule,  and  the  largest  of  those  in  the  hall  of  the  Ceotanr. 

Passing  through  the  arcade  leading  from  this  vestibule  to  the  hall  of 
the  Roman  emperors,  I  must  notice  a  small  statue,  known  by  the  name 
of  the  Sauroctone  (19).  There  is  no  very  great  merit  in  the  eaecutioa 
of  this  work ;  but  it  is  exceedingly  curious  and  interesting  as  an  au&et^ 
tic  antique  copy  of  a  work  in  bronze,  by  Phidias  himself,  which  la  men- 
tioned  by  Pliny.  It  represents  a  young  Apollo,  who  lias  just  laanched 
a  dart  at  a  lizard.  It  was  from  this  action  that  tlie  original  statue  took 
Its  name. 

The  hall  of  the  Roman  Emperocs  contains,  as  its  name  indicates, 
many  excellent  statues  and  busts  of  the  emperors ;  but  there  is  nothing 
calling  for  particular  notice,  except  a  colossal  head  in  relief  (40),  exe- 
cuted with  great  spirit,  yet  in  a  very  severe  and  grand  manoer.  Pass* 
ing  on  to  the  hall  of  the  Seasons,  we  find  a  most  charming  Venos(46)| 
uncommonly  perfect  as  to  preservation,  full  of  grace  and  nature,  ead^ 
upon  the  whole,  not  greatly  inferior  to  any  thing  else  of  the  kind  I  sm 
acquainted  with.  I  should  cavil  at  calling  this  lovely  representation  of 
a  mere  human  being  a  Veniis,  but  that  the  beauty  as  well  aa  the  power 
of  the  Greek  gods  and  goddesses  consisted  chiefly  in  their  beu^  little 
better,  either  in  mind  or  body,  than  the  people  who  worshipped  theok 
In  fact,  the  Greeks  worshipped  personifications  of  their  own  good  qua- 
lities, without  knowing  it ;  which  was  perhaps  the  best  method  that  cooU 
have  been  hit  upon  of  preserving  and  improving  those  qualities.  Here  is 
also  a  noble  and  most  poetical  Greek  head  (54]h— probably  of  a  wounded 
warrior.  He  is  casting  bis  regards  upwards ;  while  pain  is  breathing 
beautifully  from  his  lips,  and  sitting  on  his  brow  as  on  a  throne. 
There  is  a  spirit  of  life  in  these  Greek  busts  which  has  never  been 
given  to  marble  since.  Busts  were  afterwards,  and  indeed  are  even  ia 
our  own  time,  executed  with  great  taste,  spirit,  and  effect ;  but  they 
want  that  air  of  vitality  which  we  meet  with  in  these  relics  of  antiquity 
alone. 

Quitting  this  hall  we  enter  the  hall  of  Peace ;  the  principal  orna- 
ment of  which  is  a  noble  statue  of  Demosthenes  (92).  He  is  in  an  atti- 
tude of  deep  meditation.  The  bead  is  instinct  with  life  and  genius ; 
and  there  is  an  air  of  simple  nature  cast  over  the  whole  figure,  which 
renders  it  altogether  a  most  interesting  work.  In  the  hall  of  the  Kth 
mans,  which  joins  to  the  above,  there  are  several  objects  worthy  of 
particular  remark.  The  first  is  an  exquisitely  preserved  bast  of 
Geta  (97),  the  brother  and  colleague,  and  at  length  the  victim  of 
Caracaila.  It  is  carious  6n  account  of  the  great  rarity  of  representa- 
tipns  of  this  emperor,  as  Caracaila  is  supposed  to  have  taken  partlculsr 
pains  in  having  them  destroyed  after  Geta^s  death.  This  bust  Is  do  lesi 
curious  on  account  of  the  perfection  of  its  preservation,  and  the  extreme 
beauty  of  the  workmanship.  It  is  finished  like  a  gem,  and  In  this  re- 
spect may  rank  with  those  I  have  mentioned  of  Lucius  Verus*  Here 
Ss  also  a  very  interesting  statue  of  Julia  (118),  the  wife  of  Septlmos  Sc- 
verus,  and  mother  of  the  above-named  emperors.    It  has  the  rare  per- 
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Ikction  of  having  both  the  hands  antique ;  which  can  be  said  of  very 
few  other  stataes,  here  or  elsewhere.  The  arrangement  of  the  dra- 
pery about  the  head  and  body,  the  fashion  of  the  hair,  &c.  together 
with  the  character  of  simple  matronly  beauty  pervading  the  whole 
%ure  and  attitude,  make  this  statue  highly  deserving  of  study  and  at- 
tention. It  may  be  regarded  as  one  of  the  very  best  we  have  of  the 
time  to  which  it  belongs.  In  this  room  I  shall  only  mention  one  other 
object,  partly  on  account  of  its  intrinsic  merit,  but  chiefly  on  account 
of  an  interest  it  derives  from  the  striking  resemblance  it  bears  to  our 
great  tragic  actress.  The  work  I  allude  to  is  a  colossal  bust,  called  in 
the  catalogue  Romr  (116) ;  and  if  it  really  wad  intended  to  typify  that 
city,  the  resemblance  I  have  noticed  is  very  remarkable ;  for,  if  ever  a 
human  being  existed,  whose  air,  featqres,  and  expression  were  calcu- 
lated to  symbolize  to  the  imagination  Imperial  Rome  in  its ''  most  palmy 
state,'^  that  being  was  Mrs.  Siddons. 

Entering  the  hall  of  the  Centaur,  the  first  object  claiming  attention 
is  the  exquisite  work  which  gives  name  to  the  place  (134).  For  ad- 
mirable truth  and  distinctness  in  the  details,  force  and  vivacity  in  the 
expression,  and  ease  and  spirit  in  the  general  effect,  perhaps  there  is 
nothing  finer  than  this  statue  in  existence,  unless  it  be  the  Faun  and 
Infant  called  Silenus  and  Bacchus,  to  be  noticed  hereailer  in  the  hall 
of  the  Caryatides.  The  complicated  and  involved  nature  of  the  action 
(the  hands  of  the  Centaur  being  tied  behind  him,  and  his  head  and  body 
tomed  nearly  round  to  look  at  the  infant  genius  which  is  supposed  to 
have  subdued  him,  and  is  seated  triumphantly  on  his  back),  and  the 
truth  with  which  the  anatomical  effects  of  it  are  made  out,  indicate  at 
once  a  theoretical  knowledge,  and  a  practical  facility  of  eye  and  hand, 
that  are  truly  wonderful.  I  scarcely  know  whether  to  admire  or  la- 
ment the  modesty,  or  want  of  courage,  whichever  it  may  be,  that  pre- 
sents our  modem  artists  from  attempting  subjects  of  this  kind.  It  is 
humiliating  to  suppose  that  we  are  naturally  incapable  of  grappling  with 
8uch  subjects ;  and  there  seems  no  reason  d  prion  why  we  should  be  so : 
yet  I  am  afraid  the  mere  fact  of  our  not  attempting  them  proves  that  we 
are  incapable  of  them  ; — for  there  is  an  instinctive  feeling  in  the  human 
roind  as  to  its  own  powers,  which  scarcely  ever  deceives  it  There  is 
little  doubt  that  when  we  are  capable  of  rivalling  the  Greek  artists,  we 
shall  rival  them.  But  even  if  that  period  ever  should  arrive,  we  must 
not  hope  to  feel  ourselves  on  an  equality  with  them  in  point  of  merit ; 
for  it  must  never  be  forgotten  that  they  created  the  art  which  we  can  at 
best  but  revive.  This  work  has  the  additional  interest  of  being  an 
antique  repetition,  and  probably  by  the  same  hands,  of  two  smaller 
ones  still  existing  at  Rome,  and  bearing  the  names  and  country  of  the 
artists, — ^Aristeas  and  Papias,  of  Aphrodisias. — In  this  same  hall  we 
have  a  most  charming  statue  of  Bacchus  fl  48),  redolent  of  rich,  grace- 
ful, and  voluptuous  beauty.  It  seems  to  breathe  into  the  air  about  it  a 
sentiment  of  elegant  repose  which  is  to  be  felt  in  no  other  way  than 
through  the  medium  of  works  of  this  kind  ;  a  sentiment  which  has 
ceased  to  exist  as  a  reality,  and  can  be  enjoyed  in  imagination  alone  : 
but  perhaps  it  is  not  the  less  desirable  or  the  less  effective  on  that  ac- 
count.— It  is  in  this  hall  that  we  meet  with  the  three  exquisite  busts  of 
Lucius  Verus,  to  which  I  have  alluded  above  (140, 145, 149).  It  also 
contains  Que  other,  of  Marcus  Aurelius  (138),  of  similar  workmanship. 
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The  hall  ofDiana,  besides  a  magDificeot  foantaio  ta  the  centre,  and 
several  other  admirable  works,  coatains  the  celebrated  Diana  from 
which  it  is  named  ( 1 78).  This  is  undoubtedly  a  work  of  great  beauty  ; 
but  I  hardly  think  it  merits  the  reputation  it  bears.  To  me  there  is 
somewhat  of  a  modem  air  about  it,  which  seems  to  indicate  that  it 
was  done  by  an  inferior  hand,  and  probably  in  an  inferior  age.  It 
is  executed  with  great  taste  and  precision  ;  but  it  wants  that  freedom 
and  fucillty,  and  also  that  natural  truth  and  simplicity  of  character, 
which  belong  to  the  best  works  of  the  best  age  of  Greece.  Without 
pretending  to  possess  any  better  ground  for  the  opinion  than  tliat  of 
mere  feeling,  1  should  conceive  this  statue  to  be  of  Roman  and  not  of 
Greek  workmanship.  The  hall  of  the  Candelabra,  which  we  now  enter, 
takes  its  name  from  a  most  splendid  tripod  (208),  which,  if  it  really 
were  what  it  seems  to  be,  would  be  unrivalled  in  its  kind.  It  is  still, 
however,  very  curious  and  interesting  on  account  of  its  having  been 
constructed  by  the  justly  celebrated  Piranesi,  as  an  ornament  for  ids 
own  tomb,  ^he  different  parts  of  which  it  is  composed  are  all  antique ; 
but  they  have  been  collected  from  different  sources,  and  tlie  present  ar- 
rangenient  of  them  tis  a  single  work  is  alt<^ether  arbitrary  and  modern. 
Perhaps  this  renders  the  work,  elegant  as  it  is,  somewhat  cot  of  place 
in  the  present  collection.  It  is,  however,  the  only  one  of  wluchtbis 
complaint  can  be  made. 

We  now,  on  entering  the  hall  of  the  Tiber,  stand  before  one  of  tbe 
loveliest  and  most  perfect  pieces  of  workmanship  in  the  worM;  and 
one  peculiarly  interesting  to  us  of  the  present  time,  as  being  an  ac- 
quirement of  our  own  day.  1  allude  to  the  Greek  statue  now  generally 
known  by  the  name  of  the  Venus  Victrix,  which  was  discovered  in  the 
year  1820,  in  the  island  of  Milo,  the  ancient  Melos.  This  exquisite 
work,  of  which  there  is  no  account  in  the  catalogue,  was  dog  up  in 
several  fragments  by  a  Greek  peasant,  and  by  him  sold  to  an  agent  of 
the  Marquis  de  Riviere,  French  ambassador  at  the  Ottoman  court; 
who  presented  it  to  the  Royal  Museum.  The  French,  when  they  hap- 
pen to  possess  themselves  of  a  really  valuable  acquisition  of  this  kind, 
are  apt  to  make  more  stir  about  its  merits  than  an  impartial  examination 
of  them  will  warrant ;  but  it  must  be  confessed  that  in  the  present 
instance  they  have  not  subjected  themselves , to  this  imputation  :  for  in 
fact  they  could  not  do  so.  The  Venus  Victrix,  or  whatever  name  it 
may  be  entitled  to,  for  it  will  '^  smell  as  sweet  by  any  other  name,^'  is 
well  worthy  of  all  the  admiration,  not  only  that  has  been,  but  that  can 
be  bestowed  upon  it.  Words  cannot  speak  its  beauties,  much  less  over- 
rate them.  It  is  faultless  in  its  class,  and  its  class  is  the  highest  in 
art.  It  is  a  perfectly  pure  and  natural  representation  of  perlectly 
pure  and  natural  female  beauty ;  and  if,  according  to  the  opinion  of 
some  of  its  critics,  it  is  no  more  than  this,  to  have  been  more  it  must 
have  been  less.  If  the  genius  of  the  artist  has  endowed  his  Promethean 
creation  with  nothing  beyond  the  breath  and  motion  of  merely  hmnan 
life,  it  is  not  only  because  he  knew  of  nothing  beyond  these,  but  be- 
cause he  knew,  that  even  if  he  could  have  achieved  any  thing  beyond, 
it  would  not  have  been  calculated  permanently  to  anect  either  the 
feelings  or  the  imagination  of  merely  human  beings.  In  paying  the 
homage  of  our  admiration  to  the  ineffable  beauties  of  this  divine  statue, 
we  worship — not  a  vague  and  abstract  notion  of  that  "  which  never 
was  on  sea  or  land,''  but  a  real  actual  image  of  that  which.  ^^  was,  and 
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Is,  and  is  to  come.^'  Idtal  beauty  is  a  contradiction  in  terms,  as  it  respects 
the  human  imagination,  and  refers  to  the  expression  of  the  human  form ; 
and  it  means  less  than  nothing,  where  it  does  not  mean  an  image  of  reai 
remembered  beauty :  combined  and  assorted,  indeed,  but  not  invented. 
in  fact  I  conceive  that  art  departs  from  its  due  and  appointed  course, 
where  it  attempts  to  create  any  thing  but  combinations  alone. 

I  have  next  to  speak  of  the  Gladiator  (262),  in  the  ball  of  that 
name.  This  statue  is  perhaps  upon  the  whole  the  most  valuable  in 
the  present  collection,  both  on  account  of  the  style  and  character  of 
its  execution,  and  the  perfect  state  of  preservation  in  which  it  remains. 
In  fact,  it  is  little  if  at  all  inferior  to  any  thing  of  the  kind  in  existence. 
It  represents  a  naked  warrior,  in  the  act  of  at  once  receiving  and  re« 
turning  a  blow,  which,  if  not  warded,  must  evidently  be  mortal  on  cither 
side.  By  the  peculiar  attitude  of  the  figure,  the  imaginary  enemy 
must  either  be  on  horseback,  or  in  a  war-chariot.  For  admirable  skill 
and  truth  in  the  anatomical  details,  this  work  may  rank  with  the  noble 
fragment  named  the  Ilyssus,  from  the  Parthenon ;  and  for  characteristic 
spirit  and  force  in  the  general  effect,  as  a  single  figure  engaged  in  a 
certain  action,  and  expressing  a  certain  moral  and  physical  purpose,  it 
is  no  less  admirable  and  perfect.  It  tells  its  own  story  better  than  any 
inscribed  words  could  do  for  it.  In  its  living  features,  we  read,  as  in  a 
book,  added  to  the  consciousness  of  comparative  safety  arising  from 
superiority  of  skill,  the  knowledge  of  impending  danger,  the  collected 
will  to  meet  it,  and  the  cautious  preparation  to  return  it  tenfold  on  the 
bringer.  As  a  single  figure,  this  excellent  work  claims  to  rank  in  the 
same  class  with  the  Dying  Warrior,  or  Qladiator,  of  the  Capitol ;  and 
it  also  in  many  respects  resembles  the  celebrated  Discobolus,  which  is 
the  chief  ornament  of  our  own  collection  at  the  British  Museum.  This 
statne  possesses  the  additional  interest  of  having  the  scuiptor^s  name 
(Agasias  of  Ephesus,  the  son  of  Dositheus)  engraved  on  it ;  and  it 
may  perhaps  be  considered  as  the  most  ancient  one  claiming  this  dis- 
tinction. 

Having  been  led  to  devote  more  space  than  I  at  first  intended  to  a 
few  of  the  principal  works  in  this  noble  collection,  I  find  that  my  limits 
compel  me  to  pass  over  the  remainder  with  a  very  slight  notice ;  and  I 
regret  also  that  1  have  little  room  left  to  speak  of  the  many  admirable 
pictures  which  still  grace  the  gallery  above  stairs.  I  can  merely  name 
a  few  of  the  principal  objects  which  enrich  the  halls  that  we  have  not 
yet  passed  through.  In  the  hall  of  Pallas  there  is  a  statue  of  Polymnia 
(306),  curious  from  the  uncommonly  clever  manner  in  which  it  has  been 
restored  or  rather  created,  from  a  mere  hint  of  the  original  fragment 
No  part  of  it  is  antique  but  the  drapery  round  the  lower  part  of  the 
body  and  feet  The  colossal  Pallas  (310),  which  gives  name  to  the 
hall,  is  also  well  worth  study  and  attention.  Its  style  and  character 
are  similar  to  those  of  the  grand  figure  of  Melpomene  (348),  which  is 
tlie  chief  ornament  of  the  next  hall,  in  the  hall  of  Isis,  which  joins 
to  that  of  Melpomene,  we  find  three  most  curious  and  interesting  ob- 
jects :  a  stotue  of  Isis  (369),  in  black  marble,  of  admirable  workman- 
eliip,  in  which  the  Greek  and  Egyptian  styles  are  singularly  blended 
together;  a  statue  of  Egyptian  workmanship  (361),  probably  the  best 
specimen  we  possess  of  the  state  to  which  art  had  reached  before  it 
arrived  at  absolute  perfection  among  the  Greeks ;  and  a  magnificent 
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Altar  (378),  dedicated  to  the  Twelve  Gods,  in  rerylow  relief,  and  ha 
Btyle  scarcely  inferior  to  that  of  the  great  work  formerly  enriching  the 
cella  of  the  Parthenon. 

In  the  three  following  halls  we  meet  with  several  charming  statoes, 
and  some  admirable  bas-reliefs,  but  nothing  calling  for  very  particolar 
notice,  except  the  Hermaphrodite  (461 ),  in  the  hall  of  Hercules.    This 
fine  and  singalar  work  is  a  repetition  or  imitation  of  that  in  the  hall  of 
the  Caryatides ;  and  they  are  both  equally  worthy  of  admiration.    The 
last  statue  I  shall  notice  is  the  Faun  and  Infant  (706).  (called  Silenus 
and  Bacchus)  in  this  last  department  of  the  sculpture.     In  its  way  I 
conceive  that  this  statue  cannot  be  surpassed.    Added  to  an  inimitable 
deg^ree  of  ease,  elegance,  and  graceful  repose,  there  is  a  rich  racy 
spirit  of  joyous  exhilaration,  exuding,  as  it  were,  from  every  part  of 
the  work,  which  is  truly  wonderful,  considering  the  material  of  which 
it  consists.     It  has  more  of  the  rich  nut-brown  effect  of  one  of  Titiao^s 
figures  (some  of  those,  for  example,  in  his  Bacchus  in  Naxos),  than  of 
a  cold  marble  statue.     The  anatomical  details,  too,  are  inimitably  fine 
and  true. — I  cannot  quit  this  hall  without  expressing  the  delighted  ad- 
miration that  never  fails  to  seize  and  wrap  me  all  about,  whenever  I 
gaze  on  that  exquisite  work,  the  Borgbese  Vase  (711,)  wliich  so  nobly 
occupies  the  centre  of  this  chamber.     It  is  the  finest  anacreontic  that 
ever  was  written :  and  moreover  it  transports  us  to  the  ^^  Bella  eta  del' 
oro,"  with  more  expedition,  and  in  a  fitter  condition  to  appreciate  and 
enjoy  it,  than  all  the  labour  of  Sir  Philip  Sidney  can,  added  to  all  the 
voluptuous  ease  even  of  Tasso  himself. 

I  the  less  regret  having  left  myself  little  space  to  speak  of  the  col- 
lection of  pictures  belonging  to  this  Museum,  as,  notwitlistiinding  the 
magnificent  effect  it  produces  as  a  eoup^cnl^  the  gallery  which  contains 
them  is  the  worst  adapted  for  its  purpose  of  any  that  ever  was  erected. 
In  fact,  on  account  of  the  lights  all  coming  from  nde  windows,  not 
more  than  one  picture  in  four  can  be  seen  at  all ;  and  none  can  be  seen 
with  any  thing  like  their  full  effect.  Besides  which,  this  gallery,^  though 
it  possesses  many  admirable  pictures,  and  some  few  that  are  first-rate, 
and  even  unrivalled,  is  far  from  being  either  a  very  agreeable  collec- 
tion, or  a  very  complete  one.  There  is,  moreover,  a  strange  and  in- 
congruous mixture  of  old  and  modem  masters,  which  produces  an 
effect  altogether  displeasing  and  French. — The  finest  picture  in  this 
collection  is  unquestionably  the  Deluge,  by  Poussin  (120.)  There  is  a 
depth  and  a  truth  of  imagination  infused  into  every  part  of  it,  which 
give  it  a  character  of  power  and  sublimity,  that  its  small  size  and  the 
high  finish  of  its  execution  cannot  take  away.  There  is  not  a  person 
introduced  in  the  picture  who  is  not  felt  to  be  dying  many  deaths  instead 
of  one ;  and  nothing  can  be  more  impressive,  and  at  the  same  time  more 
natural  and  judicious,  than  the  means  by  which  this  effect  is  produced. 
Though  this  is  one  of  the  smallest,  it  is  perhaps  the  very  finest  of  all 
Poussin^s  works.  It  exhibits  all  the  good  qualities  by  which  his  pencil 
was  distinguished,  and  not  a  single  one  of  his  faults.  Here  are  some 
admirable  portraits  by  Titian,  and  some  others  of  his  pieces ;  but  the 
portraits  are  incomparably  the  best.  Among  the  finest  of  the  latter  are 
those  of  Alphonso  d^Avalos  and  his  mistress  (1126);  of  Francis  1.  of 
France  (1 125)  ;  of  the  Cardinal  Hypolito  de'  Medici  (1 124)  ;  and  one, 
inimitably  fine,  of  a  man  dressed  in  black  (1127). — ^Among  several 
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other  admirable  pictares  by  Leonardo  da  Vinci,  there  is  one  ^982) 
(said  to  be  a  portrait  of  Monna  Lisa,  the  wife  of  a  gentleman  of  Flo- 
rence) vrhich,  for  intense  sweetness  and  depth  of  feminine  expression,! 
have  never  seen  eqaalied.  There  is  also  a  portrait  of  Bacio  Bandinelli 
(1 103),  by  Sebastian  del  Piombo,  which  is  perfect  in  its  kind,  and  in  no 
respect  inferior  to  the  best  of  Titian^s.  Leaving  the  Italian  school,  of 
which  there  are  few  other  works  that  struck  us  as  possessing  a  sur* 
passing  degree  of  merit, — ^it  only,remains  for  me  to  notice  the  Flemish 
and  Dutch  works  contained  in  this  gallery. — By  Rubens  we  have  the 
whole  of  the  Catharine  de'  Medici  pictures,  from  the  Luxejnburg  gal- 
lery :  a  series  of  pictures  too  well  known  to  need  description.  They 
have  been  taken  from  their  much  more  appropriate  situation  in  a  gal- 
lery exclusively  their  own,  and  placed  here  among  more  than  a  thousand 
other  pictures,  where  their  peculiar  merits  can  neither  be  seen  nor  felt. 
— By  Van  Dyke  there  are  several  noble  pictures,  chiefly  portraits,  in 
his  very  finest  and  richest  style.  In  Rembrandts  the  gallery  is  very 
poor,  except  in  a  few  cabinet  works,  one  of  which  (579)  (Jesus  breaking 
bread  with  his  Disciples  at  Emaus)  is  curious  as  well  from  its  other 
merits,  characteristic  of  this  extraordinary  artist,  as  from  its  being 
finished  equal  to  Gerard  Dow. — By  the  Flemish  landscape-painters  here 
are  few  works  claiming  particular  notice,  except  a  lovely  Paul  Potter 
(565),  sweet  and  bright  as  nature  itself,  and  three  most  exquisite  gems 
by  Cuyp  (354,  5,  6),  glowing  with  light  and  life,  and  equal  to  any  of 
his  works. 

In  concluding  this  slight  notice  of  Ths  Loutre  in  1822,  I  cannot 
but  feel  how  inadequate  must  be  any  thing  I  have  said,  or  could  have 
said,  to  satisfy  the  feelings  of  those  who  have  visited'  this  magnificent 
emporium  of  Art,  or  to  convey  a  just  notion  of  its  splendours  to  those 
who  have  not :  but  it  should  be  remembered,  that  all  I  have  attempted 
or  hoped  has  been,  to  recall  to  the  former  of  these  what  cannot  be  too 
often  present  with  them,  and  to  enable  such  of  the  latter  as  may  only 
have  an  opportunity  of  taking  a  cursory  view  of  this  vast  collection, 
to  fix  at  once  upon  those  portions  of  it  which  are,  as  it  seems  to  me, 
the  most  worthy  of  their  attention  and  admiration. 
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I  SAW,  while  the  earth  was  at  rest. 

And  the  curtains  of  I^eaven  were  glowing, 
A  breeze  full  of  balm  from  the  west 

O'er  the  face  of  a  sleepy  lake  blowing : 
It  ruffled  a  wave  on  its  shore, 

And  the  stillness  to  billows  was  broken  s 
The  gale  left  it  calm  as  before  ;— 

It  slept,  as  if  never  awoken. 

Not  thus  with  the  dull  tide  of  life : 

One  cheek  may  be  furrowM  by  weeping. 
While,  free  from  the  breetes  of  strife. 

Another  in  peace  may  be  sleeping. 
The  wave  once  disturbed  by  the  breeze 

Can  tranquilly  sleep  again  never 
Till  destiny  chill  it,  and  freeze 

The  calm  it  had  broken  for  ever. 
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£greicitque  m€dendo.'^^£«Xi0« 

One  half  of  mankind  appear  to  be  constantly  deyising  means  far 
throwing  away  their  lives,  whilst  another,  and  far  from  inconsiderable 
portion,  are  occupied  in  endeavours  to  prolong  their  mortal  leases. 
Here  we  see  the  flame  extinguished  by  carelessness,  there  it  bums 
faint  from  constant  fanning.  The  former  class  seem  to  suppose  that 
they  bear  a  charmed  life,  that  the  better  part  of  Kehama^s  curse  is 
upon  them,  that  heat  will  not  injure,  nor  cold  chill,  nor  water  drown 
them ;  and  that,  like  Major  Longbow  himself,  they  cannot  die  if  they 
would.  The  latter,  on  the  contrary,  lore  '*  the  pomp,  pride,  and  cir- 
cumstance^'  of  sickness,  and  have  a  strong  natural  taste  for  physic, 
flannel,  and  barley-water  :  they  weigh  their  meat,  drop  their  wine, 
feel  their  pulse  till  it  flutters,  are  hourly  examiners  of  the  tints  of  their 
tongues,  know  every  symptomatic  shade  of  red,  white,  and  brown, 
and  consider  those  as  the  best-employed  moments  of  their  existence  in 
which  they  are  sipping  water-gruel,  taking  alteratives,  or  promoting 
gentle  perspiration.  These  unfortunate  creatures,  if  asked  how  tbey 
live,  might  answer,  like  the  victims  of  the  Mal-aria,  ^'  We  die  ;^  for 
they  eat,  speak,  and  act  as  if  they  saw  the  sword  of  Damocles  con- 
stantly suspended  above  their  heads.  We  allude  not,  of  course,  to 
those  who  are  really  ill,  and  to  whom  care  and  caution  are  duties,  but 
to  that  tolerably  large  class  of  invalids  who,  if  they  did  not  think  of 
their  ailments,  would  have  no  ailments  to  think  about.  ^  When  the 
head  ^s  void^  the  body 's  delicate,''  and  food  for  the  mind  would  in  some 
cases  be  more  beneficial  than  physic  for  the  body.  Single  women 
without  lovers,  and  married  ones  without  children,  if  they  have  not  a 
party  to  prepare  for,  a  flounce  to  embroider,  or  a  new  novel  to  read, 
arc  sometimes  obliged  to  lie  on  a  sofa,  do  nothing,  and  think  of  their 
nerves.  It  has  been  said,  ^^  Te  felice,  o  pastorella,  che  non  sai  che 
cosa  ^  amore.^'    But  I  would  translate  this  as  follows : 

^^  Blest  above  her  sex  the  lady 
'  'Who  knowi  nothing  about  nerves.*' 

The  less  these  sensitive  cobwebs  are  thought  about,  the  better  it  is  for 
the  peace  of  their  owners  :  ignorance  of  them  may,  indeed,  be  called  a 
blissful  ignorance. 

In  our  climate,  intellectual  discipline  and  exertion  are  particularly 
required  in  order  to  counteract  the  efiects  of  the  varying  preasare  oi 
the  atmosphere.  This  will,  in  a  few  hours,  increase  from  one  hundred 
weight  to  half  a  ton,  and  what  can  become  of  the  head  which  hv  only 
a  vacuum  to  oppose  to  so  enormous  a  pressure  ?  The  busy  may  com- 
plain of  the  day,  but  have  no  time  to  think  of  iu  efiiects ;  while  the  idle 
remark  every  slight  sensation  in  their  frames,  smell  to  ether,  drink 
camphor  julap,  and 'threaten  themselves  with  fever,  asthma,  or  apo- 
plexy. 

^^  £t  je  saia  m^me  sur  ce  fait 
Bon  nombre  d^bommes  qui  sont  femmes.** 
One  might  as  well  be  in  an  apothecary's  shop  or  a  dissecting-room  as 
in  company  with  one  of  these  tnalades  imaginaires :  so  much  chewing 
of  magnesia  and  ipecacuanha  lozenges,  so  strong  a  smell  of  peppermint 
and  ether,  so  much  said  about  (he  various  secretions  and  operations 


of  the  hnmaD  body.  They  talk  of  bile  till  their  hearers  are  sick ; 
praise  rhubarb,  camomile,  and  asafoetida,  as  if  oastiness  were  the  pledge 
of  wholesomeness ;  are  always  qualmish  or  feverish ;  have  a  strange 
throbbing  in  their  temples,  or  an  alarming  palpitation  of  the  heart, 
and  perhaps  make  one  feel  their  pulse,  or  look  down  their  throat  in 
search  of  an  ulcer  or  an  elongated  uvula.  Tbey  would  think  it  a  dis- 
grace to  say  they  were  well,  and  apparently  would  reverse  the  Italian 
proverb,  ^^  Chi  ha  la  sanita  e  ricco  e  non  lo  sa.''  The  society  of  a 
real  invalid  is  much  more  agreeable  than  that  of  one  of  these  fanciful 
people.  The  former  describes  the  symptoms  and  treatment  of  but  (mm 
complaint,  but  the  latter  cannot  condescend  to  have  less  than  a  com- 
plication of  disorders.  A  Fezzan  proverb  says,  ^^  Give  aMorzoukowi 
your  finger,  he  will  beg  first  the  elbow,  and  then  the  shoulder-bone  as 
keepsakes ;"  and  of  a  hypochondriacal  patient  one  may  vrith  truth 
affirm,  ^^  Grant  him  a  cold  in  the  head,  and  he  will  make  you  pity  him 
for  pleurisy  or  peripneumony."  In  real  illness,  too,  there  is  often  a 
resignation  and  reserve,  a  sort  of  shrinking  from  pity  and  disclosure  ; 
while  the  fanciful  draw  on  your  compassion  till  you  are  wearied,  and 
describe  circumstances  and  effects  till  minuteness  excites  disgust. 
Strange,  indeed,  it  is  that  any  should  voluntarily  clothe  themselves 
with  infirmity !  Alas !  there  is  enough  in  a  sick  chamber  to  lower  the 
pride  of  the  proudest,  the  vanity  of  the  most  vain  Terrible  is  the 
tax  there  paid  to  the  mortal  part  of  man.  There  the  mind  quails  un* 
der  the  power  of  the  dust  it  tries  to  despise  ;  there  delicacy  suffers 
martyrdom,  energy  faints,  fortitude  is  overcome,  genius  extinguished, 
temper  lost.  There  strength  and  independence  are  propped  on  pil- 
lows and  fed  by  another^s  hand ;  there  heroism  learns  to  weep,  and  pa- 
tience to  complain ;  the  philosopher  is  surprised  at  the  superiority  of 
opium  to  reasoning ;  the  Christian  starts  at  his  own  unwilling  mur- 
murs. There  all  that  once  pleased  becomes  wearisome ;  the  imagi- 
nation loathes  music,  mirth,  and  feasting ;  the  memory  flies  from  scenes 
of  wild  joy  and  laughter,  of  splendour,  gaiety,  and  show,  and  lingers 
round  those  calm  resting-places  which  once  perhaps  seemed  dull  and 
cheerless ;  there  lessons  are  learned  in  an  hour,  which  a  long  life  had 
failed  to  teach. 

I  went  lately  to  see  a  friend  in  Northamptonshire,  with  whom  I  had 
been  at  college.    We  had  not  met  for  many  years,  but,  being  in  bis 
neighbourhood,  I  wrote  to  announce  my  intention  of  paying  hinxa  visit. 
I  received  a  friendly  reply,  in  which  Mr.  6.  requested  me  to  spend  a 
few  days  with  him,  begged  me  to  excuse  the  habits  and  hours  of  an  in- 
valid, and  informed  me  that  he  dined  at  two  o^clock.    At  Oxford  he 
was  gay,  stout,  and  healthy,  and  1  was  grieved  at  the  sad  change  which 
his  letter  indicated.    I  arrived  at  his  house  about  one,  and  was  shewn 
into  a  drawing-room,  full  of  the  insignia  of  sickness :  sofas,  foot-stools, 
easy-chairs,  in  more  than  customary  profusion ;  a  few  phials  and  pill- 
boxes on  the  mantelpiece  ;  a  wine-glass  and  spoon,  a  tea-pot,  a  baked 
apple,  and  some  orange-chips  ranged  on  a  small  table,  and  a  red  silk 
nig'ht-cap  on  one  of  the  cushions  of  the  sofa,  which  stood  near  this 
collection  of  invalid  necessaries.     The  only  things  that  appeared  in- 
consistent with  the  general  style  of  the  apartment,  were  some  battle- 
dores and  shuttlecocks,  a  skipping-rope,  and  a  pair  of  dumb  bells  which 
I  observed  in  one  comer  of  the  room*    On  a  cabinet  lay  a  few  books, 
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which  I  foand  to  he  Bachan^s  Medicine,  a  Dispensatory,  ^  Sir  J.  Sinchdf 
on  Health  and  Liong^eyity,''  a  well-thnmhed  yolume  called  *^  Peptic 
Precepts,''  "  The  Diary  of  an  Invalid,''  of  which  only  a  few  pages  were  . 
cut,  and  two  or  three  devotional  publications  of  a  rather  melancholy 
cast.  I  began  to  suspect  the  nature  of  my  friend's  complaint ;  and 
just  as  I  was  murmuring  Seneca's  reflection,  that  "  Retirement  and 
leisure  without  letters  are  death,"  the  door  opened,  and  Mr.  fi.  enter> 
ed  the  room.  In  person  he  was  little  altered,  but  the  ezpreasioo  of 
his  countenance  was  totally  changed.  There  were  lines  of  discontent 
on  his  forehead,  wrinkles  of  complaint  on  the  upper  part  of  his  nose, 
and  constant  self-compassion  had  drawn  down  the  comers  of  his  mouth. 
His  voice,  too,  as  I  found  when  he  spoke,  had  acquired  those  tiresome, 
whining  tones  which  usually  accompany  beggary  and  hypochondriasis. 
The  first  compliments  paid,  I  inquired  aflter  his  health,  he  shook  Ids 
head,  and  with  a  smile  of  melancholy  resignation  replied,  ^  Moriiunu 
te  ialutat,''^  (a  dying  man  salutes  yon.^  I  ventured  to  rally  him  on  loir- 
ness  of  spirits,  and  to  compliment  him  on  his  looks,  hot  my  remarks 
seemed  to  fret  him  exceedingly,  and  to  exasperate  bis  ailments.  He 
threw  himself  languidly  on  a  chair,  took  out  a  vinaigrette,  said  he  was 
heated  by  the  agitation  my  arrival  had  occasioned,  that  his  pulse  was 
much  accelerated,  that  no  one  knew  what  he  suffered  but  himself,  that 
nothing  could  be  more  deceitful  than  outward  appearance,  that  at  that 
very  moment  his  heart  was  palpitating  in  the  most  alarming  manner, 
that  he  believed  he  had  an  enlargement  of  the  heart,  or  water  on  the 
chest    To  all  this  there  was  no  reply  to  be  made  but  expressions  of 

Eity  and  condolence ;  these  seemed  to  soothe  his  temper,  hut  to  lower 
is  spirits.  Every  minute  produced  a  fresh  complaint ;  his  liver  was 
ulcerated,  his  lungs  inflamed,  he  had  a  determination  of  blood  to  the 
head ;  life  was  only  preserved  by  his  own  incessant  care  and  the  coo- 
stant  attention  of  his  physician,  but  nothing  could  repair  the  natural 
weakness  of  his  constitution,  increased  as  this  had  been  by  the  sad  life 
he  had  led  at  college. 

As  I  had  always  considered  him  a  remarkably  regular  man,  I  could 
not  help  asking  what  he  meant  by  ^^  a  sad  life.'^'*  ^^  What  do  I  mean. 
Sir  ?"  replied  my  friend.  ^  Did  I  not  drink  beer  at  my  meals  ?  Did  i 
ever  masticate  my  food  properly,  ever  assist  the  gastric  juice  ?  Had  I 
ever  even  heard  of  the  gastric  juice  ?  Why  I  have  frequently  drunk  strong 
coSee  without  milk,  wine  after  cream,  custard  after  fish!^  I  am  oftea 
surprised  how  my  wretched  constitution  resisted  such  indiscretion.'' 

"  But,  my  dear  Sir,"  replied  I,  "  if  so  strict  a  regimen  were  univer- 
sally necessary,  the  nation  would  be  extinct  ere  long." 

"  You  might  all  live  longer,  if  you  would,"  said  Mr.  B.  "  Galen 
lived  to  one  hundred  and  forty  years,  by  nursing  a  delicate  constitudoo. 
But  /  am  a  particular  instance,  and  ought  not  to  regulate'  myself  by 
common  rules.  Perhaps  you  are  not  aware,  my  dear  Sir,  of  the  mis- 
fortune to  which  I  allude  ;  perhaps  you  do  not  know  that  1  was  a«evee- 
months'  child,  which  is,  in  my  opinion,  little  better  than  an  abortion/' 

The  solemnity  with  which  the  latter  part  of  this  speech  wak  ottered, 
and  the  contrast  betwcen'the  tall  strong-built  man  before  me,  and  the 
image  which  his  words  had  called  up,  proved  almost  too  much  for  my 
gravity :  fortunately  the  ringing  of  a  bell  drew  oflF  my  friend's  atten- 
tion ;  it  was  a  signal  for  him  to  take  two  or  three  pills ;  and  I  left  ium 
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In  the  interestlDg  employment,  while  I  repaired  to  my  room  to  dress 
for  dinner.  ' 

Onr  meal  was  a  transaction  of  considerable  length,  as  Mr.  B.  was  the 
most  deliberate  eater  1  ever  dined  with ;  and  he  seemed  to  think  no 
time  or  pains  should  be  spared  where  the  interests  of  the  gastric  juice 
were  coDcemed.  He  was  to  himself  a  more  strict  physician  than  San- 
cho^s  tormentor :  he  seemed  to  apprehend  poison  in  every  dish,  except 
his  half  raw  mutton-chop,  and  his  insipid  bread-pudding.  Indigestion, 
like  a  tremendous  phantom,  glanced  terribly  from  puff-paste  and  stewed 
cucumber ;  gout  was,  as  it  were,  personified  in  a  made-dish  ;  flatulency 
blew  its  horrors  out  of  the  soup-tureen,  and  jaundice,  grim  with  yellow- 
ness, peeped  out  of  the  butter-boats.  My  poor  friend  drank  nothing  at 
dinner,  in  obedience  to  Abemethy,  and  sipped  his  one  glass  of  wine  in 
conformity  with  Dr.  Kitchener's  advice,  who,  1  found,  was  Mr.  B.'s 
oracle  at  present,  and  to  whose  "  Peptic  Precepts"  he  referred  on  all 
occasions.  He  was  the  author  of  that  inestimable  book ;  his  Peristaltic 
Persuaders  it  was  that  I  had  seen  swallowed  Imlf  an  hour  before  dinner. 
In  obedience  to  him^  too,  my  friend,  immediately  after  dinner,  threw 
himself  on  the  sofa,  and  endeavoured,  by  silence  and  sleep,  to  afford 
leisure  to  all  the  energies  of  his  body  to  assist  in  the  most  important 
office  of  digestion.  While  I  ate  fruit  and  drank  wine,  cruelly  regard- 
less of  troubling  my  gastric  juice,  Mr.  B.  lay  in  obedient  quiescence, 
una]  lured  by  the  peaches  which,  from  my  plate,  ^^  a  savoury  odour 
blew  ;"  and  it  was  not  till  he  had  devoted  three  quarters  of  an  hour  to 
this  amiable  employment,  that  he  sat  up  and  began  to  play  the  host, 
and  converse  with  his  g*iest 

Conversation,  however,  flagged  terribly  for  some  time.  In  vain  I 
tried  politics,  literature,  science :  Mr.  B.  spoke  with  languor  and  indif^ 
ference  on  all,  and  seemed  to  be  more  occupied  by  varying  his  position 
every  five  minutes,  in  order  to  promote  brisk  circulation,  than  by  the 
state  of  the  nation,  the  prospects  of  the  Greeks,  or  ^^  The  Fortunes  of 
Nig^el."  He  observed,  indeed,  that  the  House  of  Commons  was  too 
small,  and  that  the  air  must  be  corrupted  in  half  an  hour ;  of  any  other 
corruption  he  thought  and  cared  but  little,  and  the  state  of  the  mem- 
bers^ langs  seemed  a  matter  of  more  importance  than  that  of  their  prin- 
ciples or  opinions.  When  I  asked  him  if  he  had  quite  given  up  our  old 
friends  the  ancients,  he  answered  in  the  affirmative,  and  said  tbere  was 
nothing  to  be  learned  from  them  but  the  custom  of  lying  down  at  meals, 
and  that  of  destroying  weakly  children,  which  ought  to  be  adopted  in 
all  countries.  ^^  What  were  their  heroes,"  continued  he,  '^  but  fools 
and  madmen  ?  What  was  Alexander  himself  but  an  impudent  boy,  who 
would  fall  asleep  under  a  tree,  bathed  when  he  was  heated,  and  drink 
till  he  was  ill  T 

Recollecting  that  I  had  seen  ^^  The  Diary  of  an  Invalid"  among  the 
books  in  the  drawing-room,  I  asked  if  Mr.  B.  did  not  find  it  very 
amusing.  "  As  to  amusing,"  he  replied  with  considerable  asperity, 
^^  I  know  not  what  those  may  think  it,  who  read  for  descriptions  of 
churches  and  pictures  ;  but  of  this  1  am  certain,  that  it  is  the  most  com- 
plete imposition  ever  published.  I  am  astonished  that  any  respectable 
bookseller  could  lend  his  name  to  so  gross  a  deceit.  Attracted  by  the 
title,  1  sent  for  it  immediately,  and  was  impatient  till  it  arrived.  1  ex- 
pected an  account  of  symptoms  and  treatment,  of  medical  practice 
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abroad,  of  the  effect  of  climate,  modes  of  Hiliigf^  &c  on  a  weak  con- 
stitution ;  I  expected  a  list  of  physicians  and  chemists,  directions  where 
to  get  the  best  drugs,  kc. ;  in  short,  I  expected  ^  The  Diaty  of  an  In- 
Talid,^  and  I  found  a  mere  book  of  travels.^' 

Against  such  accusations  as  these  I  had  nothing  to  oier  fa  Mr. 
Matthew's  defence  ;  and  in  order  to  change  the  convenation,  I  adced 
what  sort  of  society  Mr.  B.'s  neighbourhoml  afforded. 

»  Very  bad,  Sir,  thank  God  !  very  bad,  nothing  bat  fbziranten  and 
sportsmen.  To  this  circumstance  I  owe  my  life.  Pleasant  society 
would  divert  me  from  proper  attention  to  my  health.  I  shonid  forget 
the  peculiarities  of  my  constitution,  I  should  forget  I  was  a  seveo- 
months'  child  without  strength  or  stamina.*'  ^^  But,  my  good  friend," 
replied  I,  "  you  must  be  terribly  dull ;  you  ought  to  marry :  a  Mrs.  B. 
would  amuse  you  when  well,  and  nurse  yon  when  ill.'' 

^^  A  Mrs.  B."  he  hastily  interrupted,  ^^  would  kill  me  In  three  months. 
No,  no.  Sir,  there  is  not  a  woman  in  the  worid  fit  to  be  my  wife.  1 
should  be  obliged  to  sleep  on  a  feather  l>ed  with  the  curtains  drawn 
round  me  ;  I  should  be  made  to  go  out  in  an  east  wind,  then  be  brooght 
into  a  room  heated  like  an  oven  ;  perhaps  I  should  be  quizzed  oot  of 
my  flannel  waistcoat,  and  laughed  at  for  putting  on  this  silk  cap  wben 
1  find  myself  in  a  perspiration.  Then  how  would  it  be  possible  to  get 
my  digesting  nap  aAer  dinner  f  or  how  could  my  weak  nerves  bear  the 
thoughtless  perseverance  of  a  lady's  conversation  ?  No,  I  am  not  fit  to 
marry  ;  I  am  much  happier  by  myself.  A  wife  would  be  of  no  me 
except  to  play  at  battledore  and  shuttlecock  with  me  ;  and  that  one  of 
my  servants  does  every  morning  when  the  weather  will  not  permit  me 
to  take  other  exercise." 

^  Upon  my  honour,  Sir,"  said  I,  ^^  yonr  life  most  be  particularly  dull 
and  uncomfortable :  it  seems  one  long  act  of  privation  and  penance. 
When  did  your  health  first  fail  yon  i  Ten  years  ago  yon  seemed  as 
strong  and  hearty  as  the  best  of  us." 

^^  All  deception,  all  deception.  I  was  young  and  thoughtless,  and 
disdained  to  think  of  illness  ;  but  disease  was  stealing  slowly  upon  me. 
When  I  came  to  this  estate,  which  was  soon  aAer  I  left  College,  I  had 
forgotten  the  misfortune  of  my  birth,  and  the  natural  weakness  of  my 
constitution.  But  I  soon  felt  a  sort  of  languor  creeping  upon  me.  I 
gave  op  horse  exercise,  i  felt  fatigued  if  i  read  only  half  an  hour, 
i  grew  rapidly  fat,  I  had  a  constant  nervous  yawning, my  spirits  fell,  1 
slept  ill,  and  a  thousand  strange  sensations  came  over  me  in  the  course 
of  twenty-four  hours.  I  consulted  Buchan,  and  soon  discovered  that 
my  symptoms  were  of  the  most  alarming  nature.  I  discovered  indica- 
tions of  epilepsy,  erysipelas,  and  water  on  the  brain.  I  sent  immediately 
for  a  physician,  who  was  fortunately  a  remarkably  clever  man.  1  tried 
various  medicines,  was  bled  and  blistered,  but  grew  worse  rather  than 
better.  At  length  my  medical  attendant  pronounced  my  complaint  to 
be  general  debility,  and  to  proceed  from  a  constitution  naturally  deli- 
cate and  feeble.  At  once  conviction  flashed  upon  me,  and  1  remem- 
bered the  long-forgotten  lessons  of  the  two  old  aunts  with  whom  I  had 
spent  the  first  twelve  years  of  my  life,  those  kind  misjudging  creatures 
who  had  taken  so  much  pains  to  rear  the  weakly  baby  of  their  favoorite 
niece.  How  often  did  they  remind  me  that  I  was  a  seven-montl^' 
child,  that  I  was  not  dressed  till  I  had  been  bom  eight  days,  that  1  had 
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been  wrapped  in  wool  like  an  imfledged  bird,  and  mnst  not  act  or  eat 
like  tliose  who  had  been  duly  prepared  for  existence.  I  had  beard 
these  things  a  tbonsand  tinges ;  but  ray  aunts  died,  I  was  sent  to  school 
and  college,  lived  like  the  rest  of  the  world,  and  forgot  the  weakness 
of  my  coQstitntion  till  it  was  too  late  to  repair  it.  Nevertheless,  by 
the  assistance  of  Dr.  Kitchener^s  invaluable  lessons,  I  hope  to  drag  on 
a  few  more  years  of  precarious  life." 

Mr.  B.  was  so  eloquent  on  his  own  complaints,  that  1  suffered  him  to 
give  me  a  full  account  of  them  all,  and  encouraged  him  to  proceed  by 
muoiing  an  interest  in  the  subject*  No  lover  could  be  more  delighted 
when  permitted  to  descant  on  the  charms  of  his  mistress — no  soldier 
when  asked  to  describe  the  Battle  of  Waterloo — than  was  my  unhappy 
friend  while  rioting  among  fever,  ague  and  palsy,  and  eulogizing  l»rk 
and  calomel.  He  seemed  to  forget  his  ailments  while  he  described 
them,  and  talking  of  medicine  appeared  as  efficacious  as  taking  it 
Such  conversation,  however,  could  be  endured  no  longer  than  one  eve* 
nittg  :  1  took  my  leave  early  on  the  following  day,  and  left  Mr.  B.  to 
idleness,  hypochondriasis,  and  ^^  Peptic  Precepts."  W.  £. 
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'*  Uno  spirto  celeste— on  vivo  8ol« 
Fa  quel  ch^  V  vidi. 

Hxa  faded  eyes  had  lost  their  dazzling  ray, 

Her  lips  their  bloom,  her  cheeks  their  healthfol  glow  ; 

I  watchM  each  Tarjing  tint  with  silent  woe, 
But  hope  still  pointed  to  a  happier  day ; 
Till  once— when  near  her  bower  I  chanced  to  stray 

Not  seen  nor  heard— beneath  a  cypress  bough 

I  saw  her  in  her  garden  bending  low, 
Breathing  in  silent  prayer  her  soul  away ; 
Then  gazing  on  her  mild  Heaven-lighted  brow, 

Her  pale  mute  lips,  her  soft  blue  watery  eyes 
Upraised  in  meek  devotion  to  the  skies, 

(She  seemM  too  fair  to  linger  long  below) 
Sweet  seraph,  this  vile  world  is  not  for  you  t 
Inly  I  said — and  almost  sighed  adieu ! 

^^  Fiera  stella  (se  ^1  cielo  ha  forza  id  noi 
Quant^  alcun  crede)  fu  sotto  che  io  nacqni* 

O  BT  some  stem  inscrutable  decree 
From  clime  to  clime  predestinM  still  to  roam, 
WhirPd  round  the  world  without  a  hope  or  home— 

IVhen  shall  thy  wanderings  cease— thy  soul  be  free 

Earth^s  transient  joys — O  what  are  they  to  thee  ? 
False  fires ! — ^that  feebly  light  the  watery  gloom, 
Then  shiftiog,  leave  thee  to  a  darker  doom, 

Tost  like  a  wreck  upon  a  shoreless  sea ! 

Hush  thy  vain  sighs — though  Danger^s  haggard  form 
Hang  on  thy  steps,  this  proud  resolve  may  cheer^- 

To  lift  thy  fearless  spirit  to  the  storm. 

And  smile  in  scorn  when  others  shake  with  fear*> 

To  bid  unblenchM  the  tempest  take  its  will, 

And  rise  amid,  the  rock  uuconquerM  itill. 
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In  iovitiog  the  reader  to  place  the  arm  of  his  imagioatioii  within 
mine,  and  join  me  in  completing  our  stroll  through  Oxford,  I  imist 
remind  bim  that  he  has  nothing  better  to  expect  than  simple  ontidorDed 
descriptions  (as  like  as  I  can  make  them)  of  inanimate  objects.  I  think 
a  work  like  ours  should  not  be  too  witty,  gay,  and  agreeable ;  bat 
should  occasionally  put  forth  articles  which  its  readers  may  safely  pass 
over  if  they  choose,  assigning  to  themselves  as  a  reason  for  so  doing, 
that  they  are  ^^  only''  about  so  and  so.  Now  the  presept  paper  b  mo- 
destly intended  to  be  one  of  these  desiderata.  It  will  contain  no  wise 
reflections  that  it  would  be  unwise  not  to  reflect  on — ^no  important  hct» 
indispensable  to  be  known — no  pithy  saying  that  vnll  be  read  and  re- 
membered— no  piquant  anecdotes  that  one  must  be  acquainted  witli. 
In  this  respect  my  article  will  have  a  manifest  advantajge  over  many 
others  that  from  time  to  time  enrich  this  miscellany.    The  reader  may 

do  as  he  pleases  about  it — which  is  always  pleasant.    A  Poem  by j 

or  an  Essay  by ,  leaves  us  no  chance.    We  must  read  them;  and 

what  is  more  arbitrary  still,  we  must  admire  them.  Now  the  preseot 
paper  is  not  one  of  this  peremptory  kind ;  on  the  contrary,  it  claims  tiie 
singular  merit  of  being  adapted  to  all  classes  of  readers, — ^those  wlio 
do  choose  to  read  it,  and  those  who  do  not :  and  I  hope  the  worthy  pro- 
prietors of  the  New  Monthly  Magazine  have  given  it  credit  accordu^j ! 

Of  what  remains  to  fill  up  the  rest  of  the  dayj  and  complete  our 
hasty  view  of  a  few  of  the  architectural  and  natural  beauties  of  Oxford, 
I  shall  choose  the  splendid  collection  of  buildings  forming  and  adjoining 
to  Radcliffe  Square — Christ  Church,  with  its  noble  avenue  of  elms,  aad 
the  sweet  and  romantic  walk  round  its  meadow — and  lastly,  the  evening 
scene  on  the  Isis.  Once  more,  then,  after  having  partaken  of  a  light 
repast  at  our  pleasant  inn,  let  us  sally  forth  into  the  High  Street,  and 
passing  up  on  the  left  by  the  side  of  St  Mary's  Church,  we  shall  find 
ourselves  in  a  square  open  space,  the  four  sides  of  which  are  formed  by 
the  back  of  St.  Mary's,  the  front  of  Brazen-Nose  College,  one  side  oif 
the  principal  quadrangle  of  AU-Souls,  and  a  portion  of  that  venerable 
and  impressive  building  called  the  Schools ;  and  in  the  centre  of  this 
space,  detached  from  any  other  erection,  stands  the  stately  dome  of  the  _ 
Radcliffe  Library.  In  order  to  convey  some  idea  of  the  nori vailed 
architectural  wealth  collected  together  on  this  spot,  and  its  immediate 
vicinity,  I  will  add,  tjii^t,  on  passing  through  the  quadrangle  of  the 
Schools,  you  arrive  in  view  of  three  more  of  the  richest  and  most  cha- 
racteristic buildings  belonging  to  the  University, — viz.  the  Theatre 
for  examinations,  conferring  degrees,  &c.— -the  Clarendon  Printing- 
house,  and  the  Ashmolean  Museum.  That  these  buildings  may  be 
something  more  to  the  reader  than  a  collection  of  mere  names,  I  shall 
endeavour  to  convey  a  slight  notion  of  the  character  of  each ;  from 
which  it  will  be  seen,  that  they  are  as  rich  in  contrast  and  variety,  as 
they  are  in  every  other  species  of  architectural  attraction.  For  pure 
and  delicate  beauty,  unquestionably,  the  most  conspicuous  object  in 
this  collection  is  the  back  elevation  of  St.  Mary's  Church,  which  forms 
the  southern  side  of  Radcliffe  Square.  It  is  a  perfectly  regular  erection, 
consisting  of  a  rich  pointed  portal,  flanked  by  three  pointed  wlndoira 

>i  II  ^^— M  I  t  II..    ii»  .iMi     a  I  !■ 
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to  conreipoDd  on  each  side,  and  snnnoiiQted  by  that  lovely  spire,  of 
which  I  have  spoken  before,  and  which  produces  so  exquisite  an  effect 
in  all  the  distant  Tievrs  of  the  city.  The  lower  series  of  windows  in  this 
front  are  surmounted  by  four  smaller  ones  arched  in  a  different  manner, 
and  a  parapet  enriched  at  intervals  by  those  singular  knotted  pinacles 
which  so  greatly  enhance  the  general  effect  of  buildings  of  this  kind. 
Harmonious  sweetness  is  the  character  of  this  matchless  work  of  its 
kind.  It  seems  to  breathe  forth  into  the  surrounding  space  an  air  of 
deep  quiet— of  imperturbable  peace.  For  perfect  beauty,  I  do  not 
scruple  to  place  it  above  any  other  religious  temple  I  have  ever  seen. 
Some  of  the  Continental  cathedrals  may  have  been  equal  to  it  when  in 
their  perfect  state ;  but  I  doubt  if  they  were  not  all  on  too  large  a  scale 
to  admit  of  their  possessiog  that  peculiar  sweetness  of  expression  which 
belongs  to  this  lovely  object. — ^That  portion  of  All-Souls  which  forms 
the  eastern  side  of  Radcliffe  Square  consists  of  the  screen,  gateway, 
and  cupola,  which  I  described  in  my  account  of  the  quadrangle  of  that 
magnificent  college.  Immediately  behind  this  screen  rises  the  singu^ 
larly  beautiful  double  tower,  which  I  also  described.  The  western  side 
of  the  square  is  formed  by  the  front  of  Brazen-Nose, — a  building  not 
claiming  veiy  particular  attention;,  tbourh  its  plainness  and  sobriety  of 
character  are  well  adapted  to  contrast  with  the  riches  that  surround  it. 
The  remaining,  or  north  side  of  the  square  is  occupied  by  an  eleva* 
tion  forming  one  side  of  the  quadrangle  of  the  Schools.  Tlds  is  a  build- 
ing wliich,  from  its  bare,  and  almost  barbarous  simplicitv  of  character,^ 
excites  a  peculiar  interest,  in  connexion  with  the  venerable  associations 
that  belong  to  it,  and  in  contrast  with  the  rich  and  almost  fantastical 
variety  of  ornament  by  which  it  is  surrounded.  Its  perfectly  flat  and 
unomamented  walls,  rising  immediately  out  of  the  earth  like  the  side 
of  a  cliff  looking  to  the  sea^ — ^its  plain  square  windows,  as  if  cut  out  of 
its  face — ^and  its  low  simple  parapet,  directly  perpendicular  with  the 
line  at  which  the  walls  rise  out  of  the  earthh— all  this,  dark  and  grej 
with  age,  yet  firm  and  unimpaired  as  if  of  yesterday,  produces  a  striking 
and  impressive  effect. — The  Radcliffe  Libraiy — which  rises  in  the  midst 
of  these  buildings,  aod  gives  to  them,  as  well  as  receives  from  them,  a 
look  of  grandeur  and  richness— consists  of  an  elevation  which  may  be 
regarded  as  comprising,  externally,  three  compartments ;  namely,  the 
substructure,  which  is  of  rustic  work,  and  of  a  double  octagon  form, 
containing  eight  open  portals,  all  of  which  lead  to  one  open  vestibule ; 
above  this  rises  the  circular  hall  or  chamber  containing  the  library, 
the  outer  elevation  of  which  is  extremely  elegant  and  well  imagined— 
consisting  of  couples  of  Corinthian  pillars  connecting  windows  and 
niches  alternately,  and  supporting  a  graceful  entablature  surmounted 
by  an  open  balustrade ; — finally,  within  the  balustrade  rises  the  grave 
and  commanding  dome,  which  is  finished  by  a  turret  and  cupola  of  ap- 
propriate  character  and  dimensions.  One  would  think  that  all  these 
structures,  grouped  together  in  a  space  not  exceeding  that  of  one  of  our 
ordinary  squares,  presented  an  assemblage  of  architectural  grandeur 
and  beauty  sufficiently  imposing.  But  as  if  to  defy  all  competition  or 
comparison  between  similar  assemblages  elsewhere,  there  are,  added  to 
the  g^oup  i  have  just  described,  three  other  buildings,  each  totally 
different  from  any  of  the  above-mentioned,  and  from  each  other,  and 
each  appropriate  to  its  object,  and  excellent  in  its  kind.  These  are  the 
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Theatre,  the  ClareDdon  PrintiDgwhotiae,  and  the  Ashmolaaa  M«ienk 
Mj  space  will  not  allovr  me  to  describe  fiiese  admirable  bnildiiiga  with 
any  minuteness ;  bat  an  idea  of  their  character  and  general  effect  is 
the  picture  may  be  gained  by  mentioning,  that  the  Theatre  is  raised  oa 
the  model,  or  at  least  its  external  elevation  is  an  imitation,  of  thoae  of 
the  ancients,  thongh  of  course  on  a  very  small  scale,  and  I  beliere  it  k 
the  only  modem  building  of  its  kind ;— the  Clarendoo  Printing>boosc  la 
also  a  perfectly  classical  erection,  consisting  of  an  elegant  Doric  pocttco 
connecting  two  uniform  wings,  and  surmounted,  at  the  comers  of  each 
pediment,  of  which  there  are  four,  one  over  each  front,  by  statues  of 
the  Muses  ;-~tbe  Ashmolean  Museum  is  an  elegant  modem  stractore, 
extremely  correct  and  tasteful  in  its  pmportionB  as  well  as  omamente, 
and  though  of  a  character  different  from  all  the  other  objects  in  this 
group,  yet  admirably  consorting  with  the  whole  of  them. 

We  must  now  abraptly  quit  this  magnificent  portion  of  the  city,  and 
repose  our  senses  (almost  satiated  with  the  contemplation  of  aicidtec- 
tural  grandeur-^perhaps  on  account  of  its  possessing  the  one  fault  of 
not  being  sufficiently,  or  rather  not  at  ail,  blended  with  the  beauties  of 
Nature)  among  the  sweet  yet  cheerftil  stillness  of  Chriat-Church  mei- 
dows.  To  this  end  let  us  proceed  to  the  western  extremity  of  the  High 
Street,  and  turning  on  the  left  down  St  Aldate^s  Street,  we  ahall  pre- 
sently find  ourselves  before  the  most  magnificent  stracture  aa  well  as 
endowment  in  Oxford.  We  cannot  stay  to  admire  its  nobly  simple 
front,  or  the  gorgeous  mosque-like  towers  of  its  gateway;  forwemuit, 
if  we  would  do  it  with  proper  effect,  no  longer  delay  to  contrast,  as 
well  as  combine,  the  contemplations  arising  from  the  scene  we  have 
just  left,  with  those  which  are  sure  to  be  suggested  by  that  we  are 
seeking.  Passing  silently,  therefore,  through  the  great  quadrangle  of 
Christ's,  and  the  somewhat  lumbering,  un-uniform,  and  much  too  modem 
one  called  Peckwater,  and  continuing  our  course  to  the  little  meadow 
in  front  of  vine-covered  and  ivy-bound  Merton,  we  shall  speedily 
enter  ^  a  Temple  not  made  with  hands'' — ^  a  pillared  shade  high 
overarched" — the  effect  of  which,  it  must  be  confessed,  ainks  the 
works  of  us  mortals  into  insignificance,  and  at  the  same  time 
MfU  our  thoughts  to  a  height  which  their  own  unassisted  power 
can  scarcely  enable  them  to  reach. — See  i — ^We  stand  within  the 
Elm  Grove  of  Christ  Church-*the  grandest  of  Cathedrals !  Between 
Its  massy  pillars  the  descending  sun  darts  its  slant  rays,  and  the 
innumerable  company  of  leaves  above  and  about  us  cast  their  green 
and  quivering  shadows  on  the  natural  pavement  below.  The  breeze, 
perfumed  with  sweet  incense  from  the  field-flowers  around,  chamits 
forth  its  evening  hymn ;  at  intervals  pealing  along  the  fretted  roof, 
like  a  dim  organ  note,  still  sounding  ailer  the  touch  that  awakoied, 
has  quitted  it  Above,  the  birds  flit  hither  and  thither,  like  attendant 
spirits  of  the  place.  Before  us  and  around,  unconscious  worshippers 
pass  silently  alon^,  their  steps  solemnized,  and  their  \o6ks  lifted  up- 
wards, in  token  oi  uplifted  thoughts. — ^To  ^ve  a  bare  description  of 
this  noble  spot  would  be  idle,  since  nothing  but  being  present  within 
its  influence  can  call  forih  feelings  appropriate  to  its  character.  Pass 
we  on,  then,  to  another  scene,  ^'  different,  yet  O  how  like !" — different  as 
a  tragedy  of  Eschylus  differs  from  a  pastoral  of  Tasso— alike,  as  those 
two  are  alike,  inasmuch  as  both  are  poetry.  The  lovely  Walk  round 
Christ  Church  Meadow  is  very  dear  to  the  memoij  of  all  who  have 
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trod  Its  sweet  windtngs-^ear  for  itself,  and  dearer  for  the  many  plea- 
sant images  and  associations  that  the  mere  recollection  of  it  cannot  fail 
to  call  forth  ;  hut  it  will  not  hear  much  describing— especially  after 
what  I  have  said  of  a  similar  walk  belonging  to  Magdalen  College. 
The  one  before  us  resembles  that  in  being  artificially  planted,  and 
raised  on  the  borders  of  a  clear  meandering  stream;  but  it  differs  from 
that  in  being  much  less  still  and  secluded — ^more  open,  extensive,  and 
various  in  the  views  it  affords — and  more  gay,  lively,  and  picturesque. 
Inclading  the  Elm  Walk,  it  is  more  than  a  mile  in  length ;  and  yet 
every  part  of  it  is  kept  in  the  most  perfect  order.  The  turf  which 
clothes  its  sides  down  to  the  water^s  edge  is  like  a  velvet  carpet — not 
the  smallest  tuft  of  grass  is  ever  seen  to  disfigure  its  firm  gravelled 
footway — not  a  twig  of  its  innumerable  shrubs  is  suffered  to  grow 
disorderly,  or  a  plant  to  wither  without  having  its  place  instantly  sup- 
plied. If  I  were  compelled  to  confine  myself  to  trnt  of  these  walks,  I 
shoald  certainly  choose  tiiis  of  Christ-Church ;  yet  not  without  con- 
fessing that  the  other  possesses  more  unity  of  character,  and  is  upon 
the  whole  more  unrivalled,  consistent,  and  complete. 

We  have  sauntered  under  these  delightful  shades  till  the  evening  is 
closing  in  upon  us,  and  there  is  scarcely  light  enough  left  to  shew  us 
yonder  gay  and  glittering  scene  on  the  Jsis.  It  is  as  if  all  Oxford  were 
abroad,  sporting  and  making  holiday  on  the  bosom  of  her  beautiful 
river.  But  it  is  so  every  summer  evening  during  Term  time.  Brightly 
painted  boats  of  all  siases, — ^from  the  eightroared  cutter  to  the  little 
skiff  small  enough  to  be  taken  up  under  the  arm  of  its  single  occupant, 
are  skimming  the  surface  of  the  sun-lit  waters.  Some  of  these  latter 
are  floating  heedlessly  along  at  '^  the  river's  own  sweet  will,''  or  mak- 
ing their  way  into  secluded  nooks,  and  lingering  by  the  side  of  emerald 
banks,  While  their  rapt  inmates,  perchance  smitten  with  the  love  of 
old  romance,  are  slumbering  over  ^^  this  ignorant  present,"  and  living 
a  thousand  years  before  they  were  born.  Let  us  leave  them  to  their 
imaginations :  they  cannot  be  more  happy  in  them  than  I  have  been  in 
mine,*  while  thus  conjuring  up  for  myself  and  the  reader  another  5iifi»- 
mer*9  Day  at  Oxford. 

On  a  pretty  hut  poor  Girl  going  to  a  Rout 

'^  Nihil  inyitse  triitis  custodia  prodest, 
Qaum  peccare  pudet  Ciniliia  tuta  sat  est.^^ — ^Propert.  lib.  2. 
Five  liundred  and  more  make  the  set, 

The  finest  museum  of  Art — 
Though  strangers,  perhaps,  when  they  meet, 

They  Ml  be  very  warm  friends  ere  they  part. 
What  a  stranger  will  Fanny  appear 

Amidst  all  this  fashion  and  crowd  here  !— 
Instead  of  a  wig,  her  own  hair, 

And  blushes  instead  of  red  powder  ! 
Were  her  lovely  blue  eyes  made  of  jewels, 

Were  her  teeth  fonnM  of  pearls  from  the  East, 
I  suppose  a  round  dozen  of  duels 

Would  be  fought  for  her— fortune  at  least. 
Wealth-hunters  will  hear  she  is  poor, 

Nor  longer  her  merits  discuss  ; 
The  Dandies  their  glasses  will  lower. 

And  cry,  ^^  She  is  not  one  of  us  V^ 
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An  Ancient  TaU  for  Modem  Tuna. 
Qui  capit  ille  facit. 

Stovt  Hercalea,  the  dragon  elajer, 
Protected  OiRphale  the  fair, 
And,  like  fresh  lovers,  overkind, 
His  club  into  her  hands  resignM  ; 
But  when  his  lore  began  to  wane, 
WiahM  to  resume  his  gift  again  ;-— 
But  Omphale,  too  wise  by  half 
E^er  to  resign  this  useful  staff, 
Reserved  it  for  some  good  occaaioOi 
To  show  her  love  oP--doinination. 
Ye  sage  protectorg  young  and  old, 
Who  once  as  Hercules  were  bold. 
That  of  your  former  loves  repent, 
And  would  recall  the  settlement, 
But  find  regret  will  not  avail — 
What  think  ye  of  this  ancient  tale  ? 


On  a  Bad  but  Safe  Man. 
Livor  iners  vitium. 
Will  is  jealous  and  malicious. 

And  sickens  at  a  friend''8  success. 
And  would,  no  doubt,  be  very  vicious, 
Did  not  his  fears  his  ire  repress. 

WilPs  heart  is  ice,  his  head  all  fire,  ' 

A  fierce  chimera  of  a  man ; 
Of  what  his  passions  might  inspire. 

His  lack  of  wit  would  mar  the  plan. 
By  imbecility  and  fears 

Will  is  restrained  from  doing  ill ; 
His  mind  a  porcupine  appears, 

A  porcupine  without  a  quill. 


City  Love. 

Ct  bene  nummatum  decorant  Suadela  Vennaqae, — Hoft. 
Sighing  and  ogling  and  all  that 
And  all  a  lover^s  idle  chat 

I  have  no  taste  for,  and  no  leisure  ; 
Let  those  in  courtship  use  such  trash, 
Who  boast  of  much  more  wit  than  ciish, 

Or  deem  such  follies  pleasu/e. 
In  making  love  let  poor  men  sigh. 

But  love  that 's  ready-made  is  better 
For  men  of  business  ;-^so  I, 

If  madam  will  be  cruel,  let  her. 
But  should  she  wish  that  I  should  wait 

And  miss  the  ^Change— oh  no,  I  thank  her, 
I  court  by  deed^  or  after  <fa/e, 

ThrouG^  my  solicitor  or  banker. 

JoHv  Stock. 
Lhjfd*i  Cqffee^hinuci 
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The  life  of  Ali  Pacha  of  JaniQa, 
Vizier  of  Epiras,  surnamed  Asian, 
or  the  Liott  :  from  various  authen- 
tic documents.    8to.  pp.  320^ 

This  wotk  is  chiefly  taken  from  M. 
Beauchamp^s  Fie  <r  Ali  Packa^  and 
from  the  scattered  notices  of  the  tyrant 
of  Epims  inthe  works  of  various  travel- 
lers. It  is  probably  one  of  the  most  in- 
teresting of  those  romances  of  real  life 
irhich  &e  energies  and  vicissitades  of 
the  present  eventual  age  have  develop- 
ed in  every'part  of  the  world.  Elevat- 
ed to  sovereign  authority  and  to  hon- 
ours little  short  of  regal,  solely  by  his 
own  talents  and  enterprising  spirit, 
which  never  hesitated  at  the  most  ap- 
psJiing  dangers  or  the  most  atrocious 
crimes,  the  sublimity  of  this  Vizier^s 
character  fixes  our  admiration  in  spite 
of  the  cruelty  and  perfidy  which  mark 
every  step  of  his  adventurous  career. 
It  would,  however,  be  impossible  to 
form  a  just  estimate  of  Ali  Pacha  with- 
out takhig  into  consideration  the  coun- 
try which  gave  him  birth,  the  circum- 
stances under  which  he  lived,  the  go- 
yemment  which  raised  him  to  power, 
and  the  ferocity  and  ignorance  of  the 
people  he  ruled  over.  One  of  his  in- 
terpreters,, who  had  resided  in  Paris, 
and  associated  with  the  literary  con- 
temporaries of  Voltaire,  thus  expressed 
himself  to  M.  Pouqueville  on  the  sub- 
ject of  Ali^s  administration — ^^  Severe  as 
it  may  appear  to  you,  it  is  nevertheless 
the  best  calculated  for  the  subjects 
whom  he  commands :  a  nation  of  bri- 
gands must  have  a  tyrant  for  their  ruler/' 

Amongst  the  innumerable  atrocities 
and  revolting  scenes  of  treachery  and 
cruelty  which  these  pages  display, 
there  are  many  of  those  brilliant  and 
heroic  deeds  which  generally  glitter  in 
the  dark  histories  of  such  periods.  The 
closing  scene  of  Ali^s  eventful  life  was 
iar  more  soldier-like  and  consistent  with 
the  greatness  of  his  career  than  that  of 
some  other  tyrants  of  modem  times. 
After  a  long  and  desperate  resistance 
against  the  army  of  ^e  Porte,  which 
had  resolved  on  his  destruction,  Ali 
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found  himself  shut  up  with  a. handful 
of  determined  men  in  the  last  of  his 
fortresses,  in  the  lake  of  Janina,  sur- 
rounded by  an  irresistible  force.  He  Uien 
notified  to  Chourschid,  the  Turkish  gene 
ral,  that  it  was  his  intention  to  set  fire 
to  two  hundred  thousand  pounds  weight 
of  powder,  and  blow  to  atoms  himself, 
his  followers,  his  fortress,  and  his  treas- 
ures, if  the  Sultan  did  not  grant  him  a 
pardon  and  his  life.  This  threat,  and 
the  known  fact  that  Ali  kept  in  his 
powder-magazine  a  devoted  Turk  nam- 
•  ed  Selim,  with  a  lighted  match,  ready 
and  resolved  to  fire  the  powder,  at  the 
Vizier^s  command,  efiectually  deterred 
the  Turks  from  the  assault.  Stratagem, 
however,  effected  what  was  beyond 
the  power  of  force.  The  Old  IAotl,  at 
he  was  called,  was  decoyed  into  a  con- 
ference with  his  enemies :  he  was  made 
to  believe  that  his  pardon  had  arrived, 
and  induced  to  order  the  extinction  of 
the  fatal  match.  No  sooner  was  this 
command  executed,  than  the  firman  or^ 
daining  his  death  was  produced,  and 
his  foes  demanded  his  head.  He  made 
a  personal  resistance  worthy  of  his  fame; 
and,  before  he  fell,  killed  or  wounded 
four  of  the  principal  officers  of  the 
Turkish  army  with  his  own  hand. 

The  World  in  Miniature ;  edited 
hy  Frederic  Shoherl :  Persia.  In 
3  vols,  crown  8?o.     16s.  6d. 

Persia  is  the  fifth  division  of  the 
"  World  in  Miniature,"  a  publication 
which  consists  of  a  series  of  monthly 
volumes  intended  to  embrace  all  the 
nations  of  the  globe.  This  division  con- 
tains an  interesting  account  'of  the  go- 
vernment, laws,  religion,  customs,  &c. 
of  the  Persians,  and  is  illustrated  with 
thirty  neatly  coloured  engravings.  The 
Editor,  in  the  compilation  of  these  vol- 
umes, is  chiefly  indebted  to  the  labours 
of  Ouseley,  Malcolm,  Kinneir,  Waring, 
and  other  modem  authorities.  H^  also 
professes  particular  obligations  to  Mr. 
Morier^s  Narratives  of  his  two  Journeys 
to  Persia,  and  the  valuable  publication 
of  Sir  Robert  Ker  Porter.  Some  of  the 
engravings,  exhibiting  the  chaxacten 
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and  coftames  of  the  natiret,  are  ezeeat- 
ed,  we  andentand,  from  original  designs 
by  Pertiaii  artists.  The  kingdom  to 
-which  these  elegant  little  volanies  re- 
late, is  one  of  those  which  possesses  the 
twofold  interest  of  andent  and  modem 
celebrity.  Persia  is  'associated  with  a 
thousand  classical  recollections.  Her 
ancient  history  recalls  to  mind  the  cele- 
brated battles  of  Thermopylse,  Mara- 
thon, and  Salamis.  The  ineffectual 
struggles  of  her  despotic  rulers  to  sub- 
jugate the  independent  Republics  of 
Greece,  and  the  conquests  of  the  Mace- 
donian hero,  occupy  a  very  prominent 
^lace  in  the  annals  of  antiquity ;  whilst 
m  more  recent  times  her  reduction  by 
&e  disciples  of  Mahomet,  the  many  sub- 
sequent invasions  of  barbarous  marau- 
ders, her  frequent  hostilities  with  Tur- 
key, and  the  commercial  relations  which 
long  subsisted  between  Persia  and  some 
of  the  European  states,  render  her  an 
object  of  considerable  attention.  We 
believe  that  few  individuals  would  be 
found  more  competent  to  the  task  of 
executing  this  work,  to  the  satisfaction 
of  the  public,  than  the  present  inde- 
fatigable editor  ;  Mr.  ShoberPs  whole 
life  having  been  unremittingly  devoted 
to  literary  fpursuits.  His  former  pro- 
ductions have  been  liberally  patronized, 
and  we  have  no  doubt  that  the  present 
account  of  "  Persia"  will  experience 
the  same  favourable  reception. 

lofltteoce  ;  a  Moral  TVkl6  lor 
YouBf  People.  By  a  Lady.  « 
Vols.  ISfflo.  liai. 

This  is  one  of  the  anomalous  produce 
tions  which  late  years  have  been  fruit- 
ful in  bringing  forth — an  Evangelical 
novel,  or  in  other  words,  a  covert  ve- 
hicle for  the  conveyance  of  certain  tfaeo' 
logical  opinions,  and  rules  of  b'fe  ;  ap 
ihong  which  is  generally  to  be  found  a 
caveat  against  reading  novels,  as  in  the 
present  instance,  v.  I.  p.  81,  and  conse- 
quently we  should  have  thought  against 
writing  them  ;  but  as  Mrs.  Hannah 
More  sagaciously  observes,  ^^  there  is  no 
virtue  so  rare  as  that  of  consistency." 
Whilst  "  Coelebs  in  Search  of  a  Wife" 
appears  perfectly  captivating  in  the  eyes 
of  serious  young  ladles,  it  is  held  up  in 
these  volumes  as  a  crime  to  read  the 
^  Italian"  of  Mrs.  Radcliffe,  fraught  as 
her  writings  are  with  purity  of  senti- 
ment and  &e  loveliest  pictures  of  filial 
duty,  as  well  as  the  most  glowiiu;  vis- 
ions of  a  lofty  and  creative  fancy. 
Leaving,  however,  this  charge  of  incon- 
sistency out  of  the  question,  we  will  ex- 
amine this  "  Tale"  by  iU  own  merits, 


and  by  the  end  it  ptofeisci  to  have  is 
VieW;  and  hele  We  most  express  ov 
decided  disapprobation  of  the  tone  of 
centore  of  their  elders,  which  it  is  cal- 
culated to  teach yoangpeople  to  assome, 
and  which  is  too  much  the  cfaarvteristic 
of  the  t>arty  or  hett  to  whose  pcrasal  it 
is  principally  addressed,  and  aa  siror 
too  destructive  of  all  really  evaagdical 
feeline,  not  to  be  cnteMBj  and  indeed 
eotfscfeiilioiiily  abided  by  all  desct^ 
tions  ^rhatseever  of  *^  pwfasiag  Christ- 
ians." The  general  style  of  these  vol- 
umes is  good  ;  and  we  have  no  doabt 
but  that  the  talents  of  the  author  vill, 
by  exercise,  gain  that  slrengQi  which  will 
secure  her  a  respectable  rank  anoog 
writers  of  the  clan  in  whidi  she  seens 
desirous  of  enrolling  herself.  Wewoold 
eamestiy  advise  her,  howevtf,  to  avoid 
all  ostentations  display  of  paiiiciiIaroiA- 
nions, — a  display  in  itself  utterly  repug- 
nant to  the  very  spirit  of  any  sect  but 
that  of  the  Pharisees ;  to  avoid  seen 
at  those  who  may  appear  to  her  aot  of 
the  regenerate,  and  to  beware  of  addi- 
tion, wliich  can  be  as  much  tet  Ibtlh  un* 
der  a  religious  as  under  a  sentihieBtal 
guise.  Lucilla  Stanley,  m  ^«  Coslebi  ia 
Search  of  a  Wife,"  however  aaiabte 
in  herself,  has  made  as  many  affedad 
and  assumed  characters  amoag  test 
young  ladies  who  style  themsdves  ^  se- 
rious" as  ever  any  romantic  hooinc, 
a  Celestina  or  Immelinda,  has  done 
among  the  general  run  of  novel-reading 
misses.  By  a  kmd  of  role  eslaUiAed 
among  writers  of  the  deicriptumof  this 
author,  one  of  the  principal  characters 
In  this  tale  dies  of  a  consuaptioo.  It 
is  somewhat  curious  to  observe  how  un- 
consciously they  thus  give  their  sanc- 
tion to  the  opinion  entertained  by  a  cci^ 
tain  mystical  writer  that  the  diseaset 
of  the  body  hold  a  correspondence  with 
those  of  the  mind.  '^  Persons  who  be- 
lieve in  the  doctrines  of  faith  without 
works,"  says  he,  ^^  are  sul^t  to  con- 
sumption of  the  lungs." 

Gems,  principally  from  the  An- 
tique ;  drawn  and  etched  bj  Rich- 
ard Dagley,  Author  of  "Select 
Gems :"  with  Illustrations  in  Veise, 
by  the  Rev.  Geoige  Croly,  A.  M. 
Author  of '^  CatiUne,*'  a  Tngedr, 
"  Paris  in  1816,"  &c. 

The  importance  of  ancient  gene  to 
learned  investigation,  to  the  artist  and  to 
the  amateur,  to  the  natural  and  elevatii^ 
feelings  of  the  mind  experienced  in  look- 
ing on  the  features  of  the  aiighty  dead, 
deserves  to  make  them  a  iavoqntc  aiudy 
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Ceoii  ittoitmte  th«  attrilmtei  and  talM 
ofmytlidlogy;  the  GOtt«Met«f  aatiqiiU 
^r  I  ^e  fine  romaiieet  nf  Hm  poeti  ; 
ike  diflCracten  ef  the  «uly  IftarBages  i 
ttw  great  historic  ewsts,  end  &e  ]>ro» 
gross  of  the  ttrtt.  like  coimtenaiices  of 
Virgfl  and  Mttoenas,  of  Ctoero  and 
Alexander,  live  only  in  raoi-Tbe  Venus 
of  Pnttiteles,  the  head  of  Ibe  PhtdSaa 
Minenra^  the  Apei^otaenos  of  Polyde- 
tiu,  that  triomph  of  ancient  itatuaiy, 
are  to  be  fbnnd  only  on  gemi.  The  res* 
torations  of  the  Venus  de^  Medici  and 
the  Laocoon  have  been  made  from  them. 
They  offer  an  endless  treasure  of  the 
brilliant  thoughts  and  buried  wisdom, 
the  forgotten  skill  and  the  vanished 
beauty,  of  a  time  when  the  mind  and 
form  of  man  reached  their  perfection. 

lioaViag  at  ibe  paucity  of  new  publi- 
cations during  the  present  montn,  we 
were  almost  tempted  to  leave  the  place 
for  noticing  our  home  literature  a  per- 
fect blank.  But  we  are  glad  to  fill  up 
the  vacuity  with  some  reference  to  a 
volume  irhJch,  though  too  short  for  the 
pleasure  6f  the  reader,  is  a  little  trea- 
sure of  poetical  thoughts.  Mr.  Croly^s 
genius  is  too  well  kaown  to  need  our 
commendation.  We  can  safely  say, 
that  these  illustrations  will  add  a  wreath 
to  his  laurels.  They  are  not  so  brief  in 
general  as  the  genuine  Greek  Epigrams, 
but  they  breathe  a  purie  Hellenic  spirit, 
mingled  (if  we  might  use  the  metaphor) 
with  a  rich  aroma  of  romantic  fancy. 
Few  as  ttiey  are,  they  are  all  so  beauti- 
ful as  to  distract  our  choice  in  selecting 
them.  Those  on  the  Genius  of  Death 
and  on  Leonidas  are  of  the  grandest 
character.  We  indulge,  however,  In 
still  rweeter  sensations  of  admiration 
when  we  transcribe  the  following :— • 

On  a  Woman  cofUtmplating  a  House* 

heldOod. 
Domestic  love!   not  in  proud  palace 


Is  often  seen  thy  beauty  to  abide ; 
Thy  dwellmg  is  m  lowly  cottage  walls. 
That  in  the  thickets  of  the  woodbine 

hide. 
With  hum  of  bees  around,  and  from  the 

side 
Of  woody  hills  some  bubbling  little 

spring 
Shining  along  through  banks  with  hare- 

bells  dyed  ; 
And  many  a  bird  to  warble  on  the  vring. 
When  mom  her  saffron  robe  o'er  heaven 

and  earth  doth  fiing. 

O,  lore  of  loves !  to  thy  white  hand  is 
(rvea 


Of  eaHMy  hap^^ness  the  golden  key  i 
nkut  are  the  Joyous  hours  of  wiatei^e 
_     even, 
When  the  babes  ding  affoond  their  fa« 

tiier^s  Inee ; 
And  thine  the  voice  thai,  en  «m  mid* 

night  sea, 
McAts  the  rude  mariner  widi  thoughts 

of  home, 
Peoplhig  the  gloom  with  all  he  longs  t9 

see. 
Spirit !  I  Ve  buflt  a  shrine,  and  thbfH 

hast  come 
And  on  its  altar  closed'-^or  ever  closed 

—thy  plume. 

A  Journal  of  Voyages  and  Trar- 
els.  By  the  late  Thos.  Rees,  Ser- 
geant of  Marines. 

This  is  the  Journal  of  a  Serjeant  of 
Marines,  whose  destiny  called  him  to 
serve  in  many  and  remote  parts  of  the 
globe.  He  fought  for  his  country 
agamst  the  Danes  in  the  North  Seas  i 
and  in  the  course  of  his  services,  hsr 
traversed  the  burning  sands  of  Arabia; 
An  habitual  solace  of  his  laborious  lifer 
was  to  copy  out  the  memorandums  wfaidk 
he  kept  of  whatever  he  felt  and  saw* 
After  his  death,  the  wuhes  of  the  cha^ 
ritable,  and  their  interest  hi  hisorj^hafl 
daughter,  dwtated  the  publication  of 
his  memoirs.  A  female  literary  writer 
(we  know  not  who  she  is,  but  she  writee 
like  a  sensible  woman)  superintended  tha 
oharitahle  pttblication,and  corrected  tiM 
errors  of  grammar  and  orthogmphy  ttiai 
occurred,  we  may  suppose  veiy  name* 
rously,  in  the  Sergeants  autograph.  She 
has  also  given  a- very  interesting  account 
of  Sergeant  Thos.  Rees.  He  was  the 
son  of  the  parish-clerk  at  St.  Peters^ 
Church,  in  the  town  of  Carmarthen. 
He  was  bom  in  17S0,  and  at  the  age  of 
fifteen  was  apprenticed  to  a  tailor.  It 
was  not  from  insobriety  or  idleness,  but 
fVom  the  ardent  curiosity  of  a  strongs 
mind  to  travel  and  see  the  world,  that 
our  adventurer  enlisted  in  the  marine 
service  and  received  a  bounty  of  thirty 
pounds,  ten  of  which  he  immediately 
presented  to  his  father.  Before  he  wais 
twenty,  he  embarked  on  board  the* 
Temeraire,  and  there  began  the  sketch 
of  his  journal,  in  writing  which,  under 
every  privation  and  disadvantage,  he 
persevered  to  the  last,  when  he  expired' 
at  Woolwich  of  a  consumption,  in  the 
April  of  1820,  at  the  age  of  for^.  By 
far  the  most  important  part  of  Sergeant 
Hees^s  adventures  are  those  which  oc- 
curred to  him  during  his  travels  in  Per* 
sia.  It  is  unfortunately  here,  however, 
that  his  scanty  stock  of  the  preparatory 
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knowled^  ihMt  ia  reqnifitefor  a  trarel- 
ler  fonns  ^e  greatest  obttractum  to  hit 
utility  as  a  Tiiitant  of  remote  sceiies  of 
eziatence  ;  for  he  is  ai  areduloos  and 
simple,  for  the  most  part,  as  the  people 
among  whom  he  trayels ;  and  tiQks  of 
having  seen  a  carving  of  the  Persian 
King  Cyras  sittiag  in  state,  with  his 
sword  between  his  knees,  and  trampling 
•»  the  funds  of  liM  Moman  Etnperors, 
One  of  the  most  pitiable  and  striking- 
Ij  described  of  SeigeaatReet^a  adrea- 


tnres  is  that  of  his  being  ilnickwHh 
blindness  at  Bagdad,  wkich  we  Rgret 
that  we  have  not  space  enoogh  tft  quote. 
From  the  imassoming  style  of  (be  ft* 
male  editor,  we  can  eas&y  bel^  that 
the  contents  of  this  litQe  bo^  lisipls 
as  thej  are,  and  whether  tmeer  tno> 
neovs,  are  atHheatically  the  ebiann* 
tioDa  of  the  soldier  who  ii  aidtohaTc 
traced  them,  and  not  a  futitioQiiN^ 
catjog  of  imnginaiy  eiente  airf  klhgi 
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Voyage  des  Freres  Bacbe?ille 
en  Europe  et  eo  Aaie.  1  vol.  8to. 

These  two  brothers  were  officers  in 
the  Imperial  Guard  of  Napoleon,  and 
were  indoded  in  the  proscribed  list  of 
1816;  in  consequence  of  Nrhibh  they 
were  obliged  to  quit  France^  Endow 
«d  with  a  qurit  of  energetic,  but  rather 
too  rash  enterprise,  tb^  made  their 
iray  to  Syria,  where  one  of  them  died 
near  the  town  of  Aleppo;  the  other, 
after  wandering  ater  variooi  countries 
for  some  years,  returned  to  France. 
Hiough  this  book  treats  of  some  of  the 
most  remarkable  spots  in  the  world, 
yet  the  most  interesting  patt  of  it,  prob- 
ably, is  the  description  of  the  sufferings 
of  tiie  author  and  his  brother  from  the 
inveterate  spirit  of  persecution  which 
pursued  them  in  France.  The  number* 
less  dangers  that  beset  them,  their 
*^  hair-breadth  ^scapes  by  flood  and 
field,^^  their  being  concealed  whole 
days  under  heaps  of  faggots,  with  their 
pursuers  in  sight  and  hearing  all  this 
tfirows  such  a  romantic  and  adventur- 
ous  interest  over  the  narration,  as  almost 
to  lead  the  reader  to  suppose  that  it  is 
a  page  of  Rob  Roy  or  OU  MoiialUf 
that  is  before  him.  This  very  inter- 
esting work,  though*  but  a  short  time 
published,  is  in  its  second  edition.  The 
only  fortune  of  the  intrepid  author, 
who  has  encountered  so  many  dangers, 
is  the  recital  of  those  Tsry  dangers. 
This  work  shows  in  a  striking  point  of 
view  what  an  electrifying  influence 
Napoleon  exercised  over  those  whom 
ho  commanded,  and  into  what  strange 
and  terrible  instruments  he  fashioned 
them. 


Voyage  en  Aotri^e  en  1809, 
avec  la  Grande  Armee.  Par  fen 
M.  de  Gassiconrt,  Premier  Pln> 
macien  de  Napoleon. 

This  a  another  book  nhidi  ohib- 
its  a  spirited  and  accurate  iketdi  of 
the  head-quarters  of  those  IbnaidiUe 
IVench  armies  wluch  for  w  long  a  time 
desolated  Europe.  ItiitheoDlyfuibfii] 
description  we  know  of  NapotoH  ptf- 
sonal  staff.    In  this  work  (hen  » dif 
closed  one  fact  not  very  generally  bon 
out  of  FhuBce,  namely,  iM'al^ 
several  French  genenJi,  indifout  it 
the  state  of  slavery  in  which  they  ▼«• 
held,  plotted  the  downfall  of  lM«n- 
This  (act,  strange  as  it  may  apP^ 
would  have  been  corrobocaisd  byibi 
Memoirs  of  Foocb^  U;  nnfertoaikly 
for  tiie  sake  of  historical  truth,  they  bad 
not  been  seised  at  Prague  imnedately 
on  his  death.    The  publication  of  Ibm 
memoirs  would  have  opened  the  eyei « 
all  Europe,  with  astoBUuneat  and  a> 
dignation.     We  shaU  tre«pssi  on  oor 
limits  hero  togive  one  ezan^Ie.  Mtf* 
shal  Ney,  who  did  not  plot  is  w  J 
agamst  the  Bourbons,  conqiind  am* 
against  Napoleon ;  in  whichooev"?. 
he  was  joined  by  six  of  the  vasAti^ 
guUhed  French  generals.    Tha  nigftt 
have  been  done  with  a  patriotic  t»«w  j 
for  there  is  scarcely  a  doubt  that  if  >»• 
poleon  had  died  during  the  arai^.'* 
Dresden,  and  before  the  battk  of  Uip- 
sick,  but  I>ance  would  now  hare  bew, 
thoughless  free,  yet  certainly  more  pow- 
erful, and  consequently  enaWed to  bim 
a  very  diflerent  figure  from  what  »« 
does  at  present  in  European  aflam. 
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A  NEW  AND  MUCH  IMPROVED  EDITION 

OF 

THE  UNIVERSAL  GAZETTEER. 

Extracts  from  Reviews  of  the  First  Edition, 

In  our  apprehension,  the  preference  of  this  Gazetteer  over  former  works  of  the 
lame  nature,  consists  in  six  particalhrs.  1,  It  is  far  more  complete  in  the  list  of 
places,  than  any  former  Gazetteer.  2.  It  is  the'  proper  medium  between  too  much 
■iiiTusenesa  and  too  much  brevity.  3.  It  is  furnished  with  an  appendix  of  very 
i^i'iul  matter.  4.  The  plan  of  uniting  ancient  and  sacred  Geofi^aphy,  so  far  as 
he  work  would  allow,  is  an  improvement  upon  the  plan  of  former  Gazetteers, 
tv^hich  will  be  grateful  to  every  student  of  sacred  and  profane  history.  6.  The 
iccount  of  the  United  States,  and  of  America  generally,  is  far  more  complete, 
limn  any  which  we  have  hitherto  had.  6.  This  Gazetteer  has  a  decided  prefer- 
face  over  all  others  in  point  of  type  work,  and  paper.— fPano/i/iW. 

We  do  not  wish  to  dwell  upon  these  small  defects,  because  we  have  not  time 
)n  the  other  hand  to  point  out  its  merits,  which  certainly  preponderate.  It  con- 
tains a  great  mass  of  information,  digested  in  a  very  compact  form,  and  stated 
f'-neraJly  with  precision  and  accuracy. — JVor//i  American  Review, 

A  work  like  this,  executed  with  intelligence,  industry,  and  care,  was  much  want- 
'  rl,  and  we  are  happy  to  express  our  conviction  that  Mr.  Worcester  has  united 
liiese  qualities  in  a  very  remarkable  manner.  The  work  is  neatly  executed,  and 
m  every  way,  in  our  opinion,  far  preferable  to  any  other  that  we  have  seen.— 
rVi/c*^  Register, 

Extract  from  the  preface  of  new  edition. 

At  the  time  when  the  first  edition  of  this  Gazetteer  v/as  prepared,  the  author 
\<a9  not  in  possession  of  such  materials  as  enabled  him  to  execute  it  m  a  manner 
-.ifisfactory  to  himself.  It  was,  however,  received  with  a  greater  degree  of  indul- 
.'-nce  than  he  was  authorized  to  expect.  Since  that  time  his  attention  has  been 
iirectc'd  towards  its  improvement,  and  the  state  in  which  it  now  appears,  will, 
<>  he  bope»,  be  found  less  unworthy  of  the  public  approbation.  Having  possessed 
!i:m«eif  of  various  sources  of  information,  he  has  gone  through  a  laborious  revi- 
'  >ii  of  the  whfde,  has  written  anew  almost  all  the  principal  articles,  and  given  to 
the  work  a  more  regular  and  systematic  form.  A  great  mass  of  new  and  impor- 
i  iDt  matter  has  been  incorporated,  careful  attention  has  been  paid  to  the  present 
I  >litical  divisions  of  the  globe,  and  the  population  and  statistics  of  the  different 
:  iris  have  been  given  from  the  most  recent  and  authentic  sources.  The  object 
'.Vis  been  to  collect  a  complete  body  of  geographical  and  statistical  knowledge,  and 
lo  digest  it  in  the  most  concise  and  convenient  form.  The  quantity-  of  matter 
rtm  prised  in  the  present  edition,  is  much  greater  than  in  proportion  to  the  increas- 
-  '\  ?ize  of  the  book.  This  has  been  effected  in  part  by  using  a  type  a  little  smaller 
'  t.nn  the  one  on  which  the  first  edition  was  printed,  and  in  part  by  improving  upon 
'•a-  plan  of  condensation,  and  excluding  every  thing  superfluous.  Much  informa- 
'  <m  is  given  in  a  tabular  form  in  the  body  of  the  work,  tis  well  as  in  the  Appendix 
A I  ihe  end. 

Care  has  been  taken  to  render  the  work  useful  to  different  descriptions  of  per- 
<  -n5,  the  merchant,  the  scholar,  and  the  general  reader.  Particular  attention  has 
ii  <^n  bestowed  on  the  commercial  products  and  resources  of  different  countries, 
i:iH  political  condition,  state  of  society,  and  religion-;  also  upon  literary  institutions, 
mi^iiouBij  stations,  and  objects  of  interesting  inquiry  and  curiosity,  both  natural 
c\nd  artificial. 
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teuU*     It  will  hit  :in  addilloiui!  recovHnrn'  ''  r 
the  Antericno  puMk,  Ihiii  It  bim  iMtmxir.i 
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SKETCHES   OF  THS  IRISH  BAR* — NO.    HI. 
Hall  of  the  Four  Courts^  ^c. 

It  was  my  intention  to  have  proceeded  in  the  present  number  with 
a  separate  notice  of  another  of  our  learned  neighbours,  Mr.  Saurin 
probably,  or,  a  better  subject  (I  mean  for  a  sketch),  his  great  political 
antagonist^  Mr.  O^Connell ;  but  I  am  reminded  that  a  good  deal  that  I 
shall  have  to  say  of  these  and  other  individuals  may  not  be  perfectly  in- 
telligible on  this  side  of  the  channel,  without  a  short  general  description 
of  the  particular  theatre  upon  which  they  move,  and  of  certain  local 
peculiarities  to  which  allusions  must  of  necessity  be  often  made.  I 
shall  endeavour  to  prevent,  or  rather  to  supply  this  defect ;  for  I  feel 
that  what  follows  should,  in  strict  order,  have  been  originally  prefixed 
to  the  entire  series. 

The  law,  and  the  practice  of  the  courts,  in  Ireland,  are,  with  some 
trivial  exceptions,  precisely  the  same  as  with  us* ;  but  the  system  of 
professional  life  in  the  sister-island  is  in  some  respects  dififerent.  One 
of  the  particulars  in  which  they  differ  may  be  made  a  source  of  interest 
aad  recreation  to  a  stranger  in  Dublin,  at  least  it  was  so  to  me.  I  allude 
to  the  custom,  which  the  Irish  Bar  have  long  since  adopted,  of  as- 
sembling daily  for  the  transaction  of  business,  or  in  search  of  it,  if 
they  have  it  not,  in  the  Hall  of  the  Four  Courts.  The  building  itself 
is  a  splendid  one.  Like  the  other  public  edifices  of  Dublin  (and  I 
might  add,  the  private  ones)  it  is  an  efibrt  of  Irish  pride,  exceeding 
far  in  magnificence  the  substantial  wealth  and  civilization  of  the  coun- 
try. In  the  centre  of  the  interior,  and  o^crcanopied  by  a  lofty  dome, 
is  a  spacious  circular  hall,  into  which  the  several  courts  of  justice  open. 
i  was  fond  of  lounging  in  this  place.  From  the  hours  of  twelve  to 
three  it  is  a  busy  and  a  motley  scene.  When  I  speak  of  it  as  the  place 
of  daily  resort  for  the  members  of  the  legal  profession  and  their  clients, 
1  may  be  understood  to  mean  that  it  is  the  general  rendezvous  of  the 
whole  community  ;  for  in  Ireland  almost  every  man  of  any  pretensions 
that  yon  meet,  is  either  a  plaintiff  or  defendant,  or  on  the  point  of  be- 
coming so,  and,  when,  in  the  capital,  seldom  fails  to  repair  at  least  once 
a  day  to  "  the  Hall,"  in  order  to  look  after  his  cause,  and,  by  conferences 
with  his  lawyers,  to  keep  up  his  mind  to  the  true  litigating  tempera- 
tare.  It  is  here  too  that  the  political  idlers  of  the  town  resort,  to  drop 
or  pick  up  the  rumours  of  the  day.  There  is  also  a  plentiful  admix- 
ture of  the  lower  orders,  among  whom  it  is  not  difficult  to  distinguish 
the  country-litigant.  You  know  him  by  his  mantle  of  frieze,  his  two 
boots  and  one  spur,  by  the  tattered  lease,  fit  emblem  of  his  tenement, 
which  he  unfolds  as  cautiously  as  Sir  Humphrey  Davy  would  a  manu- 
script of  Herculanenm  ;  and,  best  of  all,  by  his  rueful  visage,  in  which 
you  can  clearly  read  that  some  clause  in  the  last  ejectment-act  lies 
heavy  on  his  heart.     These  form  the  principal  materials  of  the  scene ; 

*  There  are  no  regular  Reports  of  the  Irish  cases.  All  the  new  authorities  are 
imported  from  England  ;  so  that  the  accident  of  a  fair  or  foul  wind  may  sometime* 
aftct  the  decision  of  a  cause.  ^^  Are  you  sure,  Mr.  Plunket,  (said  Lord  Manners 
one  day)  that  what  you  have  stated  isthe  law  ?"  ^^  It  unquestionably  was  the  law 
half  an  hour  ago,^^  replied  Mr.  P.  pulling  out  his  watch,  ^^  but  by  this  time  th« 
packet  has  probably  arrived,  and  I  shall  not  be  positive/^ 
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but  it  is  not  so  easy  to  enumerate  the  manifold  and  ever-fihifting  com- 
binations into  which  they  are  diversified.  The  rapid  succession  of  eo 
many  objects,  passing  and  repassing  eternally  before  you,  perplexes 
and  quickly  exhausts  the  eye.  It  fares  still  worse  with  the  ear.  The 
din  is  tremendous.  Besides  the  tumult  of  some  thousand  voices  in 
ardent  discussion,  and  the  most  of  them  raised  to  the  declamatory 
pitch,  you  have  ever  and  anon  the  stentorian  cries  of  the  tipstaffi  bawl- 
ing out  ^'  The  gentlemen  of  the  Special  Jury  to  the  box,^'  or  the  still 
more  thrilling  vociferations  of  attorneys,  or  attorneys^  clerks,  hallooing 
to  a  particular  counsel  that  ^^  their  case  is  called  on,  and  all  is  lost  if 
he  delays  an  instant.^'  Whereupon  the  counsel,  catching  up  tlie  sound 
of  his  name,  waAed  through  the  hubbub,  breaks  precipitately  from 
the  circle  that  engages  him,  and  bustles  through  the  throng,  escorted, 
if  he  be  of  any  eminence,  by  a  posse  of  applicants,  each  claiming  to 
monopolise  him,  until  he  reaches  the  entrance  of  the  court,  and  plun- 
ging in,  escapes  for  that  time  from  their  importunate  solicitations. 
The  bustle  among  the  members  of  ihe  Bar  is  greatly  increased  by  the 
circumstance  of  all  of  them,  with  very  few  exceptions,  practising  in 
all  the  courts*.  Hence  at  every  moment  you  see  the  most  eminent  dart- 
ing across  the  hall,  flushed  and  palpitadng  from  the  recent  conflict, 
and,  no  breathing-time  allowed  them,  advancing  with  rapid  strides 
and  looks  of  fierce  intent,  to  fling  themselves  again  into  the  tldck  of  ano- 
ther fight.  It  daily  happens  that  two  cases  are  to  be  heard  in  different 
courts^  and  in  which  the  same  barrister  is  the  clients  main  support,  are 
called  on  at  the  same  hour.  On  such  occasions  it  is  amusing  to  wit- 
ness the  contest  between  the  respective  attomies  to  secure  their  cham- 
pion. Mr.  O'Connell  for  instance,  who  is  high  in  every  branch  of  his 
profession,  and  peculiarly  in  request  for  what  is  termed  ^  battling 
a  motion,''  is  perpetually  to  be  seen,  a  conspicuous  figure  in  this 
scene  of  clamour  and  commotion,  balancing  between  two  equally 
pressing  calls  upon  him,  and  deploring  his  want  of  ubiquity.  The 
first  time  he  was  pointed  out  to  me,  he  was  in  one  of  these  predica- 
ments, suspended  like  Garrickin  the  picture  between  conflicting  sofici- 
fations.  On  the  one  side  an  able-bodied,  boisterous  Catholic  at- 
torney, from  the  county  of  Kerry,  had  laid  his  athletic  gripe  upon 
^^  the  counsellor,''  and  swearing  by  some  favourite  saint,  was  Mi\y 
hauling  him  along  in  the  direction  of  the  Exchequer — on  the  other 
side  a  more  polished  town-practitioner,  of  the  established  faith,  pointed 
with  pathetic  look  and  gesture  to  the  Common  Pleas,  and  in  tones  of 
agony  implored  the  learned  gentleman  to  remember  '^  that  their  case 
was  actually  on,  and  that  if  he  were  not  at  his  post,  the  Court  would 
grant  the  motion,  costs  and  all,  against  their  client."  On  such  occa- 
dons  a  counsel  has  a  delicate  task ;  but  long  habit  enables  liim  to  as- 

*  The  custom  tliat  prevails  in  Ireland  of  coonsel  dividing  themselves  amoof  the 
teyeral  courts,  produces,  particularly  in  important  cases,  an  inconvenience  similar 
to  one  that  Cicero  complains  of  as  peculiar  to  the  Roman  forum  in  his  day—the 
multiplicity  of  advocates  retained  upon  each  trial,  and  the  absence  of  some  of 
them  during  parts  of  the  proceedings  upon  which  they  have  afterwards  to  cooi- 
ment.  ^^  Respondemus  lis  quos  non  audivimus ;  in  quo  primmn  sspe  aliter  est 
dictum,  aliter  ad  nos  relatum.  Delude  magni  interest  coram  videre  me,  que- 
madmodum  adversarius  de  quaqua  re  asseveret,  maxime  autem  quemadmodoA 
qoieqae  rei  cadiatur.^^—- i>e  Clairii  Oraloribut. 
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same  a  nentnlitf,  if  he  has  it  not.  In  the  instance  alluded  to,  I  could 
not  sufficientlj  admire  the  inten  e  impartiality  manifested  by  the  sub- 
ject of  contention  towards  each  of  the  competitors  for  his  learned  car- 
case ;  but  the  physical  force  of  the  man  from  Kerry,  aided  perhaps  by 
some  local  associations,  for  the  counsellor  is  a  ^^  Kerry-man"  himseli^ 
prevailed  over  all  the  moral  wooing  of  his  rival,  and  he  carried  off  the 
prize. 

The  preceding  are  a  few  of  the  constant  and  ever-acting  elements  of 
noise  and  motion  in  this  busy  scene ;  but  an  extra  sensation  is  often 
given  to  the  congregated  mass.  The  detection  of  a  pickpocket  (I  am 
not  speaking  figuratively^  causes  a  sudden  and  impetuous  rush  of  heads 
with  wigs  and  without  tnem  to  the  spot  where  the  culprit  has  been 
caught  inJlagrantL  At  other  times  the  scene  is  diversified  by  a  g^oup 
of  fine  girls  from  the  .country,  coming,  as  they  all  make  a  point  of 
doing,  to  see  the  courts,  and  shew  themselves  to  the  junior  bar.  A 
crowd  of  young  and  learned  gallants  instantaneously  collects,  and  fol- 
lows in  their  wake  :  even  the  arid  veteran  will  start  from  his  legal  re- 
verie as  they  pass  along,  or,  discontinuing  the  perusal  of  his  deeds  and 
counterparts,  betray  by  a  faint  leer,  that  with  all  his  love  of  parch- 
ment, a  fine  skin  glowing  with  the  tints  that  life  and  nature  give  it,  has 
3'et  a  more  prevailing  charm.  Lastlv,  I  must  not  omit  that  the  Hall  is 
not  unfrequently  thrown  into  ^^  Confusion  worse  confounded,"  by  that 
particular  breach  of  his  majesty's  Irish  peace,  improperly  called  a 
^^  horse-whipping."  When  an  insult  is  to  be  avenged,  this  place  is  often 
chosen  for  its  publicity  as  the  fittest  scene  of  castigation.  Besides 
this,  particular  classes  in  Ireland,  who  have  quarrels  on  their  hands, 
cherish  certain  high-minded  and  chivalrous  notions  on  the  subject. 
The  injured  fccUngs  of  a  gentleman,  as  they  view  the  matter,  are  to 
be  redressed,  not  so  much  by  the  pain  and  shame  inflicted  upon  the 
aggressor,  as  by  a  valiant  contempt  of  the  laws  that  would  protect  the 
backs  of  the  community  from  stripes ;  and  hence  the  point  of  honour 
is  more  completely  satisfied  by  a  gentle  caning  under  the  very  nose  of 
justice,  than  by  a  sound  cudgelling  any  where  beyond  the  sacred  pre- 
cincts. 

But  this  scene,  though  at  first  view  the  emblem  of  inextricable 
confusion,  will  yet^  when  frequently  contemplated,  assume  certain 
forms  approaching  to  regular  combination :  thus,  after  an  attendance 
of  a  few  days,  if  you  perambulate  the  arena,  or  stand  upon  some 
elevated  point  from  which  you  can  take  in  the  whole,  you  will  recog- 
nize, especially  among  the  members  of  the  bar,  the  same  individuals, 
or  classes,  occupied  or  grouped  in  something  like  an  habitual  manner. 
On  the  steps  outside  the  entrance  to  the  Court  of  Chancery,  your  eye 
will  probably  be  caught  by  the  imposing  figure,  and  the  courteous  and 
manly  features  of  Bushe,  waiting  there  till  his  turn  comes  to  refute 
some  long-winded  argument  going  on  within,  and  to  which,  as  a  piece 
of  forensic  finesse,  he  affects  a  disdain  to  listen  : — or,  near  the  same 
spot,  you  will  light  upon  the  less  social,  but  more  pregnant  and  medi- 
tative countenance  of  Plunket,  as  he  paces  to  and  fro  alone,  resolving 
some  matter  of  imperial  moment,  until  he  is  roused  from  these  more 
congenial  musings,  and  hurries  on  to  Court,  at  the  call  of  the  shrill- 
tongued  crier,  to  simplify,  or  embarrass  some  question  of  equitable 
altercation : — or  if  it  be  a  Nisi  Prius  day  in  any  of  the  law-courts,  you 
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maj  observe  outside,  the  delight  of  Dublin  Jurors,  Mr.  H.  D.  Gndy  * 
working  himself  into  a  jovial  humour  against  the  coming  statement, 
and  with  all  the  precaution  of  an  experienced  combatant,  sqaibbisg  his 
^^  Jury-eye,'^  lest  it  should  miss  fire  when  he  appears  upon  the  ground. 
Or,  to  pass  from  individuals  to  groups,  you  will  daily  find,  and  pretty 
nearly  upon  the  same  spot,  the  same  little  circles  or  coteriefl,  com- 
posed chiefly  of  the  members  of  the  junior  bar,  as  politics  or  com- 
munity of  tastes,  or  family  connexions,  may  bring  them  together.— 
Among  these  you  will  readily  distinguish  those  who  by  birth  or  ex- 
pectations consider  themselves  to  be  identified  with  the  aristocracy  of 
the  country :  you  see  it  in  their  more  fashionable  attire  aod  attitudes, 
their  joyous  and  unworn  countenances,  and  in  the  lighter  topics  of 
discussion  on  which  they  can  afford  to  indulge.  At  a  little  distance 
stands  a  group  of  quite  another  stamp ; — pallid,  keen-eyed,  anxioos 
aspirants  for  professional  employment,  and  generally  to  be  found  in 
vehement  debate  over  some  dark  and  dreary  point  of  statute  or  com- 
mon-law, in  the  hope  that,  by  violently  rubbing  their  opinions  toge- 
ther, a  light  may  be  struck  at  last.  A  little  farther  on  }'oq  wilt  come 
upon  another,  a  group  of  learned  vetoists  and  anti-vetoists,  where  some 
youthful  or  veteran  theologian  is  descanting  upon  the  abomiDations  of 
a  schism,  with  a  running  accompaniment  of  original  remarks  upon  the 
politics  of  the  Vatican,  and  the  character  of  Cardinal  Gonsalvi.  Close 
to  these  again — ^but  I  find  that  1  should  never  have  done,  were  I  to 
attempt  comprising  within  a  single  view  the  endless  and  complicated  d& 
tails  of  this  panoramic  spectacle,  or  to  specify  the  proportions  in  vbich 
the  several  subjects  discussed  here,  respectively  contribnte  to  form  the 
loud  and  ceaseless  buz  that  rises  and  reverberates  through  the  roof. 

This  daily  assemblage  of  the  Irish  Bar,  in  a  particular  spot,  enables 
you  to  estimate  at  a  glance  the  extraordinary  numbers  of  that  body, 
and  to  perceive  what  an  enormous  excess  they  bear  to  the  professiooal 
occupation  which  the  country  can  by  possibility  afford.  After  all  the 
Courts  are  filled  to  the  brim,  there  still  remains  a  legal  popalation  to 
occupy  the  vast  arena  without.  I  was  particularly  strock  by  the 
number  of  young  men  (many  of  them,  I  was  assured,  possessed  of 
ifine  talents,  which,  if  differently  applied,  must  have  forced  their  mj) 
who  from  term  to  term,  and  year  to  year,  submit  to  "  trudge  the  Hall,'^ 
waiting  till  their  turn  shall  come  at  last,  and  too  often  harrassed  by 
forebodings  that  it  may  never  come,  it  was  not  difficult  to  read  their 
history  in  their  looks :  their  countenances  wore  a  sickly,  pallid,  and 
jaded  expressioot ;  the  symbols  of  hope  deferred,  if  not  extinguished; 

^  I  must,  in  passing,  observe  of  this  gentleman,  that  as  a  mere  actor  of  broad 
humour,  he  is  equal  to  any  I  have  ever  seen  upon  our  sta^.  His  manner,  too, 
has  the  merit  of  being  all  his  own ;  his  conceptions  are  transcendently  droli ;  but, 
to  be  appreciated,  he  must  be  heard  in  court,  for  he  conscientiouslj  keeps  all  hii 
good  jokes  for  the  service  of  his  clients. 

1 1  have  heard  several  medical  men  of  Dublin  speak  of  the  air  of  the  Courts  m 
Hall,  as  particularly  unwholesome.  Besides  the  impurity  communicated  to  fte 
atmosphere  by  the  crowds  that  collect  there,  the  situation  is  low  and  marshy.  The 
building  is  so  close  to  the  river,  that  fears  have  been  entertained  for  the  safety  « 
the  foundation.  Formerly,  before  the  present  quay  was  constructed,  the  water  is 
high  tides  sometimes  made  its  way  into  the  Hall.  The  mention  of  thi«  remindi  ine 
of  one  or  two  of  Curran's  jokes : — upon  one  occasion,  not  only  the  Hall, buttbe 
subterraneous  cellars  in  which  the  bar-dresses  are  kept,  were  inmidated.  ^Tben 
the  counsel  went  down  to  robe,  they  found  their  wigs  and  gowns  afloat ;  Curran, 
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there  was  even  something,  as  they  sauntered  to  and  fro,  in  their 
languid  gait  and  ondecided  movements,  from  which  it  could  be  inferred 
that  their  sensations  were  melancholy  and  irksome.  I  was  for  some 
time  at  a  loss  to  account  for  this  extreme  disproportion  between  the 
supply  and  the  demand ;  so  much  greater  than  any  ever  known  to 
exist  in  England.  During  my  stay  in  Dublin,  I  accidently  fell  into 
conversation  with  an  intelligent  Irish  gentleman,  who  in  the  early  part 
of  his  life  had  been  connected  for  some  years  with  the  profession  of 
the  law.  I  mentioned  what  I  had  observed,  and  asked  for  an  ex- 
planation :  he'  gave  it  pretty  nearly  as  follows ;  and,  allowing  now  and 
then  for  a  little  national  exaggeration  of  manner  and  expression,  I  am 
inclined  to  confide  in  what  he  stated  as  substantially  correct. — ^^  Your 
remark  is  just,  that  our  bar  is  grievously  overstocked ;  and  crowds 
of  fresh  members  are  flocking  to  it  every  term,  as  if  for  the  sole 
purpose,  and  certainly  with  the  effect,  of  starving  one  another.  If  the 
annual  emoluments  of  the  profession  were  collected  into  a  common 
fund,  and  equally  distributed  among  the  body,  the  portion  of  each 
would  not  exceed  a  miserable  pittance.  The  ordinary  explanation  of 
this  is,  that  the  profession  of  the  law  is  like  a  lottery,  where  the  great- 
ness of  the  prizes  allures  an  extraordinary  number  of  competitors : 
this  is  true  to  a  certain  extent  in  England,  as  well  as  here ;  but  I 
suspect  with  this  difference,  that  in  England  almost  every  person, 
before  he  purchases  a  ticket,  assures  himself,  that  he  has,  not  only 
some  chance  of  the  highest  prizes,  but  a  great  chance  of  the  intermedi- 
ate and  smaller  ones ;  whereas  with  us  not  more  than  one-fourth  of 
the  holders  have  the  slightest  ground  of  calculating  upon  either  the 
one  or  the  other.  This  inordinate  preference  for  the  profession  of  the 
bar  in  this  country  arises  from  many  causes.  As  one  of  the  chief| 
I  shall  mention  the  preposterous  ambition  of  onr  gentry,  and  their 
fantastic  sensitiveness  on  the  article  of  ^  family  pride.^  AH  our  dis- 
tresses and  humiliations  have  not  yet  tamed  us  into  right  notions  upon 
the  most  important  concerns  of  Ufe.  In  every  thing  we  still  prefer 
glare  to  substance, — ^in  nothing  more  than  in  the  choice  of  a  profes- 
sion for  our  sons.  An  Irish  father's  first  anxiety  is  to  give  his  son 
a  calling  in  every  way  befitting  the  ancient  dignity  of  his  name ;  and 
in  this  point  of  view  the  bar  has  peculiar  attractions.  It  is  not  merely 
that  it  may,  by  possibility,  lead  to  wealth,  or,  perhaps,  to  a  peerage, 
or  a  seat  in  the  privy  council,  though  these, are  never  lefl  out  of  the 
account,  but,  independently  of  all  this,  an  adventitious  dignity  has 
been  conferred  upon  it,  as  a  profession,  by  the  political  circumstances 
of  the  country.  Until  the  act  of  1792,  no  catholic  could  become  a 
barrister ;  all  the  emoluments  and  dignities  of  the  law  were  the  ex- 
clusive property  of  the  privileged  few ;  and  they  were  so  considerable, 
that  the  highest  families  in  the  kingdom  rushed  in  to  share  them.    This 

for  whom  a  caose  was  waiting,  seized  the  first  that  drifted  within  reach,  and  ap- 
peared in  court,  dripping  like  a  riyer-god. — "  WeU,  Mr.  Curran,"  asked  one  of 
the  judges,  "  how  did  you  leave  your  friends  coming  on  below  ?" — "  Smmmingly^ 
my  Lord."  In  the  coarse  of  the  morning,  one  of  these  learned  friends  (who,  from 
missing  his  footing,  had  come  in  for  a  thorough  sousing)  repeatedly  protested  to 
their  Lordships,  that  he  should  feel  athamed  to  offer  such  and  such  arguments  to 
the  Court. — Curran,  in  reply,  complimented  him  upon  his  delicacy  of  feeling, 
which  he  represented  as  ^^  truly  a  high  and  rare  strain  of  modesty,  in  one  who 
had  just  heen  dipptdin  tht  Liffey,^^ 
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stamped  an  aristocratic  character  and  importance  npon  the  profeaiioa. 
To  be  a  ^^  coansellor^'  in  those  dajs  was  to  be  no  ordinary  personage. 
Many  of  them  belonged  to  noble  houses ;  many  were  men  of  name 
and  authority  in  the  state ;  all  of  them,  even  the  least  distin^olshed, 
caught  a  certain  ray  of  glory  from  the  mere  act  of  association  with  a 
favoured  class  contending  for  the  most  dazzling  objects  of  compeUdon. 
Much  of  this  has  passed  away ;  but  a  popular  charm,  I  should  rather  say  a 
delusion  still  attaches  to  the  name  ;  and  parents,  duped  by  certain  vagoe 
and  obsolete  associations,  continue  to  precipitate  their  sons  into  this 
now  most  precarious  career,  without  the  least  advertence  to  their  sub- 
stantial prospects  of  success,  and  in  utter  ignorance  of  the  peculiar 
habits  and  talents  required  to  obtain  it.  It  is  a  common  by-word, 
with  us,  ^  that  no  one  who  really  deserves  to  succeed  at  our  bar  will 
&il.^  ThiB  may  be  very  true ;  but  what  a  complication  of  qualities, 
what  a  course  of  privation,  what  trials  of  taste,  and  temper,  and  pride, 
are  involved  in  that  familiar  and  ill-uuderstood  assertion.  A  young 
barrister  who  looks  to  eminence  from  his  own  sheer  unaided  merits, 
must  have  a  mind  and  frame  prepared  by  nature  for  the  endurance  of 
unremitting  toil.  He  must  cram  his  memory  with  the  arbitrary  prin- 
ciples of  a  complex  and  incongruous  code,  and  be  equally  prepared, 
as  occasion  serves,  to  apply  or  misapply  them.  He  must  not  only 
surpass  lus  competitors  in  the  art  of  reasoning  right  from  right  prin- 
ciples— the  logic  of  common  life  ;  but  he  must  be  equally  an  adept  in 
reasoning  right  from  wrong  principles,  and  wrong  from  right  ones. 
He  must  learn  to  glory  in  a  perplexing  sophistry,  as  in  the  discoveiy 
of  an  immortal  truth.  He  must  make  up  his  mind  and  his  face  to  de- 
monstrate, in  open  court,  with  all  imaginable  gravity,  that  nonsense  is 
replete  with  meaning,  and  that  the  clearest  meaning  is  manifestly  non- 
sense by  construction.  This  is  what  is  meant  by  ^  legal  habits  of 
thinking ;'  and  to  acquire  them  he  must  not  only  prepare  his  Realties 
by  a  course  of  assiduous  and  direct  cultivation,  but  he  must  absolutely 
forswear  all  other  studies  and  speculations  that  may  interfere  with 
their  perfection.  There  must  be  ho  dallying  with  literature ;  no  han- 
kering afler  comprehensive  theories  for  the  good  of  men  ;  away  must 
be  wiped  all  such  ^  trivial  fond  records.'  He  must  keep  to  his  digests 
and  indexes.  He  must  see  nothing  in  mankind  but  a  great  collectioo 
of  plainti^  and  defendants,  and  consider  no  revolnticm  in  their  afiairs 
as  comparable  in  interest  to  the  last  term  report  of  points  of  practice 
decided  in  Banco  Regis.  As  he  walks  the  streets,  he  must  give  way 
to  no  sentimental  musiugs.  There  must  be  no  ^  commercing  with  the 
skies  ;^  no  idle  dreams  of  love,  and  rainbows,  and  poetic  forms,  and 
all  the  bright  illusions  upon  which  the  ^  fancy  free'  can  feast.  If  a 
thought  of  love  intrudes,  it  must  be  connected  with  the  law  of  mar- 
riage settlements,  and  articles  of  separation  from  bed  and  board.  So 
of  the  other  passions ;  and  of  every  the  most  interesting  incident  and 
situation  in  human  life — he  must  view  them  all  with  reference  to  their 
^^  legal  effect  and  operation.^'  If  a  funeral  passes  by,  instead  of  permit- 
ting his  imagination  to  follow  the  mourners  to  the  grave,  he  must  con- 
sider, how  far  the  executor  may  not  have  made  himself  liable  for  a 
waste  of  assets  by  some  supernumerary  plumes  and  hatbands,  beyond 
^  the  state  and  circumstances  of  the  deceased ;'— or  if  his  eye  should 
light  upon  a  requisition  for  a  public  meeting,  to  petition  against  a 
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grieTance,  he  must  regard  the  grievance  as  immaterial,  bat  bethink 
himself  whether  the  wording  of  the  requisition  be  strictly  warrantable 
under  the  provisions  of  the  convention  act. 

^^  Such  is  a  part,  and  a  very  small  part,  of  the  probationary  disci- 
pline  to  which  the  young  candidate  for  forensic  eminence  must  be 
prepared  to  submit ;  and  if  he  can  hold  out  for  ten  or  fifteen  years,  his 
superior  claims  may  begin  to  be  known  and  rewarded.  But  success 
will  bring  no  diminution  of  toil  and  self-denial.  The  bodily  and  men- 
tal labour  alone  of  a  successful  barrister^s  life  would  be  sufficient,  if 
known  beforehand,  to  appal  the  stoutest.  Besides  this,  it  has  its  many 
peculiar  rubs  and  annoyances.  His  life  is  passed  in  a  tumult  of  per- 
petual contention,  and  he  must  make  up  his  sensibility  to  give  and  re- 
ceive the  hardest  knocks.  He  has  no  choice  of  cases ;  he  must  throw 
himself  heart  and  soul  into  the  most  unpromising  that  is  confided  to 
him.  He  must  fight  pitched  battles  with  obstreperous  witnesses.  He 
must  have  lungs  to  outclamour  the  most  clamourous.  He  must  make 
speeches  without  materials.  He  must  keep  battering  for  hours  at  a 
jury  that  he  sees  to  be  impregnable.  He  is  before  the  public,  and  at 
the  mercy  of  public  opinion,  and  if  every  nerve  be  not  strained  to  the 
utmost  to  achieve  what  is  impossible,  the  public,  with  its  usual  good*- 
nature,  will  attribute  the  failure  to  want  of  zeal  or  capacity  in  the  ad- 
vocate— to  any  thing  rather  than  the  badness  of  the  cause.  Finally, 
he  must  appear  to  be  sanguine,  even  after  a  defeat ;  and  be  prepared 
to  tell  a  knavish  client,  that  has  been  beaten  out  of  the  courts  of  com- 
mon law,  that  his  ^  is  a  clear  case  for  relief  in  equity.'  The  man  who 
can  do  all  this-  deserves  to  succeed,  and  will  succeed ;  but  unless  he 
be  gifted  with  the  rare  qualifications  of  such  men  as  Curran,  Bushe, 
and  Plunket,  or  be  lifted  by  those  fortuitous  aids  upon  which  few  have 
a  right  to  count,  he  cannot  rationally  expect  to  arrive  at  eminence  in 
his  profession  upbn  less  rigorous  conditions. 

^^  Hitherto,'^  continued  my  informant,  ^^  I  have  been  speaking  of  such 
as  come  to  the  bar  as  simply  and  solely  to  a  scene  of  professional  ex- 
ertion ;  but  there  is  another  and  a  still  more  numerous  class  who  are 
sent  to  it  for  the  sake  of  the  lucrative  offices  with  which  it  abounds. 
It  was  no  sooner  discovered  that  our  bar  was  uninfluential,  and  likely j 
on  occasions,  to  be  a  troublesome  body  in  the  state,  than  the  most  de- 
cisive measures  were  taken  to  break  its  spirit.  Places  were  multi- 
plied beyond  all  necessity  and  all  precedent  in  England.  By  a  single 
act  of  parliament,  two  and  thirty  judicial  offices  were  created,  to  b^ 
held  by  barristers  of  six  years'  standing,  and  averaging  each  from  five 
to  eight  hundred  pounds  a  year.  This  was  one  of  the  political  mea- 
sures of  the  late  Lord  Clare,  an  able  lawyer,  and  excellent  private 
character;  but,  like  many  other  sound  lawyers  and  worthy  gentlemen, 
a  most  mischievous  statesman.  He  had  felt  in  his  own  experience 
how  far  the  receipt  of  the  public  money  may  extinguish  a  sensibility 
to  public  abuses.  And  he  planned  and  passed  the  bar-bill.  The  same 
policy  has  been  continued  to  the  present  day.  The  profession  teems 
with  places  of  emolument ;  and  the  consequence  is,  that  every  subdi- 
vision of  the  *  parliamentary  interest'  deputes  its  representative,  to 
get  forward  in  the  ordinary  way,  as  talents  or  chance  may  favour  him, 
bat  at  all  events  to  receive  in  due  time  his  distributive  portion  of  the 
general  patronage. 
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«  The  views  of  Lord  Clare,  and  his  saccessors,  have  been  to  a  cer- 
tain extent  attained.  The  Irish  bar  no  longer  takes  any  part  as  a  bodj 
in  public  concerns ;  bat  if  it  were  expected  that  thej  were  to  be  dis- 
ciplined into  a  corps  of  cormpt  and  violent  partizans,  the  plan,  for  the 
honour  of  their  country  and  their  profession,  has  failed.  1  could  col- 
lect that  it  is  very  unusual  for  any  of  these,  either  expecting  or  en- 
joying the  favours  of  the  government,  ever  to  make  themselves  un- 
wort£dly  conspicuous,  by  clamouring  for  a  continuance  of  the  system 
under  which  they  thrive.  If  they  have  not  the  high  virtue  to  sacrifice 
their  personal  interests  to  the  public  good,  they  at  least  have  the  ^g- 
nity  to  abstain  from  all  factious  co-operation  with  the  party  to  which 
they  are  considered  to  belong;  and,  in  Irish  politics,  neatralitj  of  this 
kind  is  no  ordinary  merit. 

^^  1  must  also  add,  as  highly  to  the  credit  of  the  Irish  bar,  tliat  their 
personal  independence,  in  the  discharge  of  their  professional  duties,  has 
continued  as  it  used  to  be  in  the  best  days  of  their  country.  The  re- 
mark applies  to  the  general  spirit  of  the  entire  body.  There  may  be 
exceptions  that  escaped  my  observation ;  but  I  could  perceive  no  symp- 
toms of  subserviency — ^no  surrender  of  the  slightest  tittle  of  their  cli- 
ents' rights  to  the  frowns  or  impatience  of  the  bench.  I  was  rather 
struck  by  the  peculiarly  bold  and  decisive  tone,  with  which,  when  occa- 
sions arose,  they  asserted  the  privileges  of  the  advocate.  An  idea  has 
prevailed  of  late,  let  me  hope  incorrectly,  that  with  us  a  political  de- 
fendant has  a  difficulty  in  finding  an  advocate,  upon  whose  nerves  and 
zeal  he  can  rely.  Such  a  suspicion  has  never  been  entertained  in  Ire- 
land. Humbled  and  exhausted  as  she  has  been,  her  bar  has  not  yet 
been  drained  of  its  purity  and  strength.  In  that  country  an  obnoxious 
defendant  has  much  to  fear,  and  from  many  quarters ;  but  when  the 
hour  of  his  trial  approaches,  he  has,  at  least,  the  consolation  of  know- 
ing that  he  can  never  want  the  support,  and  to  any  number  he  may 
wish,  of  able  and  honourable  men,  in  whose  loyalty  to  their  trust,  and 
intrepidity  in  discharging  it,  he  may  confidently  repose. 

^^  While  I  am  upon  this  subject,  1  cannot  omit  a  passing  remark  upoo 
another  quality,  by  which  I  consider  the  gentlemen  of  this  bar  to  be 
pre-eminently  distinguished — the  invariable  courtesy  of  manners  which 
they  preserve  amidst  all  the  hurry  and  excitement  of  litigation.  The 
present  Chancellor  of  Ireland,  himself  a  finished  gentleman,  was  struck 
upon  his  arrival,  ^  by  the  peculiarly  gentlemanlike  manner  in  which  he 
observed  busiuess  transacted  in  his  court.'  I  have  given  an  instance 
of  this  forensic  suavity  in  my  notice  of  Mr.  Bushe. — He  is  the  great 
model  of  this  quality.  He  hands  up  a  point  of  law  to  the  bench  with 
as  much  grace  and  pliancy  of  gesture,  as  if  he  were  presenting  a  court- 
lady  with  a  fan.  This  excessive  finish  is  peculiar  to  himself;  but  the 
spirit  which  dictates  it  is  common  to  the  entire  profession.  Scenes  of 
turbulent  altercation  are  inevitably  frequent,  and  every  weapon  of  dis- 
putation— wit  and  sneers,  and  deadly  brain-blows  must  be  employed 
and  encountered ;  but  the  contest  is  purely  intellectual :  it  is  ex 
tremely  rare  indeed  that  any  thing  approaching  to  an  offensive  person 
ality  escapes.  I  confess  that  1  far  prefer  this  systematic  respect  for  the 
high  feelings  of  the  gentleman  to  the  less  courtly  usage  of  our  bar, — 
where  I  have  not  unfrequently  heard  flat  contradictions,  and  unqualified 
imputations  of  professional  ignorance,  very  liberally  bandied  to  and 
fro  between  the  learned  combatants.    Nothing  of  this  ultra-forensic 
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warmth  occurs  in  the  Irish  courts.  It  is  avoided  on  common  princi- 
ples of  good  taste  :  it  is  also  prevented,  if  I  am  rightly  informed,  by  the 
understood  feeling  that  any  thing  bordering  upon  personal  rudeness 
mast  infallibly  lead  to  a  settlement  out  of  Court.'^ 

When  I  first  frequented  the  courts  in  Dublin,  I  went  entirely  with 
the  view  of  witnessing  the  specimens  of  forensic  talent  displayed  there. 
The  result  of  my  pbservations  upon  these  will  come  in  more  naturally 
in  connexion  with  the  particular  characters  of  whom  I  propose  to  treat. 
But  I  found  more  than  I  had  expected ;  and  one  circumstance  that  very 
forcibly  struck  me  demands  a  few  words  apart.  I  would  recommend 
to  any  stranger  wishing  to  obtain  a  thorough  insight  into  the  state  of 
manners  and  morals  in  the  interior  of  Ireland,  without  incurring  the 
risk  of  a  visit  to  the  remoter  districts,  to  attend  upon  a  few  motion- 
days  in  any  of  the  Irish  courts  of  common  law.  A  large  portion  of 
these  motions  relate  to  ineffectual  attempts  to  execute  the  process  of 
the  law  ;  and  the  facts  that  daily  come  out,  offer  a  frightful  and  most 
disgraceful  picture  of  the  lawless  habits  of  the  lower,  and  also,  I 
regret  to  add,  of  the  higher  orders  of  the  community.  One  of  our 
judges  in  Westminster  Hall  would  start  from  his  seat  in  wonder  and 
indignation  at  the  detail  of  scenes  to  which  the  Irish  judges,  from  long 
familiarity,  listen  almost  unmoved,  as  to  mere  ordinary  outrages  of 
course.  The  office  of  a  process-server  in  Ireland  appears  to  be,  indeed, 
a  most  perilous  occupation,  and  one  that  requires  no  common  qualities 
in  the  person  that  undertakes  it :  he  must  unite  the  courage  and 
strength  of  the  common  soldier  with  the  conduct  and  skill  in  stra- 
tagem of  the  experienced  commander ;  for  woe  betide  him,  if  he  be 
deficient  in  either.  The  moment  this  hostile  herald  of  the  law  is 
known  to  be  hovering  on  the  confines  of  a  Connaught  gentleman^s 
domain,  (that  sacred  territory  into  which  his  Majesty's  writs  have  no 
right  to  run),  the  proud  blood  of  the  defendant  swells  up  to  the  boiling 
pointy  and  he  takes  the  promptest  measures  to  repel  and  chastise  (he 
intruder :  -he  summons  his  servants  and  tenants  to  a  council  of  war ; 
he  stiffens  their  fidelity  by  liberal  doses  of "  mountain-dew*  ;"  they 
swear  they  will  stand  by  ^^  his  honour''  to  the  last.  Preparations  as 
against  a  regular  siege  ensue  ;  doors  and  windows  are  barred  ;  sentinels 
stationed ;  blunderbusses  charged  ;  approved  scouts  are  sent  out  to 
reconnoitre ;  and  skirmishing  parties,  armed  with  cudgels  and  pitch- 
forks, are  detached  along  every  avenue  of  approach.  Having  taken 
these  precautions,  the  magnanimous  defendant  shuts  himself  up  in  his 
inmost  citadel  to  abide  the  issue.  The  issue  may  be  anticipated ;  the 
messenger  of  the  law  is  either  deterred  from  coming  near,  or,  if  he  has 
the  hardhihood  to  face  the  danger,  he  is  way-laid  and  beaten  black 
and  blue  for  his  presumption  : — if  he  shews  the  King's  writ,  it  is  torn 
from  him,  and  flung  back  in  fragments  in  his  face.  Resistance,  re- 
monstrance, and  intreaties  are  all  unavailing;  nothing  remains  for 
him  but  to  effect  his  retreat,  if  the  power  of  moving  be  left  him,  lo  the 
nearest  magistrate,  not  in  the  interest  of  the  defendant,  where  with 
the  help  of  some  attorney  that  will  venture  to  take  a  fee  against  '*  his 
honour,"  he  draws  up  a  bulletin  of  his  kicks  and  bruises  in  the  form 

•  Illicit  whiskey — so  called,  from  being  generally  distilled  on  the  mountainous 
tracts. 
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of  an  affidavit  to  ground  a  motion  that  ^^  another  writ  do  taae  ;^^ 
or,  as  it  might  be  more  correctly  worded,  ^^  Tliat  another  process- 
server  do  expose  himself  to  as  sound  a  thrashing  as  the  last'^  Tlds 
is  not  an  exaggerated  picture  ;  and  in  order  to  complete  it,  it  should 
not  be  omitted  that  the  instigator  of  the  outrage,  as  soon  as  lie  can 
with  safety  appear  abroad,  will  to  a  certainty  be  found  amoi^  the  naost 
clamorous  for  proclamations  and  insurrection-acts,  to  keep  down  the 
lawless  propensities  of  his  district. 

I  have  offered  a  specimen  of  Irish  society,  as  I  could  collect  it  from 
affidavits  daily  produced  in  court ;  yet,  shocking  and  disgusting  as  the 
details  are,  I  confess  it  is  not  easy  to  repress  a  smile  at  the  style  in 
which  those  adventurous  scenes  are  described.  The  affidavits  are  gene- 
rally the  composition  of  country  attorneys.  The  maltreated  process- 
server  puts  the  story  of  his  injured  feelings  and  beaten  carcase  into 
the  hands  of  one  of  these  learned  penmen ;  and  I  must  do  them  the 
justice  to  say,  that  they  conscientiously  make  the  most  of  the  task 
confided  to  them.  They  have  all  a  dash  of  national  eloquence  about 
them ;  the  leading  qualities  of  which,  metaphor,  pathos,  sonorous 
phrase,  impassioned  delineation,  &c.  they  liberally  embody  with  the 
technical  detail  of  facts,  forming  a  class  of  oratory  quite  unknown  to  the 
schools,— "The  oratory  of  the  Affidavit."— What  British  adviser,  for 
instance,  of  matters  to  be  given  in  on  oath,  would  venture  upon  suck 
a  poetical  statement  as  the  following,  which  I  took  down  one  day  ia 
the  Irish  Court  of  Common  Pleas : — ^^^  And  this  deponent  farther  saith, 
that  on  arriving  at  the  house  of  the  said  defendant,  situate  in  the  county 
of  Galway  aforesaid,  for  the  purpose  of  personally  serving  him  with 
the  said  writ,  he  the  said  deponent  knocked  three  several  times  at  the 
outer,  commonly  called  the  hall-door,  but  could  not  obtain  admit- 
tance ;  whereupon  this  deponent  was  proceeding  to  knock  a  fourth 
time,  when  a  man,  to  this  deponent  unknown,  holding  in  his  hanih  a 
musquet  or  blunderbuss,  loaded  with  balls  or  slugs,  as  this  depooent 
has  since  heard  and  verily  believes,  appeared  at  one  of  the  upper 
windows  of  said  house,  and,  presenting  said  musquet  or  blunderbuss 
at  this  deponent,  threatened,  ^  that  if  said  deponent  did  not  instantly 
retire,  he  would  send  his,  this  deponents,  soul  to  hell ;'  whkk  Uat 
deponent  verily  believes  he  would  have  done — had  not  this  deponent  pre- 
cipitately escaped."  Truly  a  judicious  selection  of  these  interesting 
documents  would  present  a  very  lively  and  edifying  picture  of  society  in 
many  parts  of  the  sister-IslandL  In  the  present  taste  for  the  semi- 
barbarous,  I  do  not  even  see  why  a  spirited  national  tale  might  not 
be  founded  upon  the  romantic  adventures  of  an  Irish  process-server. 
As  far  as  broken  heads  and  hair-breadth  escapes  are  concerned,  the 
writer  would  assuredly  find  no  want  of  materials* — ^Mr.  Colbura  should 
look  to  this. 
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Tiooli  aiuL  the  Sabine  Vallei^, 

^^  Me  nac  tarn  patient  Lacedaemon, 
Nee  tarn  Larissae  percussit  campus  opimse, 

Quim  domus  iJbanes  resonantis, 
Et  prsceps  Anio,  et,  Tiburni  lucus,  et  uda 

Mobtlibus  pomaria  riyii.^^* 

It  is  now  some  years,  thank  Heaven !  since  I  left  the  University — 
not  that  I  bear  any  grudge  to  the  learned  body ;  quite  the  contrary, 
more  love  than  is  either  worth  reading  or  writing  of-— hut  that  the  in- 
terval spent  in  what  they  would  call  idleness  has  restored  to  my  mind 
the  freshness  that  enables  it  to  enjoy  the  beauties  of  the  classics.     He, 

"  That  abhorr'd 
Trto  much  to  conquer  for  the  poet^s  sake. 
The  drill'd  dull  lesson  forced  down  word  by  word 
In  his  repugnant  youth,  with  pleasure  to  record 
Aught  that  recalPd  the  daily  drug  which  tiim^d 
His  sickening  memory ,^^ 
and  who  by*the-by  has  quoted  so  intimately,  that  he  seems  to  have 
read  the  poet  since,  concludes, 

**  So  farewell,  Horace,  on  Soracte^s  ridge  we  part." 
The  learned  annotator  to  ^^  Childe  Harold^'  begs  to  be  excused  from 
joining  in  this  farewell ;  and  so  do  1,  who  might  have  said, 
"  Good  morrow,  Horace,  on  Soracte^s  ridge  we  meet." 
It  is,  to  be  sure,  a  monstrous  antidote  to  taste,  to  have  the  noblest 
works  of  genius  associated  with  school  drudgery,  and  to  have  every 
beautiful  ode  or  poetic  effusion  of  the  classics  linked  in  our  minds 
with  disgrace  and  flagellation.  The  mere  thought  of  having  ever  suf- 
fered corporal  punishment,  is  an  idea  so  full  of  disgust,  and  horror,  and 
degradation,  that  the  strongest  feelings  of  pleasure  must  vanish  when 
so  accompanied.  Yet,  if  we  can  set  aside  such  recollections,  and  recur 
to  the  spirit  of  boyhood,  we  shall  most  likely  discover  in  its  early 
classic  food  the  germs  of  those  few  noble  principles  that  maturity 
has  lefl  us.  Imagine  for  a  moment  a  boy,  under  whose  observation 
notliing  has  come  but  the  petty  acts  and  pettier  motives  of  those 
around  him,  and  who  in  the  way  of  compelled  study  can  have  learned 
nothing  but  mere  terms  from  his  grammar,  and  not  so  much  from  the 
flowery  English  prose,  of  which  he  is  made  to  read  cursorily  a  daily 
portion — Imagine  a  Virgil,  with  Goldsmith's  Histories  of  Greece  and 
Rome,  put  into  his  hands-— Can  this  be  looked  upon  as  less  than  a 
second  birth  ?  The  boy  cannot  skim  over  his  Virgil,  without  conceiving 
a  single  idea,  afler  the  manner  that  he  reads  his  English  ;  he  must  pore 
for  hoars  over  a  few  lines,  must  construe  every  word,  and  is  shut  up 
with  poetical  images  and  personages,  as  we  are  with  the  shadows  in 
a  dream,  from  which  there  is  no  escaping,  and  which  seem  so  huge 
and  so  near,  that  they  stun  us  into  a  belief  of  them.  There  are  few 
boys  of  imagination  that  are  not,  in  a  degree,  Pagans  in  their  youth. 
The  Gods  of  Olympus,  sung  in  the  verses  of  Homer  and  Virgil,  cannot 
be  read  of  without  being  sensibly  imagined  ;  and  cannot  be  once  so 

*  Our  country  readers  must  excuse  Ui  this  once  from  the  duty  of  translation :  it 
would  be  here  impossible. 
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perceived,  without  being  oflen  present.  The  mind  of  youth  becomes 
unnaturally  extended  in  endeaTooring  to  grasp  these  mighty  objects, 
and  the  mental  vision  acquires  a  magnifying  quality,  wUch  it  takes 
many  years  of  vulgar  life  to  reduce  to  a  less  noble,  though  a  fitter 
standard. 

Virgil  is  the  school  boy^s  favourite.  Horace  costs  more  trouble,  aad  is 
never  understood  by  him ;  yet,  for  this  very  reason,  is  read  and  re- 
read so  often,  scanned  and  learned  by  rote,  that  the  memory  in  general 
preserves  more  scraps  of  his  verse,  than  of  those  of  any  other  writer. 
His  short  pieces,  various  subjects,  and  strange  metres  too,  are  more 
calculated  to  lay  hold  on  the  recollection.  The  beautiful  scenes  of 
Virgil  fade  from  our  minds  as  we  grow  up,  and  we  soon  begin  to  look 
even  with  contempt  on  the  heroism,  the  love,  and  the  mythology  of 
the  classics.  In  the  passage  from  boyhood  to  manhood  we  grow 
inclined  to  moralize  not  a  little,  being  the  age  when  passions  and 
remorse  are  alike  strong  in  producing  both  temptation  and  penitence. 
The  mind  then  employed  in  forming  its  own  character,  and  satiated 
with  poetry,  recalls  in  preference  the  pithy  morality  of  the  satirist:  ids 
common-place  diatribes  against  avarice  and  prodigality  have  not  yet 
become  common-place  to  us  at  that  age.  And  when  the  spirit  of  man 
is  young,  the  simple  precepts  of  philosophy — such  poetical  laws  as  the 
^^  Justwn  et  tenacetn^^  the  ^^  Bt  just^  and  fear  not,^'  command  that  re- 
verence and  awe  which  is  scarcely  produced  on  the  mind  of  more 
years,  even  by  the  fearful  mysteries  and  denunciations  of  religion. 

A  little  distance  from  Ci  vita  Castellana,  the  ancient  Veil,  I  came  in  sight 
of  Soracte.  Although  neither  the  ^<  altd  stct  nive  candidutn*^  of  Horace, 
nor  ^^  the  long-drawn  wave'^  of  Byron,  it  was  endeared  by  the  memory  of 
both ; — an  August  sun  forbade  any  snow  upon  its  summit,  and  it  is 
only  from  Rome  that  Mount  St.  Oreste,  as  Soracte  is  now  called, 
answers  the  description  of  Byron.  The  Parnassus  of  Horace  is  not 
loHy  :  seen  from  the  south,  from  Tibur  and  the  farm  of  Horace,  merely 
the  rcund  summit  of  the  mountain  is  descried :  to  the  Perugia  road  it 
presents  a  ridge,  and  undulating  outline,  not  without  beauty.  But  like 
the  country  in  which  it  is  situated,  its  chief  attraction  must  be  its  poet- 
ical associations. 

^^The  pilgrim,^^  says  Mr.  Hobhonse,  ^'maj  take  leave  of  Horace  vpaa 
Soracte ;  not  so  the  antiquary,  who  pursues  to  the  city  and  country,  to  Rome 
and  Tivoli,  and  hunts  him  through  the  windings  of  the  Sabine  valley,  tiU  he 
detects  him  pouring  fourth  his  flowers  over  the  i^assy  margin  of  his  Biandosian 
fount.'' 

The  poetical  pilgrim  justly  scorned  a  place  so  bevisited  and  he- 
pictured  as  Tivoli.  But  we,  whose  pen  travels  on  foot,  Musd  petUf- 
tri^  and  who  cannot  afford  a  pair  of  wings  to  our  shoulders,  are 
contented  to  trace  the  vestiges  of  genius  with  the  plodding  antiquary 

"  Ibam  forte  \ik  Sacrd," 
and  turning  to  the  left  of  the  Colosseum,  proceeded  up  the  Esquiline  to 
the  Baths  of  Titus ;  not  that  I  cared  for  either  Titus  or  his  baths,  but  sought 
the  House  of  Maecenas,  which  that  Emperor  made  use  of  as  a  foundation 
for  his  more  modern  editice.  I  penetrated  by  torch-light  into  the  cham- 
bers, now  subterraneous,  but  once  resounding  with  the  voice  of  Virgil  and 
the  jokes  of  Horace.  Of  the  very  decorations,  the  painting  and  gilding, 
in  those  chambers  that  had  not  yet  been  exposed  to  the  air  and  light. 
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the  gfronnd-colonr  seems  unlTersallj  to  have  heen  red,  and  heautiful 
little  figures  of  eagles,  swaos,  and  loves,  are  to  be  seen  still  in  good 
preservation.  Loffy  as  these  chambers  are  (thirty-three  feet),  the  or- 
namental figures  of  the  vaulted  roofs,  like  all  those  of  the  ancients, 
whether  in  painting  or  stucco,  are  exceedingly  minute.  As  may  be 
supposed,  more  bats  than  cares  are  now  to  be  found,  in  contradiction 
of  the  poet,  flying  about  the  ^^  laqueaia  tecta.^^  From  the  various  and 
more  recent  petty  compartments  into  which  this  edifice  appears  to  have 
been  divided,  it  is  considered  to  have  been  let  out  to  private  individu- 
als, subsequent  to  Titus.  The  corridore  that  served  then  as  a  common 
entrance,  was  for  the  first  time  excavated  by  the  French ;  and  a  curi- 
ous inscription  found,  generally  thought  to  be  of  the  time  of  Caracalla, 
notifying,  that  the  twelve  greater  Gods,  and  especially  Jupiter  and 
Diana,  would  be  very  angry  with  whoever  did  any  thing  naughty  against 
the  walls.* 

It  was  in  vain  looking  for  Horace^s  town-house  among  the  vineyards 
and  shapeless  ruins  of  the  Esquiline,  where  Canidia  might  once  more 
find  herbs  and  solitude  enough  for  her  magic  calling ;  so  that  the  next 
morning  found  me  on  the  road  to  Tivoli,  jolting  over  the  same  old 
stones  of  the  Via  Tiburtlna  on  which  trotted  Horace  and  his  mule. 
Not  on]y  is  the  broad  pavement,  but  even  the  elevated  foot-path  of  the 
Roman  road  preserved  in  many  places.  Passing  the  lake  of  Solfatara, 
and  being  obliged  to  hold  my  nose  against  the  infernal  stench,  I  could 
not  recollect  any  mention  in  Horace  of  this  nuisance,  which  sorely  an- 
noys Tivoli  when  the  wind  is  westerly,  and  must  have  annoyed  him. 
Here  antiquaries  place  the  Oracle  of  Faunus,  and  the  groves  of  Al- 
bunaea  i  the  former  conjecture  is  probably  right,  a  bad  smell  being 
ever  with  the  ancients  a  sign  of  prophetic  power, 

Tivoli,  the  ancient  Tibur,  "  Argao  posiium  colono^^  is  one  of  the 
most  beautiful  spots  in  Christendom,  overlooking  one  of  the  most  barren 
deserts  in  it.  It  was  evening  at  the  time  of  my  arrival,  and,  ere  entering 
the  gate,  I  turned  to  look  back  towards  the  eternal  city.  The  sun  was 
setting,  and  for  a  brief  moment  lighted  with  crimson  Tivoli  and  the  rocky 
summits  above — to  the  right  its  dying  rays  were  on  Soracte,  to  the 
left  upon  Mount  Algidus,  while  before  us  lay  the  olive-planted  hill  we 
had  just  mounted,  sloping  down  to  the  Campagoa ;  and  afar  over  that 
dun,  undulating  plain,  that  stretched  like  a  sullen  and  motionless  sea, 
where  the  spires  of  Rome  and  the  dome  of  St.  Peter%  minute,  but  clearly 
relieved  against  the  rich  flush  of  the  horizon.  The  scene  seemed  a 
struggle  between  the  picturesque  and  the  sentimental.  Near  where  I 
stood  had  been  the  villa  of  Sallust, "  inimice  lamna^  Crispe  Sallusti  /"  and 
as  the  eye  could  not  reach  the  most  classic  ground,  along  the  Anio, 
which  lay  to  the  northward  of  the  town,  I  contented  myself  for  that 
evening  with  contemplating  the  interminable  ruins  of  Hadrian^s  villa. 

•  The  inscription  is  as  follows  : 

DVODECIM  DEOS  ET  DIANA>i  ET  lOVEM 

OPTlxMVM  MAXIMVM  HABEV  1RAT09 
QVISQVIS  HIC  MINXERIT  AVT  CACARIT. 
Beneath  it  is  painted  a  tripod  supporting  a  basket,  seemingly  of  flowers,  with  a  rod 
on  top  ;  and  each  side  is  a  snake,  representing  the  Genii  loci. 
"  Pinge  quos  aogues  :  Pueri,  sacer  est  locus,  extra 
Mejite,"  &c.  Persius,  Sati/r,  1. 
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The  morning  bronght  a  renewal  of  the  pleasure.  I  Tuited  the 
Temples  of  the  Sibyl  and  of  Vesta,  and  descended  to  the  Grotto  of 
Neptane,  a  scene  of  nnrivalled  splendour— it  resembles  the  inside  of 
a  petrified  volcano ;  indeed  not  only  resembles,  but  is  so.  Theoce  the 
talkative  Cicerone  led  the  way  round  to  the  other  side  of  the  valley,  io 
order  to  obtain  an  opposite  view  of  the  Cascatelle.  The  valley,  which 
is  open  towards  Rome,  so  as  to  afford  from  all  its  points  a  splendid 
view  of  the  Campagna,  is  formed  by  mountains  covered  with  olive- 
trees.  On  the  height  to  the  southward  is  Tivoli ;  half-way  between 
which  and  the  river  at  bottom  is  situated  the  celebrated  villa  of  Mae- 
cenas, with  two  or  three  of  the  Cascatelle  rushing  from  beneath  the 
arches  on  which  it  is  bnilt.  Before  the  visitor  arrives  opposite  tfaii 
villa,  he  is  shown  the  situation  of  that  belonging  to  Catullus ;  and  al- 
most opposite  are  the  remains  of  the  supposed  mansion  of  Horace, 
together  with  that  of  Quinctillus  Varus,  whom  the  poet  addressed, 

*'  NuIIam,  Vare,  sacra  vite  prius  severis  arborem 

Circa  mite  solum  Tiburis,  et  moenia  Catili : 
Siccis  omnia  nam  dura  Deus  propotait  :^^ — 

and  Augustus  more  pathetically,  demanding  his  lost  legions.  To  use 
the  distinction  of  the  sublime  and  beautiful,  the  Cascatelle  poasess  the 
latter  quality  above  any  fall  of  water  I  ever  beheld.  Thejdo  notiall 
in  a  straight  line,  or  precipitately,  but  appear,  from  the  opposite  side, 
like  immense  skeins  of  silver  thread  elegantly  disposed  along  the  de- 
clivity ;  yet  they  suggest  no  idea  of  pettiness,  and,  seen  from  above  on 
their  own  side,  are  not  without  grandeur.  The  Cascata  itself,  or  great 
fall  of  Tivoli,  is  nothing — ^if  I  may  be  allowed  to  judge,  who  but  saw 
the  place  dry,  the  water  having  been  turned  into  another  channel  for 
the  sake  of  mending  the  cataract.    ' 

The  villa  of  Mscenas,  at  least  that  part  of  it  next  the  valley,  called 
"  The  long  Gallery,"  was  converted  by  Lucicn  Bonaparte  into  an  ex- 
tensive Cbrge,  worked  by  machinery.  Curious  fates  houses  undergo : — 
once  noisy  with  the  tongues  of  Virgil,  Varius,  Horace,  and  CatallasJt 
is  now  much  more  so  with  the  sound  of  hammer,  file,  and  saw.  The  ce- 
mented roof  is  in  astonishing  preservation  :  it  is  almost  incredible,  that 
mortar  thus  fiatly  laid,  and  open  to  the  heavens,  could  have  lasted 
upwards  of  eighteen  centuries ;  yet  we  see  nearly  the  same  thing  in  the 
Colosseum,  in  those  upper  ranges  that  were  open  to  the  air,  and  of 
whose  antiquity  there  can  be  no  doubt.  Part  of  the  court-yard  and  its 
fa9ade  are  entire.  This  was  supported  by  a  long  arch,  which  crossed 
the  old  Tibnrtinc  way ;  and,  to  give  light  to  the  travellers  that  passed 
below,  there  are  large  square  apertures,  which  open  from  the  court- 
yard down  to  the  ancient  road.  Having  seen  the  hundred  foontaios 
of  the  Villa  d^Este  play,  and  having  spent  the  rest  of  the  day  in 
Hadrian's  villa,  we  girded  our  loins  next  day  for  the  Sabine  Valley. 

There  was  Utile  to  be  seen  there  beyond  the  face  of  the  valley  it- 
self, which  the  poet  so  often  alludes  to,  and  which  in  one  instance  he 
promises  to  describe  ^^  loquaciously  :"  he  as  usual  breaks  his  promise, 
and  runs  off  into  morality : 

Conlinui  montes,  nisi  dissocientur  opaca 
Valle :  sed  ut  venicns  dextrum  latus  aspiclat  Sol, 
Lsevam  decedens  curru  fugiente  vaporet. 
Temperiem  laudes :  &c.  Epist.  16. 
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Beyond  this  general  appearance,  there  is  little  to  be  seen  bat  a  bit  of 
mosaic  and  a  fountain,  and  even  this  last  has  not  escaped  the  doubts  of 
the  incredulous. 

^'  Before  the  discreet  traveller  girds  himself  for  this  tour,^^  says  Mr.  Hobhouse, 
^^  he  IB  requested  to  lay  aside  all  modem  guide-books,  ^d  previously  to  peruse 
a  French  work,  called  *  Researches  after  the  House  of  Horace.^  This  will  unde- 
ceive him  as  to  the  Blandusian  Fountain,  which  he  is  not  to  look  for  in  the  Sa- 
bine Valley,  but  on  the  Lucano-Apulian  border  where  Horace  was  bom.^^ 

The  proof  brought  forward  is  incontrovertible  as  far  as  it  goes,  and 
is  founded  on  a  bull  of  Pope  Paschal,  that  mentions  the  ^^  Ccutellum 
Blandutia  /'  and  in  enumerating  the  churches,  to  which  it  is  address- 
ed, describes  one  as  ^^  in  Blandusino  fonU  apud  Venusiam^'^  which 
leaves  no  doubt  that  there  was  a  Blandusian  fountain  where  Horace 
was  bom.  But  a  distant  fountain  could  scarcely  be  the  object  of  an 
ode  and  a  vow,  and  it  is  very  unlikely  that  Horace,  ''  Botis  beahu  unicis 
Sa!nni3j^^  possessed  a  residence  elsewhere.  Perhaps  the  poet,  finding 
a  nameless  well  in  his  farm,  which  he  sought  to  elevate  into  his  Heli- 
con, and  to  dignify  it  by  an  appellation,  called  it  Blandusine  from  that 
near  his  native  place.  The  controversy  is  of  little  moment :  the  well 
in  the  Sabine  Valley,  if  it  be  not  the  actual  '^  Fons  Blandusia^  splen- 
didior  viiro^^  is  consecrated,  independent  of  that  ode,  in  the  epistle  to 
Quinctius, 

'^  Fons  etiam  rivo  dare  nomen  idoneus,  ut  nee 
Frigidior  Thracam,  nee  purior  ambiat  Hebrus ; 
Infirmo  capiti  fluit  utilis,  utilis  alvo.^' 

So  much  for  Horace — too  much,  perhaps,  for  one  every  way  unworthy 
of  reverence,  unless  as  possessed  of  poetic  power.  It  should  be  the 
boast,  not  the  regret  of  England,  that  she  has  few  Horaces  to  deify 
her  Cesars,  and  that  her  best  Mscenases  are  her  princely  booksellers. 
In  tb^  light,  may  she  never  have  her  Augustan  age !  R. 


Cupid  and  Ttme,  an  Eclogue, 

Time,    Nat,  little  urchin,  do  not  fly ; 
1  must  overtake  you  by  and  by : 
Besides,  related  are  our  houses, 
Since  aged  men  will  wed  young  spouses. 
And  lead  their  lives  so  gay  and  blithe, 
And  never  think  of  my  old  scythe. 
I  will  not  steal  your  darts  or  bow — 
My  scythe  more  potent  is,  you  know. 
Than  all  your  toys  ;  for  when  my  sway 
I  exercise,  it  is  to  slay. 

Cupid,  I  know  you  do,  there  ^s  no  resistance  ; 
So,  Mr.  Scytheman,  keep  your  distance. 
Yet  learn,  grim  Mower,  it  is  found 
That  many  feel  that  I  can  wound : 
Then,  Ovid  says,  no  herbs  can  heal 
The  sorrows  that  poor  lovers  feel !  < 

Time,   Fig  for  such  wounds  by  which  no  man  dies. 
And  none  can  fear  except  young  Dandles ; 
And  all  the  pains  that  they  endure 
I  almost  instantly  can  cure. 


496  Tales,  ^c 

Tht  LUerary  Tri§. 

A  Critic  and  a  Poet  met, 
And  at  one  table  down  were  set 

To  mutton  and  old  port : 
For  a  rich  Printer,  now  and  then, 
Woold  feed  these  heroes  of  the  pen 

In  yene  and  chapter  court. 
The  glass  went  roond ;  the  Critic^s  brow 
Became  more  smooth,  the  verses  flow 

From  the  gay  PoeOs  tongue  ; 
The  candid  Critic  cried  encore. 
The  merry  Printer  callM  for  more — 

And  more  the  echoes  rang. 
Ho !  qnoth  the  Editor,  I  see 
How  bards  and  critics  may  agree, 

And  amicably  chum : 
For  we  all  briskly  drive  a  trade, 
Since  generous  port  is  wisely  made 

"  The  circulating  medinm.^^ 


Tht  Fair  Sophiit. 

Occidis  ssepe  rogando.  HoK. 

**  No,  no,  my  dear,  I  HI  ne'er  discover — 
It  is  the  secret  of  a  friend : 
Bat,  were  it  mine,  so  fond  a  lover 
To  mystery  could  not  pretend.^' 
Whilst  thus  with  phiz  so  grave  I  prosed. 
My  Chloe  seemM  to  mirth  disposed ; 
Then  with  a  kiss,  and  such  a  leer 
As  every  lover  thinks  smcere, 
The  nymph  exclaimM,  "  Ah,  why  withhold 
This  secret  I  have  half  been  told  ? 
With  me  you  may  entrust  it  well, 
Tou  know  ^  I  never  kiss  and  tell.' '' 


On  Fuiiing  an  M  Arm/oury. 

I  simulacra  moveri 
Ferrea,  cognatoque  viros  spirare  metallo.        Ci^avdiav. 
Upright  and  stiff,  and  large  of  limb. 
Of  visage  most  austere  and  grim, 
Brimf  ull  of  feudal  pride  and  rage. 
These  heroes  of  the  "  iron  age" 
Exhibit  in  tremendous  rows 
Dire  s3rmptoms  of  impending  blows. 
Yon  battle-axe  and  twisted  mail 
Would  make  a  modern  foeman  quail- 
Though  all  this  dress,  they  look  so  great  la, 
Shows  they  could  bear  a  world  of  beating. 
For  then  no  villainous  salt-petre 
Gave  war  its  most  terrific  feature : 
They  deemM  the  body  safe  and  well. 
Unless  the  foeman  broke  his  shell. 
And  with  his  spea)*  strongly  at  work 
PullM  out  his  carcase  with  a  jerk. 
Thus  have  I  seen  a  boy's  eye  twinkle 
When  he  attacks  a  periwinkle 
With  a  long  pin,  and  by  the  snout 
Wriggles  the  periwinkle  out. 


(     497     ) 

LES   VEPRIS   SICILIEKNE8.* 

LoAn>AN  makes  some  compensation  for  the  feebleness  of  diction  in 
which  the  avowal  of  her  guilt  is  conveyed,  by  the  force  of  his  invective 
and  imprecation. 

Your  treachery  stands 
UoparallePd,  accursed,  detestable. 
YoQ  are  pale  and  blanch^,  Amelia, — Yoa  are  pale. 
And  shudder  at  the  anticipated  doom. 
Live !  life  be  all  your  punishment :  and  live 
As  I  have  lived — as  you  have  made  me  live. 
May  all  your  days  be  wasted  in  such  tears 
As  I  have  shed  for  you-— their  fountain  be 
As  black  and  as  envenomM  as  the  source 
Of  passion  in  this  bosom ;  and  for  him. 
For  whose  bad  sake  you  have  aba^don^d  me, 
As  perjured  as  yourself,  let  him  arouse 
The  self-same  furies  in  your  maddening  heart 
With  which  you  have  distracted  me.    Be  all  your  tears 
Paid  back  with  scorn  deliberate  as  e^er 
Set  on  the  smiles  of  perfidy ;  your  love. 
When  it  comes  warm  and  gushing  from  your  breast, 
Be  tumM  at  once  to  ice,  and  frozen  down 
With  a  repulse  as  heartless.    Then,  Amelia — 
Then  will  you  think  of  me ! 

Loredaa  continues  his  invective  against  Amelia  in  verse  of  great 
force,  which  our  limits  will  not  permit  us  to  extract,  and  bids  her  retire 
lest  the  vehemence  of  his  emotions  should  hurry  him  to  an  extremity. 
She  complies  with  his  injunction.  This  scene,  though  well  written, 
is,  when  taken  with  reference  to  the  plot,  objectionable,  upon  the 
ground  that  it  does  not  forward  the  progress  of  the  play,  and  contains 
no  new  event  or  intimation  of  some  future  incident  on  which  expecta- 
tion can  be  fed.  This  is  a  defect  into  which  every  author  not  ac- 
quainted with  the  stage  is  apt  to  fail,  but  it  is  most  injurious  to  dra- 
matic interest,  which,  though  it  may  not  constitute  a  very  important 
merit,  and  may  be  attained  by  writers  of  inferior  capacity,  is  yet  indis- 
pensably necessary  for  success.  We  have  seen  whole  acts  of  tragedies 
abounding  with  poetry  and  filled  with  character,  which  were  rendered 
Vholly  unfit  for  representation  by  this  fatal  blemish.  In  general,  the 
French  authors,  who,  with  less  vigour,  have  yet  more  intimate  percep- 
tions of  efiect  than  the  writers  who  have  reached  a  high  reputation  in 
England,  avoid  the  commission  of  this  error ;  and  the  work  before  us 
is  sufficiently  free  from  it  to  render  the  scene  to  which  we  have  alluded 
less  imperfect  than  if  it  were  a  link  in  a  long  series  of  irrelev ancles. 
The  rest  of  the  act  is  rai»d  and  precipitate.  Procida  enters,  and  in- 
forms his  son  that  Gaston,  whose  wariness  was  such  an  object  of  alarm 
to  the  conspirators,  has  been  despatched.  Procida  exhorts  him  to 
make  reparation  for  his  oSence  by  some  great  achievement,  and  the 
selection  of  a  noble  victim.  The  conspirators  enter,  and,  in  oi-der  to 
reconcile  the  improbability  of  their  holding  their  assembly  in  the  hall 
of  Montfort^s  abode  with  any  resemblance  of  likelihood  (the  objection 
which  has  been  so  often  made  to  Cato,  and  which  ar^es  from  too 

*  Concluded  from  page  390. 
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scrupulous  an  observance  of  the  unities),  it  is  supposed  that  tliey  ar- 
rive for  the  purpose  of  soliciting  the  forgiveness  of  Montfort,  and  that 
he  lies  asleep  in  his  apartment,  overcome  by  the  heat  of  the  day. 
Procida  takes  advantage  of  this  interval  of  his  absence  and  of  their 
re-union  together  to  excite  them  to  some  sudden  act  of  vengeance, 
which  may  instantaneously  accomplish  the  national  freedom.  He  in- 
spires them  with  enthusiasm,  and  aAer  delivering  several  veiy  eloquent 
speeches,  the  length  of  which  would  perhaps  be  objected  to  apoQ  our 
stage,  but  which,  if  properly  delivered,  would,  upon  any  stage,  be  pro- 
ductive of  signal  impression,  exclaims — 


Procida. 


Saiviati. 


Loridan. 


Procida. 
LorUan. 
Salvi€Ui. 
Procida. 


The  people  are  assembled :  they  kneel  down 

In  thousands  at  the  altar ;  now  *s  the  time— 

The  sacrifice  is  horrible ;  but  just. 

Because  ^tis  necessary.     Liet  us  rush 

Into  the  sanctuary ;  and  be  our  swords 

Nakedly  brandishM,  and  with  hands  all  hot 

And  red  with  blood,  our  cry  be  liberty — 

Revenge  and  liberty ! — and  at  the  sound 

Let  the  infurated  multitude 

Start  up  into  an  army :  we  can  boast 

Two  hundred  veterans  left  us,  and  be  they 

These  new-created  soldiers,  more  matured. 

But  not  less  fierce  associates :  let  us  break 

At  once  through  the  thin  ranks  that  round  these  galea 

Stand  as  their  feeble  guard,  and  be  this  steel 

Your  guide  as  your  avenger.    Hark !  the  bell ! 

It  sends  its  invocation  to  us  all, 

And  with  its  brazen  voice  cries  out  to  us, 

The  time  is  come  for  Sicily !  you  start 

At  the  transporting  summons.    Countrymen, 

Death  ^s  in  the  sacred  signal :  on,  my  friends, 

My  brothers  in  revenge  !  eternal  right 

Is  the  great  cause  we  fight  for. — By  the  Oiought 

Of  wife  and  sister — ^by  that  maddening  thought, 

All  reeking  with  pollution,  I  call  up 

The  thirst  for  blood  within  you :  bathe  yourselves 

In  massacre.    Sicilians !  strike  !  and  be 

Each  blow  remorseless  as  ^tis  deep  :  ^tis  God, 

'Tis  God  that  makes  them  over  to  our  hate  : 

And  be  that  bate  like  their  own  guilt. — Come  on : 

Our  victims^  throats  are  ready  :  God  in  heaven, 

God  is  our  guide  to  carnage ! 

Hold  a  moment ! 
Montfort  yet  lives.     Let  Montfort  be  the  first 
To  feel  the  poniard. 

"What !  against  one  heart 
Should  all  your  swords  be  lifted  ?  Montfort  sleeps : 
One  blow  should  be  sufficient. 

Who  should  strike  it? 
This  arm! 

That !  dare  you  say  so  ? 

The  first  stab 
Is  mine  of  right,  and  in  that  sacred  right 
I  can  transfer  my  privilege :  you  were 
My  son — and  I  would  have  you  so  again — 
Go — be  reborn  ! — when  I  can  grasp  this  hand 
Wet  with  a  tyrants  blood,  I  will  again 
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Call  70a  the  ion  ofProcida.    My  friendit 
1  stand  his  hostage,  and  1  put  my  life 
On  his  reveni^  :  remember  it.    Come  on ! 

This  scene  is  sweeping  and  rapid,  as  it  ought  in  such  an  emergency 
to  be.  The  conspirators  precipitate  themselves  from  the  stage,  with 
Procidaat  their  head,  to  accomplish  their  sanguinary  purpose,  of  which 
the  outrages  committed  by  the  French  furnish  a  sufficient  extenuation, 
to  divest  the  leader  of  this  enterprise  of  that  horror  with  which  our 
imaginations  would  have  arrayed  him,  had  not  his  dreadful  deed  been 
palliated,  to  a  certain  extent,  by  the  enormity  of  those  offences  against 
his  country  which  he  was  sworn  to  revenge.  A  mere  unmitigated  vil- 
lain is  an  undramatic  personage.  He  excites  no  other  sentiment  than 
that  of  detestation,  as  unmingled  as  his  own  atrocities.  Unmoditied 
depravity  may  be  occasionally  introduced  for  the  purpose  of  bringing 
other  characters  into  relief,  and  making  their  good  qualities  more  con- 
spicuous from  the  depth  of  shadow  which  borders  on  their  delineation. 
But,  in  general,  cold-blooded  malignity  should  be  banished  from  thea- 
trical representations.  Procida  commits  a  deed  repugnant  to  all  our 
notions  of  morality  and  honour ;  but  it  receives  from  the  injuries  which 
he  has  endured  a  partial  alleviation.  The  author  should,  perhaps,  have 
dwelt  at  greater  length  upon  the  outrages  of  the  French,  and  entered 
into  more  minute  details  of  their  barbarities ;  but  he  was  writing  tor  a 
Parisian  audience,  whose  vanity  would  have  recoiled  from  the  spectacle 
of  their  national  atrocities,  and  upon  this  account  he  was,  in  all  proba- 
bility, induced  to  sacrifice  to  the  necessity  of  pleasing  a  people  so  sen- 
sitive upon  every  subject  connected  with  the  honour  of  their  country, 
what  was  at  once  due  to  justice  and  to  dramatic  propriety.  To  return 
from  this  deviation  :  Loredan  remains  upon  the  stage,  having  under- 
taken to  put  his  friend  and  benefactor  to  death.  This  is  a  fine  situa- 
tion, and  is  managed  by  the  author  with  exceeding  skill.  A  person 
unacquainted  with  the  stage  would,  probably,  have  indulged  himself  in 
a  long  soliloquy  upon  an  occasion  of  this  kind,  in  which  he  would  have 
scrupulously  and  minutely  anatomized  the  feelings  of  Loredan,  and 
have  made  him,  at  great  length,  descant  upon  his  misfortunes,  and  in- 
dulge in  much  lachrymatory  egotism  and  self-contemplation.  But  the 
author  knew  better,  and  accordingly  he  is  satisfied  with  putting  into 
the  mouth  of  Loredan  a  few  lines,  the  brevity  of  which  is  their  chief 
merit ;  because  in  such  a  situation  the  audience,  who  are  awakened  into 
the  most  intense  expectation,  and  pant  for  the  event,  would  listen  with 
impatience  to  the  finest  poetry  that  was  ever  endlted. 

Thus  the  author  has,  with  singular  dexterity,  brought  Montfort  upon 
the  stage  in  a  moment  that  assembles  in  its  compass  so  many  deep  and 
thrilling  interests.  It  is  likely  that  an  English  writer,  who  thinks 
that  there  is  even  a  merit  in  breaking  the  unities,  would  have  led 
Loredan  to  the  couch  on  which  Montfort  was  reposing.  For  our  own 
part,  we  conceive  that  the  unities  ought  never  to  be  violated  during  an 
act,  except  where  some  great  object,  incompatible  with  their  observ- 
ance, is  to  be  attained.  The  sudden  appearance  of  Montfort,  awakened 
bj  tlie  call  of  Loredan,  is  infinitely  more  impressive  than  any  change 
of  scene,  which  in  the  hands  of  one  of  our  melodramatists  would  have 
presented  Montfort  to  the  audience  talking,  in  all  likelihood,  in  his 
sleep.    Upon  Montfort^s  entrance  he  says — 
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An  Englisbman  who  has  passed  seven  consecDtiTe  jean  on  the  Con- 
tinent, might  be  fairly  reckoned  an  eighth  sleeper.  His  ejes  hare 
been  opeo,  'tis  trne,  but  he  has  been  virtually  visionlesa — a  vooder- 
seeking  somnambulist ;  cheated  by  a  dream  of  splendor  and  variety, 
but  unblest  by  any  ^^  sober  certainty  of  waking  bliss,^'  or  actual  reality 
of  comfortable  enjoyment.  Comfort !  how  that  word  will  come  into 
the  sentence  in  spite  of  me  !  It  is  hacknied,  worn  out,  threadbare :  I 
know  it  is.  But  what  then  ?  Must  I  discard  it  on  that  account  ?  most 
I  not  speak  the  truth,  because  it  is  a  truism  f  must  I  not  bask  in  the 
sunshine,  because  the  sun  has  shone  since  the  crcTation  ?  most  I  inly 
adore  and  idolize  this  word,  but  never  utter  it,  like  the  Hebrew  who 
closes  his  lips  on  the  sacred  syllables  of  the  Cabala  uprising  from  Ids 
heart  ?  It  is  in  vain  to  think  of  baulking  my  fancy.  Reader,  I  cannot 
write  this  paper  without  comfort  being  its  staple,  for  I  write  it  in  the 
central  sanctuary  of  happiness — ^in  the  penetralia  of  enjoyment — at 
home.  Home  and  comfort !  these  are,  indeed,  our  own  peculiar  words. 
Well  may  we  be  proud  of  them,  for  they  are  not  understood  beyond 
our  shores.  Let  England  be  my  home,  then,  and  comfort  and  cleanli- 
ness my  Dii  Penates^  and  I  freely  grant  to  cavillers  against  common- 
place the  right  of  laughing  at  my  prejudice. 

The  steam-boat,  like  a  great  sea-monster  winging  its  way  throngih 
the  waters,  bore  me  across  the  Channel  in  three  hours,  and  disgorged 
me  and  a  hundred  other  passengers  on  the  Quay  of  Dover,  one  Satur- 
day afternoon  in  the  month  of  September  last.  The  weather  was 
calm,  the  sea  smooth,  the  sun  clear.  Every  thing,  in  short,  conspired 
around  the  shores  of  England  to  gf  ve  the  lie  to  those  prattUng  imper- 
tinences, which  I  had  been  latterly  accustomed  to,  about  eternal  fogs, 
and  clouds,  and  vapours.  But  oa  landing  I  was  electrically  struck  by 
observing  the  compact  and  diminutive  look  of  every  thing.  I  had 
been  so  long  surrounded  by  extravagant  and  jdisproportioned  combina- 
tions, that  the  thrill  of  pleasure  on  touching  the  solum  nataU  was  for  a 
moment  checked.  I  shrunk,  like  Mimosa  at  the  touch  of  mortality,  or, 
by  a  plainer  and  better  illustration,  like  a  snail  into  its  shell.  But  when 
I  got  fairly  within  the  comfortable  contraction,  I  was  much  more  at  my 
ease,  and  I  experienced  a  relief  as  instantaneous  as  little  Poucel  must 
have  enjoyed  when  he  flung  off  the  jack-boots  of  the  Giant.  I  was  at 
once  reduced  to  my  fitting  scale  and  level,  and  an  instant  sufficed  to 
make  me  appreciate  the  contrast  of  what  I  felt  with  what  I  had  been 
feeling.  I  saw  at  a  glance  that  all  I  had  been  so  long  accustomed  to 
was  unnatural  and  artificial ;  that  the  whole  surface  on  which  I  had 
for  years  been  floating,  was  swelled  out  beyond  its  due  proportions ; 
society  pufied  up  like  the  frog  in  the  fable ;  bloated  bubbles  waiting 
only  to  be  pricked  to  make  them  burst ;  and  men,  so  many  political 
Titans  waging  war  against  Nature,  and  buried  under  the  elements 
they  are  unable  to  wield. 

These  were  rapid  associations  running  down  the  chain  of  thought ; 
yet  all  this,  and  much  more,  rushed  on  my  mind  on  looking  at 
the  short-set,  small-windowed,  narrow-doored,  two-€toried  residences 
ranged  on  the  Quay  of  Dover.    Every  thing  which  followed  was  qua- 
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lified  to  strengthen  this  impression.  The  snng  parlour  in  which  I 
dined ;  the  light  carriage  in  which  1  placed  myself  to  start  for  the 
metropolis ;  the  narrow  roads,  compact  inclosures,  neat  gardens,  and 
natty  cottages,  as  we  rattled  out  of  the  town — all  made  me  understand 
that  I  was  no  longer  in  Brohdignag.  The  very  boots  of  the  postilion 
taught  me  a  lesson  of  humility. 

It  was  evening  when  I  quitted  Dover.  The  sun  was  sinking  behind 
the  Kentish  hills,  throwing  a  rich  glare  on  the  hop-gardens — a  million 
times  more  lovely  than  the  vineyards  of  Italy  or  France ;  and  he  was 
covered  as  he  went  down  by  a  huge  cloud,  its  edges  fringed  with  his 
golden  beams,  and  its  broad  shades  throwing  a  solemnity  on  the  ef- 
fulgence of  his  descent.  The  full  moon  soon  rose  upon  us,  almost  as 
bright  as  day ;  and  with  the  beautiful  country  thus  illuminated  for  me, 
and  my  heart  penetrated  with  ^^  a  sacred  and  home-felt  delight,^'  I 
travelled  the  whole  night  without  closing  my  eyes.  At  five  o^clock  in 
the  morning  the  carriage  entered  the  yard  of  the  Golden  Cross.  Every 
thing  was  still  as  we  drove  over  Westminster-bridge  and  up  Whitehall 
— no  labourers  of  any  kind  to  be  seen.  The  repose  seemed  more  than 
natural,  but  was  not  the  less  impressive  on  that  account.  It  was  quite 
unlike  what  I  had  remembered  of  a  summer  morning  in  London ;  but 
I  believe  it  was  the  first  Sunday  morning  I  had  been  in  the  streets  so 
early.  By  ten  o^clock  I  had  got  rid  of  the  discomforts  consequent  on 
three  night's  travelling — had  given  vent  to  my  admiration  of  the  com- 
parative cleanliness  of  this  inelegant  inn  with  the  state  of  the  most 
magnificent  foreign  hotel — and  had  finished  my  breakfast  of  tea  and 
French  bread,  as  they  call  those  rolls ;  which  are,  by  the  way,  as  like 
French  bread,  as  some  other  necessaries  of  life,  which  the  French  call 
d  PAf^laiie^  are  like  their  originals.  I  then  sallied  out  to  pay  several 
visits,  where  I  hoped  to  make  some  fine  experiments  of  the  effects  of 
a  pleasant  surprise.  I  proceeded  straight  towards  Grosvenor-square, 
and  .stepping  up  to  the  door  of  an  old  chum  of  mine,  1  raised  the 
brazen  visage  that  served  for  a  knocker,  and  struck  a  blow,  strong  and 
heavy,  with  that  ponderous  implement.  The  sound  reverberated 
through  the  house,  answered  by  the  cheerless  echoes  of  emptiness.  A 
woman,  however,  came  out  into  the  area  below,  and  called  shrilly, 
"Why,  what  the  devil  d'ye  make  that  noise  for,  d'ye  hear?  couldn't 
you  ring  the  bell,  eh  ?  what  d'ye  want  ?"  Rough  manners,  thought  I, 
bat  this  is  English  independence,  which  levels  ranks  and  soars  above 
distinctions  of  sex.  ^^  Why,  mistress,  I  want  your  master,  by  your 
leave."  ^'  Do  you,  indeed  ?  an  you  want  him,  e'en  go  and  look  him 
out  near  Norwich,  d'ye  hear  ?" — and  muttering  sqmething,  God  knows 
what,  but  certainly  nothing  civil,  she  retired  into  the  passage,  and  I 
lost  her — perhaps  for  ever.  I  comprehended  perfectly  that  my  friend 
T.  was  down  at  his  place  in  Norfolk,  for  the  partridge  shooting ;  but 
I  was  sadly  puzzled  to  know  the  meaning  of  his  housekeeper's  want 
of  ceremony.  I  looked  at  myself  right  and  lef^,  saw  that  my  coat 
was  good,  a  watch  in  my  fob,  and  various  other  indications  of  gentility, 
all  as  they  should  be ; — but  my  English  readers  will  scarcely  credit,  that 
it  was  three  hours  afterwards  before  sundry  such  receptions  reminded 
me  that  a  single  knock  at  the  door  was  an  official  announcement  that 
the  hand  which  struck  it  was  plebian ;  and  that  all  ranks  are  now-a- 
days  dressed  so  much  alike,  that  the  man  who  has  not  the  dandy  knack 
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for  tying  his  crayat,  maj  vainly  hope  to  escape  being  or,caalonaHy  coa* 
founded  with  his  serrant 

Seyeral  other  attempts  had  the  same  success — ^for  what  with  the 
sea  and  Scotland,  the  country  and  the  continent,  I  found  that  London 
was  nearly  depopulated.  ^^Well,  well,''  said  I,  as  I  turned  into 
Burton  Crescent,  ^'  I  am  sure  of  finding  my  old  friend  Mrs.  W.  and 
her  maiden  daughter  at  least;  they  are  none  ofyonr  migratory  misses, 
who  take  their  annual  flight  to  wells  or  watering  places ;  they  are 
sure  to  be  in  London  all  the  year  round/'  ^^  Will  you  have  the  good- 
ness to  tell  Mrs.  W.  that  a  gentleman  wishes  to  see  her,  Ma^am,"  said 
I,  touching  my  hat  to  the  scullion-looking  wendi,  who  opened  the 
door-— for  I  began  to  learn  humility.  «<  5ftr,"  replied  slie,  ^  Mrs.  W. 
is  at  Fonthill,  with  her  daughter."  ''  What!  at  Mr.  B.'s?"  »  Tes, 
Sir,  I  belieye  that 's  the  gemman's  name."  ^^  Indeed !"  exclaimed  1, 
^  guests  at  Fonthill !  and  ladiei  too  !  !  Heavens !  how  times  and  cus- 
toms are  changed  since  I  was  in  Wiltshire !" — ^But  the  newspapers  told 
me  the  secret  next  morning. 

But  this  is  too  bad,  thought  I :  no  one  in  town — all  my  friends  ab- 
sent— and  I  a  perfect  stranger  in  the  land  1    Come,  come,  I  will  bend 

my  steps  to  my  old  camp-companion  R ,  who  hss  thrown  aside  his 

sword  as  assistant-surgeon,  and  taken  up  Ms  pestle  as  a  master-apo- 
thecary. He  will  moralize  with  me  on  thousands  of  past  8cene&--he 
will  tell  me,  with  bis  old  good-humoured  quaintness,  the  merits  of  the 
last  new  actor— <letail  to  me  the  minutia  of  the  last  pitched  battle,  and 
shake  my  right  hand  with  the  same  honest  grasp  as  when  lie  put  me 
into  the  Dover  coach  seven  years  ago,  slipping  into  my  left  a  box  of 
anti-bilious  pilb,  with  strenuous  advice  to  get  rid  of  the  effects  of  ny 
fever,  and  avoid  every  thing  heating  but  ginger  and  Cayenne  pepper. 
In  the  direction  of  his  well-remembered  residence  I  accordinglj  pro-' 
ceeded ;  and,  afler  many  wanderings  in  divers  beautiful  streets,  cres- 
cents, and  quadrants,  and  wonderings  at  ciuorders  of  architecture,  un- 
rivalled in  the  wildest  absurdities  of  Morish,  Chinese,  or  Egyptian 
design,  which  are,  to  quote  an  old  author  desciibing  what  must  have 
been  the  prototype  of  Regent-street,  &c.  ^^  licentious,  fantastical,  wild, 
and  chimerical,  whose  profiles  are  incorrect,  and  whose  imagery  la- 
mentable ;''  after  exhausting  my  admiration  at  the  general  improve- 
ments of  this  part  of  the  town,  and  my  astonishment  at  the  absurdity 
of  their  details,  I  was  at  last  constrained  to  ask  my  way  to  the  house 
pf  my  old  acquaintance.  Imagine,  good  reader,  my  utter  ama:^ment 
when  I  learned  that  the  spacious  and  splendid  opening  in  which  1  pro- 
posed my  inquiry  to  an  old  Irish  applewoman  (who  decorated  a  cor- 
ner, and  puned  off  the  contents  of  her  wheelbarrow,  with  a  twai^  of 
the  brogue  and  a  touch  of  the  blarney  that  to  me  was  most  mellifluous) 
was  nothing  less  than  the  old,  tottering,  filthy  passage,  designated  in 
my  days  of  boyhood — t.  e.  seven  years  ago— Swallow-street,  and  tliat 
still,  as  if  in  mockery  of  the  past,  it  retained  its  pristine  appellation. 
But  not  the  most  gentle  of  my  readers  can  well  suppose  the  shock  i 
received,  upon  learning  from  my  sympathizing  informant  that  honest 

Jack  R was  no  more ;  that  not  a  vestige  of  his  house,  nor  the 

remnant  of  a  pill-box,  not  a  grain  of  his  powders,  nor  a  drop  of  liis 
phials,  but  were  many  a  day  buried  in  the  rubbish  of  the  old  crazy 
habitation,  and  its  very  site  forgotten  but  by  two  or  three  poor  patiento 
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and  penBionen,  who  went  now  and  then,  as  the  old  applewoman  told 
me,  "  to  drop  a  salt  tear  upon  the  spot,  to  presarve  the  memory  of 
the  kindest-hearted  sowl  and  the  most  cliverest  'potecary,  as  ever  gave 
comfort  to  a  sore  heart  or  physic  to  a  sick  stomach.'' 

I  was  sick  at  heart  myself,  and  as  I  strolled  some  time  longer 
in  the  noontide  stillness  of  the  squares  and  streets,  a  solemnity 
of  feeling  stole  insensibly  across  my  mind.  There  was  something 
powerfully  impressive  in  the  contrast  exhibited  by  this  Sunday  soli- 
tude in  the  midst  of  the  most  populous  city  of  Europe,  with  the  bustling 
holiday  enjoyment  of  continental  towns.  When  I  thought  of  the  Corso 
of  Rome,  the  Prndo  of  Madrid,  and  the  Boulevards  of  Paris,  I  could 
not  help  moralizing  and  philosophizing  awhile.  The  novelty  of  the 
actual  scene  be  tore  me  struck  forcibly  on  my  senses,  and  its  policy 
gave  ample  employment  for  reflection.  Some  hours'  pondering  on  the 
question  resolved  themselves  to  a  decision,  and  I  thought  myself  then, 
and  I  think  so  even  now,  tolerably  fitted  to  come  to  a  fair  judgment ; 
for  I  had  the  seven  years'  force  of  prime-of-life  observation  on  the  one 
hand,  and  the  whole  strength  of  three  times  that  period  of  early  im- 
pression on  the  other — all  kept  in  balance  by  the  temperate  and  un- 
biassed desire  for  determining  with  truth,  i  think,  then,  decidedly  that 
the  Sunday  recreations  of  the  Continent  are,  after  all,  to  be  preferred  to 
the  Sabbath  solemnity  of  England.  That  the  permission  to  be  gay  on 
one  day  in  the  week  is  more  likely  to  raise  the  mind  in  cheerfulness  to 
Heaven  than  the  command  to  be  dull.  That  the  evils  consequent  on 
dancing  are  light  in  comparison  with  those  which  attend  on  drunken- 
ness :  and  that  policy,  piety,  manners,  and  morals,  stand,  every  one,  a 
better  chance  of  being  served  in  the  ball-room  than  in  the  gin-shop.  I 
do  not,  however,  while  advocating  universal  enjoyment,  object  to  oc- 
casional humiliations ;  and  I  think  an  occasional  day  of  denial  and 
gloom  might  produce  on  the  multitude  an  effect  such  as  1  myself  then 
experienced,  but  which  a  weekly  recurrence  unquestionably  fails  to 
bring  about.  The  Fasti  and  the  Festivals,  the  Saturnalia  and  the 
Can^val,  of  ancient  and  modern  Rome,  have  caused,  and  do  cause, 
by  their  frequency  and  their  licentiousness,  but  a  weariness  of  dissipa- 
tion, which  it  is  vain  to  call  pleasure.  Arguing  by  analogy,  I  may 
safely  say  that  the  rigid  observance  of  our  Sundays  is  productive  less 
of  religion  than  of  lassitude  ;  while  the  incongruity  of  thro^vjng  wide 
the  public-houses,  and  closing  up  the  most  harmless  exhibitions,  makes 
me  blush  that  in  a  land  of  such  true  and  wise  enjoyment,  cant  and 
hypocrisy  should  be  found  sufficiently  strong  to  sanction  and  uphold 
the  degrading  anomaly. 

But  I  am  afraid  of  treating  flippantly  this  serious  subject.  It  has 
puzzled  wiser  heads  than  mine  ;  and  I  can  only  repeat  that  the  impres- 
sion made  on  me  was  certainly  great,  and  I  believe  good.  My  thoughts 
seemed  to  run  in  quest  of  some  object  to  repose  on,  or  at  least  of  some 
place  where  they  might  fittingly  pursue  their  serious  and  measured 
march.  I  felt  raised  above  the  vanities  of  the  world,  and  indifierent  to 
its  fantastic  pomps.  I  felt  a  sort  of  pious  pride  amid  my  loneliness  : 
and  I  dwelt  pleasedly  on  the  literal  truth — Magna  civitas^  magna  soli' 
ttido,  I  had  no  longer  any  desire  to  meet  an  acquaintance  or  recognise 
a  friend.  I  avoided  the  way  to  the  lounging  places,  and  strolled  thought- 
fully on  to  the  Regent's  park,  near  which  1  lost  myself  in  a  wilderness  of 
Vol.  IV.  No.  24.— 1822.  U  3 
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cottages  and  yillafl,  that  had  sprang  up  like  magic  since  my  last  Tint  (o 
London.  One  little  piece  of  classic  curiosity  here  stmck  particnlarlj 
my  attention.  It  was  a  brass  plate  on  a  door,  with  the  inscriptioD 
"  DiGAMMA  Cottage,"  which  was  chosen,  I  suppose,  to  puzzle  the  vul- 
gar ;  while  the  f  placed  above  it,  though  comprehensible  to  the  learned, 
serves  only  to  announce  to  the  common  eye,  through  its  resemblance  to 
one  of  the  characters  of  our  alphabet,  the  name  of  the  celebrated  own- 
er. This  information  I  obtained  from  a  butcher's  boy  who  was  pass- 
ing, and  who  assured  me  that "  the  F  stood  for  Foscolo,  the  great  Ital- 
ian poet,  and  thatDigamma  was  the  Latin  for  Die  Game  ;''  which  prov- 
ed, what  all  the  world  said,  that  he  was  a  true  patriot  into  the  bargain ! 
Evening  was  closing  in.  I  bethought  me  of  my  distance  from  any 
place  likely  to  afford  refreshment,  so  I  turned  my  face  to  the  east,  like 
the  ancient  Haruspices,  when  they  contemplated  a  sacrifice  or  a  feast. 
The  streets  became  gradually  more  and  more  deserted,  and  I  walked 
on  listlessly  through  the  whole  line  of  squares,  till  I  found  myself  op- 
posite the  peristyle  of  St,  Martin's  church.  I  gazed  awhile  in  admira- 
tion of  this  beautiful  edifice,  and  stooped  down  astonished  to  perceive 
that  I  strolled  upon  tomb-stones  in  the  very  highway,  whose  half-worn 
inscriptions  I  puzzled  myself  to  decypher,  with  as  much  camestneas  and 
as  little  success  as  attended  Doctor  Clarke's  attempts  to  elacidate  the 
meaning  of  the  hieroglyphics  of  the  pillar  of  ON  in  the  land  of  Goahen. 
While  thus  occupied  I  caught  a  low'murmured  succession  of  monoto- 
nous sounds,  which  seemed  to  come  from  Mthin.  A  door  was  half 
open.  I  cautiously  entered  the  church,  and  the  hollow  accents  of  the 
curate's  voice,  and  the  nasal  tones  of  the  clerk,  who  snuffled  out  the 
responses  of  the  evening  service,  told  me  that  I  was  in  the  house  of 
prayer ;  where  literally  two  or  three  were  gathered  together.  What  a 
contrast  to  the  gaudy,  fine-dressed,  flaunting  display,  assembled  under 
the  same  dome  that  morning !  But  the  immediate  and  direct  appeal  to 
the  heart  came  too  forcibly  to  allow  me  to  indulge  in  reflections  of  bit- 
terness. The  most  brilliant  congregation  in  the  universe — the  most 
overflowing  appearance  of  piety  and  pomp — could  not  have  done  me 
half  so  much  good  as  the  twilight  loneliness  of  the  church,  the  faint  ray 
falling  through  the  stained  glass  on  the  white  surplice  of  the  curate, 
whose  calm  demeanour,  Welsh  accent,  and  simple  garb,  assorted  so  well 
with  the  homeliness  and  humility  of  original  Christianity.  The  service 
went  slowly  on — no  hurrying  or  slurring,  because  the  great  folks  of  the 
parish  were  away — and  the  blessing  being  over,  the  worthy  minister 
walked  from  the  reading-desk,  preceded  by  the  clerk,  and  advanced  in 
the  direction  where  I  stood  leaning  against  a  pillar.  When  he  reached  the 
north-west  comer  of  the  church,  I  discovered,  to  my  great  surprise,  three 
women  and  as  many  men,  each  couple  provided  with  an  infant,  all  of 
whom  had  slept  as  soundly  during  the  service,  as  the  bishop  is  said  to 
do  during  an  ordination  sermon.  The  little  things  were  now,  however, 
roused  by  their  intended  godfathers  and  godmothers,  and  the  cere- 
mony of  the  christening  commenced.  Its  simple  solemnity  was  really 
and  irresistibly  affecting.  The  quiet  conduct  of  the  women,  and  the 
pastoral  air  of  the  minister,  the  steady  visage  of  the  old  clerk,  and 
the  absence  of  all  the  stateliness  of  superstition,  formed  a  combinatioo 
of  much  which  must  have  attended  the  primitive  plainness  of  our  reli- 
gion, when  it  held  no  mystery  and  knew  no  trick.    I  contrasted  all  this 
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with  the  gilt-gingerbread  processions  and  paltry  mummeries  I  had  had 
before  my  eyes  for  the  last  seven  years.  I  was  considerably  moved  by 
the  scene  before  me.  I  am  not  ashamed  to  acknowledge  even,  that 
when  the  clergyman  read  the  beautiful  passage  from  the  Gospel  of  St. 
Mark,  beginning  "  They  brought  young  children  to  Christ,"  1  felt  my 
eyes  brim-full  of  tears,  and  when  I  heard  the  plaintive  cries  of  the  little 
imiocents,  as  he  sprinkled  them  with  the  water  for  '^  the  mystical 
washing  away  of  sin,"  my  cheeks  were  bedewed  with  a  moisture, 
which  seemed  to  me,  at  the  moment,  not  quite  unsanctified. 

When  the  parents  retired  with  their  precious  charges,  and  the  shadow 
of  the  clergyman  faded  in  the  distance  of  the  side  aisle,  and  the  feeble 
step  of  the  old  clerk  died  away  at  the  door  of  the  vestry,  I  went  out 
into  the  street.  It  was  almost  dark.  The  little  lamps  began  to  throw 
forth  their  twinkling  light,  mingled  here  and  there  with  the  brilliant 
illumination  from  a  g.'^s-conductor.  I  pursued  my  way  rapidly  to  my 
inn,  avoiding  to  cast  my  eyes  to  the  right  or  the  left,  for  fear  of  being 
shocked  by  the  opening  orgies  of  the  night-revellers ;  those  sabbath- 
offerings  of  the  dissolute,  which,  in  my  actual  mood,  would  have  been 
insupportably  revolting.  G. 


SONG. 

^^  Erin,  an  exile  bequeaths  thee  his  blessing.^^ 

Our  topsails  by  the  breeze  are  fannM, 

The  anchor 's  weighM — at  Ieng;th  we  part ; 
Then  fare  the  well,  my  native  land, 

I  leave  thee  with  an  aching  heart. 
And  none  will  blame  me  if  I  shed 

In  this  dark  hour,  a  parting  tear  ; 
Or  sigh  at  every  step  I  tread, 

As  though  the  deck  were  pleasure's  bier. 

For  linked,  my  native  land,  with  thee 

My  heart  hath  been  from  earliest  days ; 
And  long,  the  pride  of  infancy, 

Hath  been  the  theme  of  manhood's  praise. 
And  still,  though  every  pleasure  dies. 

And  sorrow  lays  her  chilling  hand. 
The  star  of  hope,  if  it  arise, 

Shall  rise  o'er  thee,  my  native  laud  I 

Those  happy  hours  have  pass'd  away, 

When  time  flew  by  on  freshened  wing, 
And  left  me,  as  it  found  me,  gay. 

For  life  was  in  its  early  spring. 
But,  like  the  dear  and  soften'd  dye 

The  clouds  have  when  the  sun  is  set. 
They  cannot  altogether  die, 

For  memory  brightly  gilds  them  yet. 
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^^  ftm  no  herald  to  enquire  of  men^s  pedigrees ;  it  snfficeth  me  if  I  kDOW  thdr 
virtues." — Siditet. 

^^  I  do  fawn  on  men  and  hug  them  hard, 
And  after  scandal  them." Shakspsarx. 

Were  I  a  monk,  I  would  rather  be  a  Ceoobite  than  of  the  Eremitica] 
class ;  I  am  bj  nature  much  more  gregarious  than  an  affecter  of 

" '  any  sequestration 

From  open  haunts  and  popularity." 

Solitude  once  pronounced  its  own  condemnation,  when  it  enabled 
me  to  read  Zimmerman^s  book  all  through,  and  the  only  character  that 
excites  in  my  mind  the  smallest  misanthropy  is  a  misanthrope:  hot 
still  society,  as  it  is  now  constituted  in  the  genteel  world,  exacts  so 
many  s<icrifices  without  rendering  any  equivalent,  compels  ooe  to  lire 
so  much  for  others  and  so  little  for  one^s  self,  that  1  question  whether 
the  companionship  of  rural  shades  be  not  more  sociable,  as  it  is  indis- 
putably more  beneficial.  ^^  Nuuquam  minus  solus  qaam  cum  solos,-' 
said  an  ancient  moralist;  and  I  may  reverse  the  dictum  and  exclaim, 
never  more  alone  than  when  in  a  mob.  I  care  not  in  what  ^  dii^le 
or  bushy  dell"  I  bury  n:\yself  in  the  country,  for  its  silence  and  sfr 
elusion  constitute  its  natural  charms ;  but  the  loneliness  of  a  croird, 
the  solitude  of  a  city,  the  acquaintanceship  of  familiar  strangers  aod 
strange  familiars ugh  !  the  recollection  is  heart^ickemng.  How- 
ever simple  and  philosophical  in  your  personal  habits,  you  most  begio, 
of  course,  with  a  handsome  establishment,  for  your  genteel  friends  will 
not  come  to  a  shabby  house  ;  that  is  to  say,  you  must  live  for  TisitanU 
who  call  upon  you  to  kill  time  and  dine  with  you,  to  share  your  bottle, 
not  your  heart ; — ^for  horses  whom  you  hate  to  employ,  if,  like  me, yon 
prefer  walking ;  and  for  numerous  domestics,  who  invariably  do  less, 
the  less  they  have  to  do.  A  grand  prior  of  France  once  aboaog  Pa- 
laprat  for  beating  his  servant,  he  replied  in  a  rage,  '^  Zoimds!  sir,hl3 
conduct  is  unpardonable  ;  for  though  I  have  but  this  one  I  am  every 
bit  as  badly  served  as  you  who  have  thirty !"  Had  I  been  even  rich 
enough  to  purchase  the  right  of  becoming  a  slave  to  my  own  establish- 
ment, and  of  sacrificing  the  reality  of  enjoyment  for  its  appearances, 
I  do  not  think  I  should  have  fallen  into  a  trap  so  poorly  baited ;  bat 
my  means  were  hardly  adequate  to  the  purchase  of  the  wreaths  wA 
gilding  in  which  the  victims  of  fashion  must  be  tricked  ou/,  though  I 
was  quite  rich  enough  to  make  myself  happy  in  my  snug  little  cottage 
between  Sutton  and  Epsom. 

Though  the  world  has  very  little  gratitude  for  those  who  become  its 
slaves,  it  hates  those  who  appear  to  be  independent  of  it.  Nothing 
could  be  more  innocent  than  my  life,  devoted  as  it  was  to  one  or  two 
friends,  books,  music,  and  the  muses,  who,  it  is  well  known,  like  most 
other  blue  stockings,  are  very  chaste  and  virtuous  old  maids;  but, be- 
cause I  did  not  choose  to  visit  every  body,  I  got  the  reputation  of  being 
a  person  whom  nobody  visited,  which,  in  default  of  any  actual  peg  on 
which  to  hang  an  accusation,  was  generally  repeaited  with  sundry  dark 
inuendoes  and  mysterious  looks,  though  the  more  charitable  did  me 
the  justice  to  admit  that  I  was  nothing  more  than  a  bamorist—aD 
ascetick — a  little  touched  Aerc,  as  they  said  with  a  significant  tap  ot 
the  forehead.     This  i  heeded  not,  but  I  thought  it  odd  that  my  reU- 
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tioDS,  of  whom  I  had  an  extensive  circle  in  London,  rarely  honoured 
me  with  the  smallest  notice,  though  1  rather  sought  to  excuse  than  ag- 
gravate their  neglect.  AAer  all,  said  I  to  myself,  what  is  the  justice 
of  this  claim  upon  the  affections  founded  upon  relationship  ?  There  is 
the  moral  affection  of  children  towards  their  parents  standing  upon  the 
basis  of  gratitude,  and  there  is  the  still  strongei*  affection  of  parents 
towards  their  offspring,  which  is  a  natural  instinct  implanted  for  the 
preservation  of  the  species;  hut  how  mere  consanguinity,  attended^ 
perhaps,  with  the  greatest  possible  dissimilarity  of  hahits,  is  to  estab- 
lish any  legitimate  claim  upon  the  heart,  I  am  utterly  at  a  loss  to  ex- 
plain. Why  uncles  and  aunts,  nephews  and  nieces,  and  cousins  to  the 
third  and  fourth  degree,  aliens  to  my  tastes,  though  kinsmen  by  blood, 
should  conceive  themselves  to  have  a  better  title  than  the  congenial 
friends  of  my  selection,  I  profess  not  to  comprehend.  Job  complains 
that  even  his  kinsfolks  have  failed  him,  and  why  should  I  expect  mine 
to  be  unalterable  in  their  attachments  ? 

Thus  did  I  argue  in  justification  of  my  numerous  relatives  who  were 
too  busy  to  visit  me,  even  by  the  post ;  and  candour  compels  me  to 
admit  that  the  charge  of  their  neglect  is  to  be  received  with  certain 
qualifications  and  exceptions.  By  some  mysterious  affinity  the  sun- 
flower turtis  towards  the  luminary  whence  it  derives  its  name  ;  luna- 
tics preserve  an  inexplicable  sympathy  with  the  moon  ;  an  occult  at- 
traction directs  the  needle  to  the  north ;  the  divining  rod  oscillates  in 
obscure  communion  with  the  subterranean  spring ;  and  by  some  such 
recondite  law  did  the  affections  of  my  kindred  duly  point  south-west 
from  London,  and  the  fountains  of  their  hearts  reveal  themselves  to 
me  at  a  certain  month  of  the  year,  nay,  at  a  certain  week  of  that  month, 
even  on  certain  days  of  that  week,  nor  could  I  ever  discover  the  cause 
of  my  hebdomadal  popularity,  though  I  remarked  that  it  invariably 
coincided  with  the  celebration  of  the  Epsom  races.  At  this  period 
the  whole  genealogical  tree  came  to  plant  itself  upon  my  lawn,  and 
all  the  branches  of  cognation  spread  themselves  over  my  cottage.  I 
felt  like  a  patriarch  rejoicing  in  the  numbers  of  his  tribe  ;  and  though 
I  subsequently  regretted  the  havoc  of  my  poultry-yard,  and  the  attenu- 
ation of  my  favourite  bin  of  port,  1  delighted  in  the  recovery  of  my 
kindly  feelings  towards  my  relatives,  and  in  this  irrefragable  proof  that 
they  wanted  nothing  but  a  favourable  opportunity  for  testifying  their 
affectionate  and  disinterested  regard.  So  far  from  any  appearance  of 
coldness  and  indifference  on  their  parts,  many  of  them  were  of  opin- 
ion that  they  would  be  enabled  to  leave  London  about  the  same  period 
next  year,  and,  knowing  that  I  hated  ceremony,  frankly  invited  them- 
selves to  renew  their  visit. 

Circumstances  shortly  enabled  them  to  give  a  fuller  developement 
to  their  cordial  and  genuine  attachment.  An  old  fellow  collegian  left 
me  a  considerable  legacy,  upon  the  strength  of  which  I  married  a  lady 
of  great  respectability  and  congenial  age,  with  whom  I  had  been  ac- 
quainted nearly  fifteen  years ;  and  in  the  three  first  months,  I  think,  I 
paid  eleven  pounds  for  postage  of  letters  from  collaterals,  whose  affi- 
nity it  would  have  puzzled  the  Herald's  College  to  discover;  besides 
receiving.  Heaven  knows  how  many,  visits  from  claimants  of  consan- 
guinity equally  near,  and  dear,  and  unknown.  Oh,  the  worlds  of  good 
advice  showered  upon  me  when  it  vtm  whispered  that  I  was  about  to 
marry !  I  began  to  doubt  my  own  identity.    Surely,  methought,  I  must 
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be  a  minor,  or  a  ward  of  chancery,  or  a  lanatic,  to  be  thus  schooled, 
and  lectured,  and  catechised,  by  people  who  conceive  the  most  re- 
mote relationship  to  be  a  warrant  for  impertinent  advice,  thougti  thej 
would  not  acknowledge  it  were  urged  as  a  plea  for  their  affordiDgr  me 
the  smallest  assistance.  Not  an  individual  article  of  my  boosehoU 
establishment  escaped  censure — ^my  own  tables  were  turned  against  me 
— I  had  ante-nuptial  curtain  lectures — 1  could  not  sleep  for  my  beds — 
my  walls  originated  a  paper  war,  and  my  coal-scuttle  kindled  a  fierce 
controversy.  One  of  my  fiftieth  female  cousins,  whose  husband,  a 
dashing  broker,  had  kept  a  carriage  for  six  months  previous  to  his 
bankruptcy,  assured  me,  with  pompous  complacency,  that  she  could 
speak  from  experience  about  horses,  and  that  1  should  find  it  much  bet- 
ter to  job  them.  I  chose,  however,  to  purchase ;  one  of  them  shortly 
died,  and,  instead  of  sympathizing  with  my  loss,  she  became  rampant 
with  delight  at  the  verification  of  her  prognostics.  Not  one  of  the  fa- 
mily clan  had  weighed  in  their  minds  whether  my  wife  was  saitable 
or  not :  1  had  reflected  upon  it  for  fifteen  years ;  yet  they  all  obtruded 
an  opinion,  and  many  presumed  to  condemn  my  choice.  Verily,  said 
I,  in  a  pet,  relations  are  the  most  impertinent  people  upon  the  face  of 
the  earth,  but  I  recalled  the  uncharitable  words  upon  reflection ;  and 
in  this  flattering  interest  in  all  my  concerns,  from  the  greatest  to  the 
most  trifling,  1  beheld  at  least  their  acquittal  from  the  charge  of  ne- 
glect and  indifierence,  which  1  had  formerly  brought  against  them. 

1  have  said  that  1  hate  a  misanthrope  ;  and  to  illustrate  the  dai^er 
of  rashly  forming  illiberal  opinions,  1  feel  bound  to  state  that  one  of 
these  very  kinsmen  whom  1  had  accused  of  apathy,  came  forward  in 
the  most  friendly  manner  to  borrow  a  sum  of  money  of  me,  paying  me, 
as  he  declared,  the  compliment  of  his  first  application,  even  at  the  risk 
of  ofiendlng  a  nearer  and  a  richer  relative  :  another  kindly  gave  me  the 
preference,  quite  unsolicited  on  my  part,  of  joining  him  in  a  weighty 
bond ;  and  a  third,  in  the  handsomest  manner,  offered  me  the  privi- 
lege of  becoming  security  for  his  son,  when  he  placed  him  out  as  a 
banker^s  clerk.  1  feel  it  my  duty  to  acknowledge  that  innumerable 
other  favours  of  this  sort  have  been  conferred  upon  me  by  these  ca- 
lumniated cognates.  Even  my  wife^s  relations,  who,  by  some  hocus- 
pocus  of  pedigree  and  transmutation  of  blood,  had  become  mine,  were 
eager  to  distinguish  themselves  in  this  contest  of  love.  Two  of  them 
have  affectionately  consented  to  become  inmates  in  our  house,  and  1 
am  besides  allowed  to  pay  for  the  schooling  of  two  dear  little  boys, 
whom  1  have  not  yet  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing.  Madame  de  Stael 
says,  that  we  must  sometimes  give  fame  a  long  credit,  but  that,  if  there 
be  any  thing  due  to  us,  she  will  be  sore  to  pay  it  in  the  long  ran  :  so 
it  is  with  relations ;  their  merits  may  be  obscured  for  a  time,  but  ulti- 
mately they  force  themselves  upon  our  notice.  I  have  recorded  the 
instances  of  liberality  which  1  have  myself  experienced,  and  I  doubt 
not  that  the  recollection  of  the  reader  will  suggest  many  congenial 
traits  in  his  own  circle,  not  less  striking  and  apposite. 

There  is,  in  fact,  much  more  liberality  in  the  world  than  is  generally 
supposed,  while  its  generosity  with  other  people's  money  is  almost  on- 
limited.  I  never  knew  an  heiress  or  a  girl  of  fortune  whose  portloo 
was  not  doubled  or  tripled,  which  at  least  shews  the  good  wishes  of 
the  narrators.  If  she  be  not  married,  this  exaggerated  statement  Is, 
to  be  sure,  apt  to  be  adduced  as  a  proof  that  there  must  be  somethiog 
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serioas  against  her,  or,  with  such  immense  wealth,  she  would  have 
gone  off  long  ago ;  and  if  she  do  marry,  folks  are  prone  to  exclaim — 
^^  No  wonder,  with  thirty  thousand  pounds — the  pill  required  a  good 
deal  of  gilding  :^' — ^but  still  the  generosity  of  these  gratuitous  donations 
remains  unimpeached. 

Nor  is  this  munificence  confined  to  females.  I  was  executor  to  my 
old  friend  Ned  Erelyn,  who  lefl  ten  thousand  pounds  to  each  of  his 
nephews,  Sidney  and  Frank  Stapleton ;  the  former  of  whom,  a  prudent 
man  with  a  young  family,  made  no  alteration  in  his  establishment,  and 
was  immediately  anathematized  as  an  avaricious  old  hunks ;  in  fact,  a 
complete  miser,  who  kept  living  on  in  the  same  mean  style,  although 
his  rich  old  uncle  had  lately  left  him  twenty-five  thousand  pounds ! 
Frank,  a  thoughtless  fellow,  embarked  his  legacy  in  an  unfortunate  spe- 
culation, and  fell  into  speedy  embarrassment,  when  the  world  fairly 
raised  up  its  eyes  and  shoulders  in  amazement  at  the  wasteful  profli- 
gacy which,  in  so  short  a  time,  could  have  run  through  forty  thousand 
pounds ;  though  they  were  aware  that  much  could  be  done  when  a  man 
combined  mistresses,  horses,  and  gaming.  In  vain  did  I  protest  that 
be  inherited  no  such  sum  ;  they  happened  to  know  it :  one  of  their 
particular  friends  had  seen  the  receipt  for  the  legacy-duty  paid  in 
Doctor^s  Commons,  and  it  really  was  scandalous  in  a  man  who  had 
three  such  dear  beautiful  little  children.  What  can  be  more  amiable 
than  the  sympathy  universally  expressed  upon  such  occasions  for  a 
man^s  unprovided,  and  interesting,  and  charming  cherubs  ?  It  must 
be  confessed,  that  their  beauties  and  accomplishments  are  frequently  left 
unnoticed  until  they  can  be  converted  into  a  reproach  against  the  pa- 
rent ;  and  aAer  they  have  served  that  purpose,  are  too  often  forgotten, 
but  then  the  feeling  ajt  the  moment  is  so  kind-hearted — so  considerate 
— so  benevolent ! 

Let  me  repeat,  however,  that  a  man  is  sure  of  ultimate  justice  from 
the  world,  however  his  virtues  may  be  for  a  time  eclipsed.  My  neigh- 
hour  Sir  Toby  Harbottie  always  appeared  to  me  to  deserve  the  cha- 
rdcter  universally  assigned  to  him — that  of  an  ignorant,  drunken  pro- 
fligate ;  but  no  sooner  did  his  wife,  a  most  amiable  and  exemplary  wo- 
man, separate  herself  from  him  in  the  unconquerable  disgust  of  his  incu- 
rable vices,  than  she  was  assailed  with  every  species  of  obloquy  ;  while 
it  turned  out  that  Sir  Toby,  as  good  and  honest  a  fellow  as  ever  lived, 
had  been  originally  driven  to  drinking  by  the  unkindness  of  his  de- 
mure Xantippe  of  a  wife.  Now,  I  should  have  known  nothing  of  all 
this,  but  for  that  stern  and  inflexible,  though  sometimes  tardy,  justice 
which  the  world  delights  to  exercise  upon  those  who  are  the  objects  of 
its  notice. 

A  certain  author^s  first  publication  appeared  to  me  6ufficicnt1y.com- 
mon-place,  but  the  last  is  admitted,  even  by  his  friends,  to  be  a  decided 
failure,  and  I  now  hear  people  ex<51aiming — "  Well,  there  was  talent 
and  genius  in  his  former  production ;  and  so  1.  always  said,  though 
many  thought  otherwise,  and  I  am  the  more  surprised  that  he  should 
publish  such  miserable  trash  and  rubbish  as  tbis.^'  1  have  not  the  least 
recollection  of  the  admission  for  which  these  good  folks  take  credit  as 
to  the  preceding  work  ;  but  it  is  truly  pleasing  to  observe  with  what 
ingenuous  candour  they  acknowledge  a  man's  early  merits  when  they 
serve  to  signalize  his  late  failure.  H. 
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If  the  munificent  sum  which  has  been  voted  to  purchase  a  domaio 
for  the  Dake  of  Wellington  and  his  descendants,  should  be  the  means, 
a  hundred  years  hence,  of  beautifying  the  face  of  England  with  a  spot 
like  Blenheim,  the  battle  of  Waterloo  will  not  have  been  fooght  in  rain ! 
1  fear  the  task  I  have  undertaken,  of  describing  a  few  of  the  scenes 
which  present  themselves  to  the  spectator  in  wandering  over  this  rich 
and  unrivalled  spot,  is  somewhat  presumptuous.  To  delineate  any  one 
particular  scene  from  a  particular  point  of  view,  Tsuch,  for  instance,  as 
those  from  the  summit  of  Mount  Saint  Catharine^s,  in  Normandy— or 
the  DeviPs  Dyke,  near  Brighton)  is  not  very  difficult ;  for  there  the 
objects  forming  the  scene  lay  mapped  out  before  you,  immoveable  and 
imchanging  in  their  expression ;  and  you  may  draw  a  portrait  of  the 
whole  which  they  form,  just  as  you  may  draw  a  human  face  that  sits 
fixed  before  you  for  that  purpose.  But  to  paint  a  scene,  the  character 
of  which  is  to  be  ever  changing  its  character,  which  does  not  present 
any  thing  like  the  same  aspect  from  any  two  points  of  view,  is  like  en- 
deavouring to  catch  the  tints  of  the  rainbow  as  they  come  and  go^  or 
to  copy  the  general  expression  of  a  human  countenance,  while  it  is  eveiy 
moment  being  moved  and  animated  by  a  different  particular  expres- 
sion. I  believe  there  are  one  or  two  portrait-painters  of  our  day  who 
can  achieve  this  latter.  If  I  can  imitate  them,  while  drawing  adietch 
of  Blenheim  Park  and  its  appurtenances,  I  shall  be  more  successfal 
than  I  anticipate.  But  I  must  venture  to  attempt  this;  because  I  tliink 
that  in  no  other  way  can  these  scenes  be  laid  before  a  reader,  who 
either  has  or  has  not  seen  them,  with  any  prospect  of  their  either  re- 
calling to  the  former,  or  creating  for  the  latter,  an  interest  like  that 
which  is  felt  during  the  actual  contemplation  of  them. 

In  order  that  we  may  give  these  scenes  the  advantages  arising  from 
contrast  and  association,  as  well  as  those  belonging  intrinsically  to 
themselves,  without  reference  to  any  thing  external  from  them,  let  us 
viisit  them  immediately  on  our  arrival  from  a  distant  spot — say  the  me- 
tropolis.— Notwithstanding  the  great  picturesque  beauty  conferred  on 
our  English  scenery,  by  the  nature  of  our  roads  and  inclosures,  these 
are  not  without  their  disadvantages  with  reference  to  the  same  point. 
In  travelling  through  other  countries,  from  the  completely  open  nature 
of  the  scenery,  we  may  expatiate  freely  on  all  about  us,  and  fancy  that 
we  possess  a  kind  of  dominion  over  it.  There  are  no  obstacles  to  our 
progress  in  any  direction,  scarcely  in  fact,  and  not  at  all  in  imagina- 
tion ;  and  this  latter  is,  generally,  all  that  is  necessary  in  the  cases  to 
which  I  am  alluding,  where  one  likes  to  wander  hither  and  thither,  ex- 
ercising the  mind  at  the  same  time  with  the  body.  But  in  England— 
at  least  in  those  parts  of  it  in  which  the  scenery  possesses  any  thing 
characteristic  and  peculiar  to  itself,  we  are  precluded  from  doing  this. 
We  cannot  help  feeling  that  we  are 

■  cabined,  cribbM,  confined, 


Bound  in  by  saucy  banks  and  hedges. 

Thus  far  we  may  go,  and  no  farther. — If  our  roads  wind  about  beau- 
tifully, like  the  course  of  a  river,  like  that,  they  are  confined  witiiin 
fixed  bounds ;  and  the  passengers  on  the  one  feel  that  they  can  no 
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more  leave  it  at  any  point  thej  please,  than  those  on  the  other.  In 
English  scenery,  too, — admirably  as  the  enclosures  adapt  themselves  to 
pictaresqoe  effect, — they  perpetually  excite  associations  connected  with 
exclusive  property  ;  which  associations,  pleasant  as  they  may  be  to  the 
'^  honaekeeping''  imaginations  of  landholders,  are  little  calculated  to 
excite  pleasant  emotions  in  the  minds  of  any  other  class  of  persons. 

It  is  afler  having  been  travelling  during  a  whole  day,  subject  to  the 
infiaence  of  associations  of  these  two  kinds,  that  he  wilWisit  the  elegant 
solitudes  of  Blenheim  Park,  entering  them  through  the  triumphal  arch 
adjoining  to  the  pleasant  Uttle  town  of  Woodstock.  In  the  scenery, 
through  which  we  have  just  passed,  I  cannot  think  but  that  man  has 
usurped  a  little  too  much  on  the  empire  of  Nature, — I  mean  for  the  pur- 
poses of  picturesque  beauty.  If  Nature  sits  on  a  throne,  which  she 
always  will  where  she  has  any  sway  at  all,  it  is  a  divided  one ;  and  it 
is  evidently  raised  by  the  power  which  divides  it  with  her.  But,  once 
passed  this  little  portal,  (little,  in  comparison  with  the  grandeur  of  the 
scenery  into  which  it  ushers  us)  we  shall  find  Nature  reigning  supreme 
and  alone ;  and  if  we  here  and  there  meet  with  the  hand  of  man^  it 
will  always  be  found  following,  never  leading  her, — watching  reve- 
rently for  her  hints,  working  out  her  plans,  or  completing  her  designs, 
— ^never  presumptuously  opposing,  seldom  embellishing  her. 

On  passing  the  above-named  portal,  we  immediately  find  ourselves 
on  a  spot  where  the  mind  has  free  scope  to  breathe  and  look  abroad  ; 
and  surrounded  by  objects  which  call  upon  it  to  do  so.  The  iron-raiU 
way  effect  of  a  beaten  track  between  close  hedges  and  loAy  trees,  is 
instantly  taken  off;  and  we  feel  as  if  we  had  wings  to  fly.  The  mind 
has  wings ;  and  the  first  use  it  makes  of  them  in  the  present  instance 
is,  to  take  a  circular  flight  over  the  scene  which  it  would  contemplate ; 
as  carrier-pigeons  do,  before  they  direct  their  course  to  any  particular 
point  That  flight,  from  the  elevated  ridge  on  which  it  has  left  the 
body  standing,  takes  in  a  view,  first,  of  the  lake  that,  bound  in  by 
beautifully  irregular  banks,  stretches  itself  from  the  foot  of  the  green 
ridge  into  the  distance ; — the,  otherwise,  sameness  of  the  water-view 
being  relieved  and  varied  by  coming  to  us  through  a  rich  arabesque 
frame-work,  formed  by  the  bright-leaved  beeches  that  stud  the  sides, 
of  the  ridge  at  intervals,  and  the  soft-foliaged  ashes  that  fringe  its  bor- 
der. The  elegant  sweep  made  by  this  green  ridge,  descending  slop- 
iDgly  to  the  lake,  and  embossed  every  here  and  there  with  clumps  of 
trees  and  patches  of  field-flowers,  reminds  one  of  the  ornamented  train 
of  a  court  beauty  : — the  court  beauty  herself  being  probably  brought 
to  our  mind  by  an  unconscious  glance  that  we  may  have  taken  at  the 
towers  and  portals  of  the  palace  itself,  one  side  of  which  rises  on  the 
leA  of  the  scene  before  us. 

The  lake  just  mentioned  occupies  the  whole  of  a  valley  formed  be- 
tween two  hills,  on  one  of  which  I  am  supposing  that  we  now  stand. 
These  hills  are  joined  together  by  a  very  noble  bridge,  a  single  arch 
of  which  spans  the  lake,  and  affords  a  beautiful  view  of  the  continua- 
tion of  the  lake  through  its  lofty  opening.  At  a  considerable  distance 
beyond  this  bridge,  in  about  the  centre  of  the  scene,  rises,  out  of  a  rich, 
extensive,  and  unbroken  mass  of  trees,  a  single  column,  which  crowns 
the  view,  standing  as  it  does  on  the  loftiest  point  of  it.  This  column 
is  surmounted  by  a  statue  of  the  first  Duke  of  Marlborough.  It  has 
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always  appeared  to  me  that  a  detached  column,  with  a  base  and  capi- 
tal,  but  without  any  thing  in  the  shape  of  an  entablature  to  support, 
produces,  under  any  circumstances,  a  very  indifferent  effect,  and  is, 
without  exception,  the  worst  form  that  can  be  chosen  for  a  commemo- 
rative purpose  ;  but  as  I  come  here  chiefly  to  admire,  and  not  to  criti- 
cise, I  shall  pass  it  by,  admitting  that  if  it  does  not  improve  the  splen- 
did scene  before  us,  its  great  distance  and  comparative  smallness,  pre- 
vents it  from  being  of  much  injury,  or  indeed  from  attracting  much 
notice  at  all :  I  mean  from  this  point  of  view,  where  the  beanties  of 
the  scene  are  almost  all  natural  ones.  From  another  point  of  view, 
namely,  the  centre  windows  of  the  palace,  with  which  It  stands  in  a 
direct  line,  at  the  end  of  an  artificial  vista,  it  no  doubt  produces  a  fine 
effect ;  but  an  arch  or  a  circular  temple  would  have  produced  a  much 
finer. 

The  left  of  our  view,  from  the  spot  which  we  had  for  a  moment 
quitted,  is  occupied  by  a  portion  of  the  palace  itself;  its  grave  portal 
looking  forth  from  among  the  smooth  pillar-like  stems  of  the  beeches 
that  surround  it,  and  its  low  massy  turrets  scarcely  rising  above  the 
clustering  foliage.  There  is  a  richness  and  finish  given  to  this  part  of 
the  scene  by  four  large  golden  balls,  which  rise  from  different  points 
of  the  palace. 

These  being  taken  as  the  fore-ground  features  of  the  noble  picture  I 
am  describing,  let  the  back-ground,  to  a  great  extent,  be  filled  up  by 
undulating  hills,  their  sofl  slopes  crossing  each  other  as  they  sweep 
down  and  lose  themselves  in  the  low  vales,  or  receding  behind  each 
other  and  becoming  dim  as  they  seem  to  sink  back  into  the  distance : 
the  whole  clothed  in  one  continuous  robe  of  bright  emerald  turf,  un- 
broken except  by  the  trees  which  grow  out  of  it, — here  in  grand  con- 
tinuous masses — there  in  small  compact  families,  each  member  of 
which  has  adapted  its  form  to  that  of  all  the  others,  till  the  whole  look 
like  one — and  every  where  in  ^^  single  blessedness,^'  in  solitary  beauty, 
as  if  fond  of  being  alone.  To  give  an  appropriate  finish  to  the  scene, 
the  lake  is  kept  constantly  alive  by  swans  and  wild  waterfowl,  the 
slopes  are  studded  with  sheep  and  cattle,  and  in  the  dim  vales  herds  of 
.deer  are  feeding,  or  single  ones  glancing  by  at  times,  lilie  spirits  that 
would  not  be  seen. 

1  conceive  this  view,  of  which  I  am  sure  that  but  a  comparativelf 
poor  and  inadequate  notion  can  be  gained  by  the  description  I  have 
attempted  of  it,  to  be  unrivalled  in  its  kind.  There  is  an  air  of  grand, 
yet  soft  and  elegant  repose  spread  over  the  whole  of  it,  the  immediate 
effect  of  which  is  finer  than  that  of  any  other  kind  of  view,  and  the 
after-effect  at  once  more  valuable  and  more  permanent  And  the 
character  which  pervades  this  particular  view  is  that  of  almost  every 
other  which  presents  itself  to  us  as  we  wander  throi^h  this  vast  do- 
main. At  every  step  a  new  beauty  looks  forth  upon  us,  a  new  a^>ect 
is  given  to  one  that  we  have  already  admired,  or  a  new  intercbange 
and  combination  takes  place  and  forms  altogether  a  new  scene  ;  but 
the  impression  produced  by  all  these  throughout  is  one  of  calm  jet 
rich  and  voluptuous  abstraction ;  at  the  same  time  a  rising  of  the  spirit 
above  all  low  thoughts  and  base  desires,  and  a  throwing  back  of  the 
Imagination,  so  as  to  place  it  in  communion  with  those  times,  whether 
fdbled  or  not,  yet  still  goUkn  ones,  when  the  sound  of  the  shepherd's 
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pipe  was  for  ever  floating,  like  another  atmosphere,  oret  the  vales  and 
streams  of  Arcadj,  or  waking  the  dim  echoes  that  lived,  like  invisihle 
spirits,  among  the  hills  and  groves  of  Thessalian  Tempe. — ^'  I  wonder 
whether  one  could  he  out  of  temper  amidst  such  scenes  as  these  P'  said 
a  dear  friend  to  me,  as  we  were  gliding  along  on  one  of  the  Italian 
lakes.  Such  is  another  of  the  feelings  called  forth  hj  the  scene  we  are 
now  contemplating.  Here,  the  passions  which  are  roused,  if  not  en- 
gendered, hy  a  too  artificial  state  of  society,  are  hashed  into  a  deep 
slumber,  and  permitted  at  least  to  dream  that  they  are  at  peace. 

I  find  that,  if  I  would  confine  my  notice  of  Blenheim  within  any  or- 
dinary limits,  and  would  at  the  same  time  let  it  include  the  interior  ot 
the  palace,  and  the  gardens  and  pleasure-grounds,  which  latter  form  a 
very  interesting  feature  of  the  spot ;  I  must  not  allow  myself  to  wander 
much  longer  in  this  public  part  of  the  domain.     I  say  ^^  public,^'  for 
one  chief  fnorai  beauty  of  Blenheim  Park  is,  that  it  belongs  as  much  to 
the  public  as  it  does  to  the  nominal  proprietor :  it  is,  in  fact,  a  truly 
national  possession — a  treasure  of  which  happUy  no  individual  care- 
lessness or  caprice  can  ever  deprive  us.    I  shall,  therefore,  avoid  any 
farther  minute  detail ;  and  shall,  instead,  advise  the  casual  visitor  of 
Blenheim  Park,  if  he  would  see  it  to  any  adequate  effect,  merely  to 
acquaint  himself  before-hand  with  the  particular  points  of  attraction, 
and  their  relative  situations,  and  then  find  them  out  for  himself;  not 
be  guided  to  them.     If  he  chooses  and  has  time  to  do  this  judiciously, 
I  can  promise  him  that  a  day  or  two  spent  in  wandering  through  these 
Tast  solitudes  will  furnish  him  with  recollections  that  shall  last  him  all 
his  life.    Let  him  find  out  for  himself  as  many  new  points  of  view 
as  be  can,   and  he   may  wander  here  for  weeks,   and  not  exhaust 
them ;  but  let  him  not  neglect  to  see,  in  particular,  this  magnificent 
coup^cnl  of  the  palace,  gardens,  lake,  &c.  &c.  from   the   obelisk; 
the   rich,  various,  and  extensive   one,   including  a  vast  field  of  ex- 
ternal objects,  from  the  High  Lodge ;  and  the  site  of  the  old  palace, 
which  is  marked  by  two  luxuriant  sycamores,  planted  at  the  time 
the  New  Palace  was  erected  and  the  ruins  of  the  old  one  entirely 
cleared  away.     He  will  scarcely  fail  to  salute  this  latter  spot  reveren- 
tially, when  he  remembers  that  here  Alfred  himself,  the  glory  of  our 
English  annab,  passed  the  little  leisure  he  could  steal  from  the  cares 
of  government,  in   studying  and  translating  Boethius  de  Consolationt 
Phihsophia,     Let  him  also  pay  a  visit  to  the  spot  called  Rosamond's 
Spring;  if  not  from  a  conviction  of  the  story  being  authentic  which 
connects  it  with  the  romantic  history  of  that  unhappy  beauty,  yet  for 
its  own  characteristic  attractions.     At  the  foot  of  a  steep  acclivity, 
darkened  by  the  shade  of  an  overhanging  grove  of  beeches,  firs,  and 
chestnut-trees,  and  looking  full  upon  the  great  lake,  a  little  spring 
grushes  forth  from  among  stones,  and  breaks  the  deep  silence  with  a 
'^  stilly  sound,''  more  hushing  to  the  senses  than  silence  itself.     This  is 
the  only  spot  of  the  Park  which  can  be  said  to  possess  an  antique  and 
romantic  character ;  and  it  is  here,  if  we  would  indulge  in  visions  of 
times  past,  that  we  must  repair  and  sojourn.      Finally,  and  above  all, 
the  explorer  of  the  beauties  of  Blenheim  Park  roust  not  neglect  to  pay 
^^  honour  due"  to  the  mighty  oaks,  some  of  them  the  growth  of  six 
bandred  years,  that  form  a  stately  forest  on  the  outskirts  of  the  domain. 
They  are  the  crowning  glory  of  the  scene,  and  may  almost  be  sup- 
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posed  to  watch  over  it  with  a  parental  fondness,  since  the  whole  has 
grown  from  infancy  to  maturity  beneath  their  iten ; — naj,  since  the 
loftiest  beeches  and  elms  that  stud  the  surrounding  slopes  and  plains, 
or  crown  the  distant  hills,  and  haYe  seen  the  whole  generation  that 
lived  at  the  planting  of  them  pass  from  the  face  of  the  earth,  are  still 
but  in  their  infancy  in  comparison  of  them. 

If  I  conduct  the  reader  to  the  interior  of  the  palace,  it  will  be  chiefly 
to  point  out  a  few  of  the  works  of  art  which  grace  its  walls ;  for,  with 
the  exception  of  these,  it  offers  nothing  worthy  of  obeervatioo — ^notMng 
at  all  consistent  with  its  external  appearance,  or  with  the  scene  of 
which  it  forms  a  part.  With  the  exception  of  the  library  and  the 
saloon,' there  is  not  a  room  that  is  otherwise  than  insignificant,  both  oo 
account  of  size  as  well  as  ornaments.  The  library  is  a  very  noble 
room,  supported  on  each  side  by  a  range  of  solid  marble  columns,  and 
enriched  with  two  individual  objects  of  art  worthy  of  particular  atten- 
tion-—one  ancient,  and  the  other  modem.  I  allude  to  a  very  fine  and 
interesting  bronze  bust  of  Alexander,  found  at  Herculaneum,  and  a 
gorgeously  ornamented  statue  of  Queen  Anne  in  her  coronation  robes, 
by  Reisbach,  which  furnishes  a  very  characteristic  notion  of  the  state 
of  the  art  at  the  time  it  was  executed.  But  I  am  anticipating.  I  pro- 
pose to  point  out  a  few  of  the  finest  works  of  art,  as  they  occur  in 
each  room,  in  the  order  in  which  you  are  shewn  through  them. 

The  entrance  hall,  which,  with  the  exception  of  the  library  and  the 
saloon,  is  the  only  part  of  the  interior  that  arrests  attention,  ascends 
to  the  whole  height  of  the  building.  Its  lofly  marble  columns  and 
door-ways ;  its  projecting  gallery ;  its  indented  niches,  filled  with  sta- 
tues ;  and  its  richly  painted  ceiling ;  produce  a  very  noble  effect. 

In  the  first  room,  called  the  Study,  or  in  the  gallery  leading  to  it, 
I  am  not  certain  which,  there  is  an  exquisite  Holy  Family,  by  Raphael, 
breathing  forth  all  the  sweet  divinity  of  his  matchless  pencil.  On  eo- 
tering  the  Breakfast-room,  the  eye  is  rivetted  by  a  wonderful  head  by 
Titian.  The  little  time  they  give  you  in  each  room  cannot  be  better 
employed  in  this  than  in  contemplating  the  above  work  exclusively. 
Titian  could  sometimes  concentrate  as  much  genius  within  the  compass 
of  a  single  head,  as  others,  possessing  almost  as  much  genius  as  him- 
self, would  spread  over  a  whole  epic  subject ;  and  he  has  done  so  in 
the  present  instance.  In  the  Grand  Cabinet  we  find  several  admirable 
pictures.  The  most  conspicuous  are  RaphaePs  Dorothea,  by  himself; 
a  most  exquisite  picture,  by  Carlo  Dolce,  of  a  Madona,  the  head  en- 
circled with  stars ;  also  an  elegant  Carlo  Marat,  and  several  admirable 
Rubens^s.  Th^  two  pictures  by  C.  Dolce  and  C.  Marat  are  among 
the  very  best  examples  extant  of  the  peculiar,  and  in  some  respects 
delightful,  styles  of  those  two  artists.  In  the  little  Drawing-room 
the  chief  objects  worthy  of  notice  are  an  Altar-piece,  by  Raphael,  and 
a  fine  Rembrandt  over  the  door.  The  next  room  to  the  above  contains 
Sir  Joshua^s  fine  family  piece  of  the  late  Duke,  the  present  Duchess, 
and  their  six  children.  Also  a  prodigiously  fine  porti'ait  of  Charles  L 
on  a  cream-coloured  horse,  by  Vandyke.  The  Dining-room  contains 
several  admirable  Rubens^s ;  adequately  to  admire  which,  we  must  pass 
days  instead  of  minutes  before  them,  and  fitly  to  describe  which  would 
require  as  many  pages  as  I  can  allow  them  lines.  .  I  therefore  pass 
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dtem  OTer  by  recommending  them  to  the  spectator's  special  attention. 
In  the  rooms  which  follow,  the  only  work  remaining  npon  my  memory 
is  one  in  the  State  Bed-room,  a  very  striking  picture  of  the  Death  of 
Seneca,  by  Lucca  Giordano.  The  only  objects  worthy  of  particular 
notice  in  the  Library  are  the  two  1  have  already  named.  The  others 
are  family  portraits — most  of  them  very  indifferent. 

The  gardens  and  pleasure  grounds  of  Blenheim  are  imagined  and 
laid  out  in  a  taste  finely  consistent  with  that  displayed  in  the  rest  of 
the  scene,  of  which  they  form  so  interesting  a  portion.  In  that  part 
of  the  domain,  to  which  I  have  already  introduced  the  reader,  we  have 
seen  nature  radiant  with  select,  but  almost  entirely  unadorned  beauty. 
Here  we  shall  find  the  same  nature  dressed  in  a  gay  and  holiday  robe, 
indeed,  but  all  the  ornaments  of  which  are  formed  By  her  own  hand. 
In  fact,  the  only  difference  between  the  gardens  and  the  park,  to  which 
they  adjoin,  consists  in  this, — that  the  one  spot  is  arrange^  with  a  view 
to  particular,  and  the  other  to  general  effect ;  that  the  one  seeks  to  be 
admired,  the  other  to  be  enjoyed ;  that  the  one  bids  us  stop  every  now 
and  then  to  express  the  surprise  and  pleasure  that  we  feel,  while  the 
other  draws  us  imperceptibly  on  and  on,  wrapt  in  a  vague  and  indis- 
tinct sentiment  of  delight,  that  we  do  not  seek  to  Express  because  we 
are  satisfied  to  enjoy  it.  In  other  respects  they  are  alike, — presenting 
the  same  gracefully  undulating  surface  of  hill  and  dale,  covered  with 
the  same  continuous  turf;  which  latter,  however,  is  in  the  gardens 
kept  constantly  "  smooth-shaven,"  and  is  broken  every  here  and  there 
by  the  flower-beds  thai  rise  out  of  it,  like  the  party-coloured  slashes 
in  a  Spanish  vest,  and  by  the  solid  gravel  foot-paths  that  go  windingly 
about  through  every  part  of  it,  "  never-ending,  still  beginning,"  like 
the  veins  on  the  neck  of  a  youthful  beauty. 

Of  the  individual  objects  that  enrich  these  lovely  bowers,  what  I 
most  admire  are  a  certain  kind  of  firs,  which  here  attain  a  growth 
that  is  very  rare  in  this  country,  or,  I  believe,  in  any  other ;  and  which 
seems  to  be  altogether  dependent  on  the  peculiar  nature  of  the  soil. 
In  most  other  situations,  the  common  spruce  and  silver  firs,  of  which 
1  speak,  after  they  attain  a  certain  age,  gradually  lose  all  their  lower 
branches,  getting  barer  and  barer  as  they  shoot  upward,  and  frequently 
presenting  nothing  but  a  straight  arrow-like  shaft  clothed  with  branches 
and  leaves  only  on  the  upper  half,  and  those  thin,  brown,  and  wither- 
ing, except  towards  quite  the  top.  But  here  the  firs  of  the  above  spe- 
cies are  the  roost  beautiful  individual  objects  I  am  acquainted  with  in 
the  vegetable  world.  It  is  true,  they  present  a  somewhat  set  and  arti- 
ficial appearance,  rising  singly  as  they  do  in  the  form  of  immense  dark 
^een  cones,  perfectly  regular  and  unbroken  from  top  to  bottom,  and 
spreading  out  their  rich  feathery  skirts,  not  over,  but  ti/?on,  the  velvet 
turf.  But  this  artificial  appearance  is  any  thing  rather  than  out  of 
place  in  a  scene  like  this,  where  art  should  be  at  least  as  apparent  as 
nature.  A  garden  is  a  spot  in  which  these  two  powers  not  only  may, 
but  should,  contend  with  each  other;  hut  the  rivalshlp  should  be  one 
of  love,  not  of  jealousy,  in  which  each  should  seek  to  fulfil  the  wishes 
of  the  other.  It  should  be  exactly  such  a  one  as  I  could  fancy  to  have 
actuated  Nature  in  directing  the  growth  of  those  beautiful  trees  to 
which  I  have  alluded.     She  seems  to  have  been  offering  an  admiring 
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tfibate  to  the  power  in  whoee  domain  ?he  was  working.  These  treeB 
have  as  much  the  appearance  of  having  been  trained  by  art  as  a  yew* 
tree  has  when  clipped  into  the  form  of  a  pyramid  or  a  peacock ;  yet 
their  growth  is  as  purely  natural  and  unassisted  as  that  of  an  oak  of 
the  forest  that  has  never  been  touched  by  the  hand  of  man.  I  should 
think  there  must  be  something  in  the  air  as  well  as  the  soil  of  this  spot 
peculiarly  favourable  to  the  growth  of  exotic  evergreens  of  all  kiiHh. 
Here  are  Portugal  laurels  more  than  double  the  size  I  have  ever  seen 
them  elsewhere :  one  in  particular  measures  more  than  eighty  yauds  m 
circumference,  and  is  in  full  blossom,  and  without  a  withered  branch 
or  leaf  upon  it.  There  is  also  a  cedar  of  Lebanon  of  magnificeot 
growth  and  apparently  in  its  prime,  which  is  said  to  be  more  than  six 
hundred  years  old.  If  it  could  speak,  it  might  tell  us  tales  of  *^  Fair 
Rosamond^'  and  her  kingly  lover — more  a  king  in  virtue  of  her  love 
for  him,  than  of  his  crown  and  sceptre.  Near  to  this  noble  cedar  fand, 
I  think,  nearly  opposite  to  the  South  front  pf  the  palace,  which  otters, 
by  the  by,  incomparably  the  finest  view  of  it)  stands  an  ilex  wliich  has 
attained  the  growth  of  a  great  forest  oak.  I  recommend  these  trees 
to  the  especial  attention  of  the  visitor  of  Blenheim,  as  the  most  interest* 
ing  individual  objects  he  will  find  there.    To  me — 

"  For  'tis  my  creed  that  every  plant 
Enjoys  the  air  it  breathes,'^ 

to  me  there  is  nothing  in  nature  or  art  more  impressive  than  these  fi?- 
ing  beings,  that  have  seen  all  the  generations  of  the  earth  pass  from 
on  its  surface  over  and  over  again,  yet  still  seem  in  the  prime  and 
vigour  of  their  days. 

I  find  my  limits  compel  me  to  part  from  the  reader  here,  and  leave 
'  him  to  discover  for  himself  the  rest  of  the  charms  of  this  matchless 
spot ;  and  perhaps  he  will  enjoy  them  more  fully  in  meeting  with  them 
unexpectedly  than  in  having  them  indicated  to  him  beforehand.  In- 
deed, my  chief  object  in  giving  this  sketch  has  been  to  recall  the  ori- 
ginal to  the  memory  of  those  who  have  visited  it,  and  to  induce  others 
to  see  it,  who  go  to  Versailles  and  St.  Cloud  instead.  Of  all  the 
ridiculous  points  in  our  national  character,  and  we  have  not  a  few,  the 
least  accountable  and  the  least  excusable  is  that  which  impels  us  to 
run  after  distant  beauty,  merely  because  it  is  distant,  to  the  neglect  of 
that  which  is  near  us.  Of  the  thousands  of  English  who  annually 
visit  St.  Peter's  at  Rome,  not  one  half  have  ever  seen  their  own  St 
PauPs,  which  is,  upon  the  whole,  a  finer  thing ;  not  one  out  of  every 
ten  who  make  a  journey  to  the  Italian  lakes  have  seen  the  Elnglish 
ones,  which  are  at  least  as  beautiful;  and  the  very  persons  who  would 
be  ashamed  of  not  having  written  their  names  in  the  Album  at  Cba- 
mouni,  would  ;is  soon  think  of  making  a  pilgrimage  to  the  North  Pole 
as  to  the  Highlands  of  Scotland. 

Abruptly  leaving  the  visitor  of  Blenheim  to  luxuriate  among  the  in- 
numerable beauties  that  meet  him  at  every  turn ;  the  temples  and  sta- 
tues that  peep  from  out  embowering  folinge ;  the  waterfalls  that,  whe- 
ther seen  or  not,  steep  his  senses  in  sounds  of  pleasantness  ;  the  grand 
vistas,  that  open  upon  him  every  here  and  there,  into  the  adjacent 
country, — I  shall  conclude  by  mentioning  to  him,  what  is  not  veiy 
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^eneraUj  known  or  remembered,  that,  !n  exploring  these  elegant  soli- 
tudes, he  may  chance  to  tread  in  the  footsteps  of  old  Chancer  himself; 
for  here,  in  a  house  that  adjoined  the  Woodstock  entrance  to  the  park, 
he  lived  and  wrote — here  he  acquired  some  of  that  intense  love  for 
Nature  which  no  one,  before  or  since,  ever  felt  in  the  degree  that  he 
did,  or  ever  described  the  effects  of  with  such  inspired  and  impassioned 
truth. 
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The  Biter  Bit. 

Jack  Dobaon,  boneat  son  of  tillage, 
The  Toby  Philpot  of  his  village, 

LaughM  and  grew  fat,  Time's  gorgon  visage  braviog ; 
To  hear  him  cackle  at  a  hoax, 
Or  new  edition  of  old  jokes, 

You  M  think  a  Roman  Capitol  was  saving. 

Not  Boniface,  when  at  a  mng 
Of  ale  he  gave  a  hearty  tag. 

Was  fuller  of  his  subject-matter ; 
And  Dobson  had  a  better  plea 
For  boasting  of  its  pedigree. 
For  his  was  brewM  at  home,  and  he 

Himself  was  infinitely  fatter. 

One  cask  he  had,  better  and  stronger 
Than  all  the  rest — brewM  at  a  christening-— 
To  pass  it  set  his  eyes  a  glistening ; 

In  short  he  couldnU  tarry  longer, 

But  seizing  spiggot  and  a  faucet. 

He  tapped  it— -quaffM  a  luscious  posset— 

Then,  like  a  hospitable  fellow, 

Sent  for  his  friends  to  make  them  mellow. 

Among  them  he  invited  one 

CalPd  Tibbs,  a  simple-witted  wight. 

Whom  Mister  Dobson  took  delight 
To  make  the  subject  of  his  fun : 
For  Nature  such  few  brains  had  put 
In  neighbour  Tibb's  occiput^ 

That  all  the  rustic  wags  and  wits 
Found  him  a  most  convenient  butt 

For  their  good  hits ; 
Though  sometimes,  as  both  great  and  small  aver, 
He  gave  them  Rowland  for^their  Oliver. 

The  guests  all  met,  and  dinner  spread, 
Dobson  first  tippM  the  wink,  then  said, 

^^  Well,  now,  my  lads,  weUl  all  draw  lots, 
To  settle  which  of  us  shall  g^ 
Into  the  cellarage  below, 

To  ^1  the  poU.'* 
So  saying,  he  adroitly  wriggled 

The  shortest  into  Tibb^s  paw, 
Whereat  the  others  hugely  giggled, 

And  Tibbs,  obedient  to  the  law. 

Went  down,  the  beverage  to  draw. 

Now,  Farmer  Dobson,  wicked  wag  ! 
Over  the  cellar-door  had  slung 
A  water^bowl,  so  slyly  hung, 
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That  whoM  gave  the  door  a  drag 
Was  sure  to  tumble  down  at  once 
A  quart  of  liquid  on  his  sconce. 
Our  host  and  all  his  brother  wits, 

Soon  as  they  heard  their  victim^s  tramp, 
Who  lookM  half-drownM,  burst  into  fits, 
Which  in  fresh  peals  of  laughter  flamed. 
When  Tibbs,  in  drawling  tone,  exclaimM : 

"  Isn't  your  cellar  rather  damp  ?" 
Grace  being  said,  quick  havoc  foUowM ; 
Many  good  thinp  were  said  and  swallowM ; — 
Joking,  laughing,  stuffing,  and  quaffing. 
For  a  full  hour  they  pushM  about 

The  canns,  and  when  there  came  a  pause. 

From  mere  exhaustion  of  their  jaws, 
Tibbs,  with  his  nasal  twang,  drawlM  out — 
'^  Suppose  we  now  draw  lots  again, 

Which  of  us  shall  go  down  to  put 

The  spiggot  back  into  the  butt." — 
"  Why,  zounds !" — the  farmer  roar'd  amain, — 
*^  The  spiggot  back !— come,  come,  you  're  funning, 
You  hav'nH  left  the  liquor  running  ?" — 
^*  I  did  as  I  was  order'd,  Jack," 

Quoth  Tibbs,  *^  and  if  it  was  intention'd 
That  I  should  put  the  spiggot  back, 

It 's  a  great  pity  'twasn't  mentioned : — 
Tou  'ye  lost  a  cask  of  precious  stuff. 
But  I,  for  one,  have  drunk  enough." — 
*'^  Ass  !  numscull !  fool !"  the  fanner  cried, — 
*^  What  can  one  get,  confound  their  souls ! 

By  asking  such  half-witted  lubbers  ?" 
''  This  lesson,  neighbour,">-Tibb8  replied, 
'^  That  those  who  choose  to  play  at  bowls, 

Should  look  to  meet  with  rubbers !" 


The  Parson  at  fautt, 

A  country  parson  took  a  notion 

Into  his  head,  one  Whitsuntide, 
That  it  was  more  like  true  devotion. 

To  preach  extempore  ; — he  tried  : — 
Succeeded  once — twice — thrice — but  lo ! 

His  fourth  discourse  was  not  forthcoming  ;<— 

Spite  of  his  hawing  and  his  humming, 
Not  a  word  farther  could  he  go ; 
So  that  the  worthy'man  perforce 
,   Was  fain  to  leave  them  in  the  lurch. 

And  say,  that,  since  he  came  to  church, 
He  'd  lost  the  tluread  of  his  discourse. 
Whereat  a  man  below  exclaim'd, 
^^  Lock  the  doors,  beadle — ^search  us  round, 

I  do  insist,  until  it 's  found : 
The  thief  should  really  be  ashamed. — 

Here  are  my  pockets, ^ransack  both, 

/  have  it  not,  I  'U  take  my  oath."  H. 
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MEMOIRS   OF   GOETHE.* 

This  book  is  published  so  as  to  piqae  curiosity  and  rouse  expecta- 
tioo  ;  and  it  promises,  at  least  bj  its  quantity,  amply  to  gratify  both. 
Between  1811  and  1814,  the  three  first  volumes  followed  one  another 
so  closely,  tbieit  the  Germans,  who  are  not  unacquainted  with  waiting  a 
quarter  of  a  century  for  a  second  volume,  might  think  Goethe  a  very 
quick  workman.  These  volumes  bring  the  author's  history  down  to 
the  year  1773.  in  1816,  two  other  volumes,  called  the  first  and  se- 
cond parts  of  a  second  series  were  sent  into  the  world  ;  but  in  these 
the  author,  instead  of  beginning  where  he  left  off,  takes  up  his  history 
in  the  middle  of  1786,  and  describes  his  travels  into  Italy  and  Sicily  in 
this  and  the  following  year.  The  present  volume^  purporting  to  be  the 
fifth  part  of  the  second  series,  contains  his  adventures  in  1792  and 
]793.t  Two  intervals,  therefore,  one  of  thirteen  and  the  other  of  five 
years,  are  passed  over  in  total  silence. 

It  might  be  supposed  that,  during  these  periods,  he  was  gathering 
materiaJs,  or  recruittng  his  strength,  for  some  future  literary  under- 
taking,  were  it  not  well  known  that  they  are  among  the  most  active 
portions  of  his  life.  Care  has,  in  fact,  been  taken  to  remind  the  world 
of  this,  and  to  induce  a  belief  that  those  parts  of  his  Memoirs  which 
are  withheld  contain  many  important  political  secrets.  It  is  certain  that 
few  men  have  had  better  opportunities  of  acquiring  information  both  on 
political  and  literary  subjects.  He  has  long  enjoyed  the  confidence  of 
the  Duke  of  Weimar,  been  his  representative  abroad  and  his  companion 
at  Court.  Other  princes  also,  who  have  occupied  the  first  rank,  by 
their  talents  and  intelligence,  if  not  by  their  political  power,  have  ad- 
mitted him  to  intimacy.  Although  he  has  been  one  of  the  reformers 
of  the  national  theatre,  he  has  taken  an  active  part  against  political 
reform.  For  nearly  half  a  century  he  has  stood  at  the  head  of  the 
national  literature,  and  has  led  the  fashion  in  matters  of  taste.  The 
greater  part  of  the  existing  generation  of  authors  have  formed  them- 
selves on  his  model ;  they  have  grown  up  under  his  wing,  and  he  has 
thus  lived  in  the  very  centre  of  literary  society.  He  is  known,  also, 
to  be  a  most  accurate  observer,  and  to  look  without  passion  or  emo- 
tioQ  on  all  the  scenes  of  the  busy  world,  as  if  he  existed  only  to  de- 
scribe' them.  He  is  a  placid  spectator  of  the  great  game  of  life,  watch- 
ing with  tablets  and  pencil  to  catch  and  fix  every  fleeting  shade.  But 
his  Memoirs,  have  hitherto  disappointed  expectation  :  there  are  some 
anecdotes  of  distinguished  persons,  and  much  literary  history  in  the 
volumes  already  published ;  but  they  do  not  convince  us  that  GoSthe 
has  been  unreserved  in  his  communications.  Curiosity  looks,  there- 
ibre,  to  the  parts  which  are  suppressed  ;  and  the  second  interval,  now 
passed  over  in  silence,  confirms  the  opinion  that  he  bus  important  se- 
crets to  disclose,  and  heightens  impatience  for  the  disclosure. 

We  are  not  aware  that  any  worse  or  more  sordid  motive  has  led 
Goethe  thus  to  keep  alive  public  curiosity,  than  a  wish  not  to  give 
offence  to  his  own  patrons  and  friends,  who  are  yet  in'  existence.  Like 
the  great  majority  of  his  countrymen,  we  believe  he  respects  truth, 

*  Au8  meinem  Leben,  yon  Goethe,  1822. 

t  A  traiulation  of  all  the  yolumes  yet  published  m  German  if  ihortly  expected 
to  appear  in  this  country. 
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and  woald  Dot  suppress  it,  though  he  would  delicately  spare  the  Utid^ 
and  perhaps  the  great.  Through  the  whole  of  his  writings  he  has 
made  few  or  no  allusions  to  them :  even  in  reviving,  at  present,  the  dis- 
graceful recollections  which  attach  to  the  leaders  of  the  Proisiao  army 
in  1792-1793,  he  has  been  cautious  not  to  do  so  till  the  persons  whom 
they  chieBy  affect  are  in  their  graves.     In  one  part  of  this  volame,  tiie 

Shilosopher  Jacobi  and  his  family  are  described  somewhat  at  laige,  and 
e  died  but  a  short  time  before  it  must  have  been  got  ready  ior  the 
press.  Most  of  the  other  persons  mentioned  in  the  book,  also,  are  no 
longer  sensible  either  to  praise  or  censure.  Whether  Goethe  lias  any 
thing  of  importance  to  communicate  or  not,  we  cannot  decide ;  bat  it  is 
tolerably  apparent  that  he  has  no  other  motive  for  keeping  back  any 
part  of  his  Memoirs  than  respect  for  the  feelings  of  his  contemporari^ 
and  friends. 

Of  the  intervals  passed  over,  it  is  said,  he  has  already  written  as 
account,  and  also  of  the  subsequent  years  of  bis  life.  We  have  read 
all  which  has  ^et  been  published  of  it  with  so  much  satisfaction,  that 
we  wish  this  may  be  the  case.  There  is,  certainly,  not  much  anima- 
tion or  smartness,  and  nothing  pungent,  in  any  part  of  the  book.  Oo 
the  contrary,  in  general,  it  is  verbose  and  trifling,  filled  with  details 
that  may  gratify  the  autbor^s  vanity,  hot  can  scarcely  amuse  any  other 
person.  But,  unlike  the  usual  run  of  memoirs,  these  contain  neither 
scandal  nor  calumny ;  no  character  is  painted  all  in  shade.  Goethe 
writes  chiefly  of  himself,  of  his  thoughts  and  deeds ; — ^he  dilates,  with 
great  self-satisfaction,  oo  his  own  wit,  wisdom,  and  powers, — traces 
his  ideas  from  their  germs  till  they  expand  into  a  five-act  play  or  a 
bulky  treatise, — points  out  the  events  or  circumstances  which  indiiced 
him  to  compose  his  difierent  works,  and  displays  to  our  view  the  pan^ 
of  his  own  conscience  gradually  healing  as  he  poured  out  his  repent- 
ance and  complaints  through  the  channel  of  some  fictitious  character; 
— and  he  does  all  this  with  such  apparent  openness,  that  we  smile 
much  oilener  at  him  than  at  either  his  friends  or  his  opponents. 

In  truth,  when  the  former  volumes  were  treated  exclusively  with 
ridicule,  justice  was  not  done  them.  The  placid  easy  manner  in  which 
they  are  written,  and  the  good  faith  which  appears  to  guide  the  au- 
thor's pen,  have  a  'charm  for  us,  of  a  difierent  nature  certainly,  but 
quite  equal  to  that  which  is  derived  from  the  high  pretensions  and  evi- 
dent exaggerations  of  some  other  memoirs.  The  minuteness,  also, 
with  which  Goethe,  prompted  by  his  vanity,  describes  himself,  and 
endeavours  to  trace  the  growth  of  his  conceptions,  and  the  workings  of 
his  mind,  give  a  great  psychological  value  to  his  work.  His  brief 
sketches  of  Klopstock,  Lavater,  Justus  Moser,  Zimmerman,  and  other 
celebrated  persons,  are  better  than  many^  an  elaborate  biography  for 
making  us  acquainted  with  their  characters.  His  several  accoonti 
of  the  progress  of  German  literature,  and  of  the  changes  in  fashions  of 
thinking,  contain  many  valuable  hints  and  materials  for  literary  his- 
tory. We  might  quote  from  the  present  volume,  as  illustrations  of 
these  statements,  like  descriptions  of  the  Jacobi  Family,  and  of  the 
author's  connexions  with  Mr.  Plessay ;  but  to  be  understood  they  most 
be  given  entire,  and  they  would  then  be  too  long  for  our  work  ;  yet 
we  can  recommend  them  to  our  readers,  who  understand  the  original, 
as,  on  many  accounts,  well  worthy  of  perusal. 
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The  present  Tolume  has,  however,  other  claims  on  onr  attention. 
We  find  the  author  at  one  place  hargaloing  with  a  rifleman  for  the 
loan  of  a  hlanket,  at  the  rate  of  eight  pence  per  night.  At  another, 
he  forages  so  skilfoliy  as  to  procure  wine  when  his  comrades  are  glad 
to  get  bread,  and  has  almost  art  enough  to  make  them  believe  he  had 
made  the  wine  by  some  kind  of  enchantment.  He  is  so  elated  when 
he  points  out  the  truth  of  his  own  prophecies,  and  so  agreeable  in  his 
new  character  of  knight-errant  seeking  adventures,  and  making  expe- 
riments, "  even  in  the  cannon's  mouth,"-i-or  storming  a  market  wag- 
gon to  procure  tobacco  "  for  the  men  of  the  Duke's  regiment,"  or 
checking,  by  his  eloquence  and  arms,  the  fury  of  the  ultra  mob  of  Mny- 
ence,  and  rescuing  their  fellow-citizens  from  their  rage, — and  we  may 
expect  so  many  strange  scenes  from  the  diversified  situations  he  has 
filled  or  been  familiar  with,  that  we  hope  he  may  long  be  spared  to 
complete  his  work. 

We  should  like  him,  however,  deprived  of  his  powers  of  observation, 
while  he  retains  his  memory — reduced,  as  far  as  book-making  is  con- 
cerned, to  a  mere  pantagraph,  copying  what  is  already  written  in  his 
brain,  but  with  no  means  of  adding  another  word  ;  or  his  Memoirs  will 
be  so  long  that  we  must  wish  his  life  to  be  short.  The  three  first  vo- 
lumes contain  1625  closely  printed  pages,  and  describe  only  the  first 
twenty-four  years  of  his  life.  At  that  age  he  began  to  be  celebrated, 
and  every  succeeding  year  seems  to  demand  its  volume.  In  fact,  the 
three  subsequent  volumes  descril>e  two  periods,  making  together  only 
twenty  months ;  and,  according  to  this  scale,  we  may  expect  the  whole 
auto-biography  will  amount,  at  least,  to  seventy  volumes.  Another 
person  would  comprise  Goethe's  whole  life  in  as  many  pages.  But 
self  is  a  delightful  subject  to  expatiate  on,  and,  measured  by  the  space 
occupied  in  our  libraries,  Goethe  is  of  far  more  consequence  than  all 
Plutarch's  heroes.  It  is  probable,  however,  that  Goethe  knows  the 
taste  of  his  countrymen,  and,  though  terrific  to  another  European,  a 
German  may  look  on  this  as  an  ordinary-sized  book. 

The  present  volume  contains,  principally,  the  journal  which  Goethe 
kept  during  the  memorable  campaigns  of  1792-1793,  which  he  made 
with  the  army  under  the  orders  of  the  Duke  of  Brunswick.  The  Duke 
of  Weimar  was  a  general  in  the  Prussian  service,  and  our  author  ac- 
companied him  in  a  civil  capacity.  Whatever  serves  to  throw  any 
light  on  this  part  of  history  is  worth  noticing;  and  we  shall,  therefore, 
make  a  short  extract  or  two,  to  illustrate  the  character  and  sentiments 
of  the  Germans  and  French.  Though  the  sufferings  they  have  since 
mutually  inflicted  may  be  a  sufficient  reason  for  mutual  hatred,  they 
now  know  one  another  too  well  to  be  exasperated,  as  they  were  then, 
by  each  having  a  different  taste  in  bread.  The  Germans  called  the 
French  dainty  and  proud,  for  despising  brown  rye-bread ;  and  the 
French  looked  on  the  Germans  as  hogs  for  eating  it.  On  the  first 
meeting  of  the  armies  of  these  rival  bread-ites, — 

*'  The  French,"  says  Goethe,  "  stood  unmoycd :  Kellerman  had  taken  up  a 
better  position :  oar  people  retreated,  and  it  appeared  as  if  they  had  effected  no- 
thing. The  greatest  consternation,  however,  prevailed  throughout  the  army. 
In  the  morning  nothing  less  had  been  expected  than  to  bayonet  and  devour  the 
whole  of  the  French  ;  and  even  I  had  been  tempted  to  engage  in  the  expedition 
by  a  boundless  confidence  in  the  Duke  of  Brunswick  and  his  troops.  Now,  how- 
ever, we  were  ashamed  to  look  each  other  in  the  face  ;  or  if  we  did,  it  was  only 
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to  atter  execrations.  As  night  came  on,  we  had  formed  a  circle,  by  chMicy, 
though  without  haying  a  fire,  as  usual,  in  the  middle  ;  most  of  as  were  slent, 
and  erery  one  was  at  a  loss  what  to  think  or  judge.  At  length  1117  opintoo  was 
asked,  for  I  had  been  accustomed  to  enliven  our  society  with  shovt  aenteBces ; 
and  I  replied,  ^  From  this  day  a  new  epoch  in  the  world  begins, — and  yon  may 
say  you  were  present  at  it.^  The  Germans,  expecting  easily  to  over-mn  and 
plunder  France,  for  they  immediately  made  the  inhabitants  sensible  they  were 
not  *•  transported,^  as  Goethe  has  it,  ^  in  a  sack,*  were  furious  at  their  disap- 
pointment. Every  one,  however  resigned  he  might  be,  felt  moat  painfully  the 
circumstance  of  our  leader^s  entering  into  a  treaty  with  rebels,  whom  our  own 
manifesto  had  devoted  to  destruction,  and  whom  it  had  described  as  gnUty  of  the 
most  abominable  deeds.  To  them  we  were  now  obliged  to  surrender  the  fortress, 
in  order  to  secure  even  a  retreat  for  our  own  army.  Some  of  our  people  were  so 
enraged  that  they  appeared  likely  to  become  mad.^^ 

Arrived  at  Coblentz,  and  strolling  along  the  banks  of  the  Rhine, 
Goethe  sums  up  the  events  of  the  campaign,  and  partly  acconnta  for 
them,  as  follows  :— 

.  *^  La  Fayette,  the  chief  of  a  party,  almost  adored  by  his  countrymen^  and  en- 
joying the  full  confidence  of  his  troops,  resists  the  government  which  has  ruled 
France  since  the  imprbonment  of  the  king, — ^he  escapes,  his  army,  consisting  of 
23,000  men,  without  a  general  or  superior  officer,  remains  disorganized  and  in 
confusion.  At  the  same  time,  a  powerful  monarch  enters  France  at  the  head  of 
80,000  men,  and,  in  a  short  time,  two  fortified  cities  are  surrendered  to  him.  A 
French  general  (Dumourier)  now  appears  on  the  scene :  without  haviag  evv 
commanded  an  army,  he  takes  up  an  excellent  position ;  it  is  broken  throo^, 
and  he  occupies  a  second ; — even  there  he  is  reached,  and  the  enemy  gets  be* 
tween  him  and  Paris.  But  continued  rains  forcing  the  allied  army  into  some  cri- 
tical situations,  it  is  compelled,  when  only  six  leagues  from  Chalons  and  ten  from 
Rheims,  to  commence  a  retreat ;  it  evacuates  the  conquered  places,  loses  a  third 
of  its  number,  of  whom,  however,  only  two  thousand  fell  in  battle,  and  arrives 
again  at  the  Rhine.^* 

Such  a  description  is,  however,  more  courtly  than  jost.  No  allodon 
is  made  to  the  incapacity  of  the  generals,  or  to  the  intrigues  of  the 
minions  about  the  king.  Goethe  does  not  forget  to  record  his  meeting 
with  Mr.  Rietz,  and  the  compliments  which  the  latter  paid  him.  He 
could  not  be  ignorant,  therefore,  of  the  influence  which  this  vakt  dc 
ehatnbrey  and  several  other  such  persons,  possessed  over  the  nephew  of 
Frederick  the  Great*  In  this  instance  Goethe^s  respect  for  persons 
masters  his  love  of  truth.  He  blames  the  weather  for  want  of  success: 
but  a  general  who  is  not  prepared  for  rain,  and  who  anticipates  a  con- 
stant succession  of  sunshine^  is  as  mad  as  the  philosopher  who,  from 
having  calculated  the  course  of  the  planets  and  the  changes  of  the  sea- 
sons, believes  that  they  move  at  his  command.    Goethe  has  preserved 

*  *^  Success  from  advancing  farther  was  expected  from  chance  rather  than  from 
wise  foresight.  Ferdinand  of  Brunswick,  if  uncontrolled,  undoubtedly  would 
have  listened  to  prudence,  and  followed  the  established  maxims  of  war.  But  the 
king  was  present,  full  of  joyous  hopes,  and  over  him  the  volatile  emigrants  exer- 
cised a  commanding  influence.^* — At  the  time  when  disaster  and  defeat  were 
coming  on  the  allies  from  following  such  counsels,  "  Mannstein,  the  favourite  and 
confident  of  Frederick  William,  was  several  times  in  the  camp  of  Dumourier, 
carrying  on  secret  negotiations,^^  with  which  the  Duke  of  Brunswick,  however, 
was  so  little  acquainted,  that  *^  his  answer  to  the  public  overture  of  Dumourier 
was  equally  rude  and  impolitic."  Most  of  the  king^s  favourites,  but  particolariy 
his  greatest  favourite,  the  dark  and  unsocial  Mannstein,  were  the  enemies  of  the 
duke  ;  they  undermined  his  influence,  defeated  his  projects,  and  attributed  every 
failure  to  his  mismanagement." — Gttchicktt  dct  PrtutntcKtn  Slaais,  Frmnt- 
fort,  1819. 
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an  anecdote,  however,  which  shows  from  the  trifles  which  engaged  the 
attention  of  the  Prussian  generals,  how  incapahle  they  were  of  con- 
tending with  men  whose  new-horn  patriotism  was  a  violent  passion, 
sharpening  and  strengthening  all  their  faculties  to  attain  its  ohject. 

"  I  was  not  the  only  person  attentive  to  tbe  minerals  of  the  country.  When 
the  soldiers  dog  even  a  cooking-hole,  they  found  plenty  of  ^ne  white  chalk,  of 
which  thej  used  a  considerable  quantity  about  tlieir  dcess.  An  order  was  ac- 
cordingly issued  to  the  whole  army,  for  erery  soldier  to  provide  himself  with  a» 
much  as  possible  of  this  necessary  material.  Sunk  in  dirt,  the  soldiers  were  to 
load  themselves  with  earth,  as  the  means  of  cleanliness  and  ornament ;  and  when 
they  were  destitute  of  bread,  to  content  themselves  with  stones." 

Such  generals  were  under  the  influence  of  emigrants,  of  whom  the 
following  anecdote  is  very  characteristic. 

^^  On  our  return  to  our  quarters  we  found  a  French  marquis,  whom  we  had 
before  known.  We  welcomed  him,  and  he  did  not  despise  our  frugal  repast ;  but 
we  observed  that  something  affected  him,  of  which  he  desired  to  lighten  his 
heart.  When  we  had  encouraged  him  to  confide  in  us,  he  exclaimed  violently 
against  the  cruelty  with  which  the  King  of  Prussia  treated  the  French  princes. 
We  were  astonished,  and  demanded  in  what  manner.  ^  On  leaving  Olorifux^ 
he  said,  ^  though  it  rained,  (it  mizzled  a  little)  the  king  did  not  put  on  either 
a  great  coat  or  a  cloak,  and  the  princes  were  therefore  obliged  to  deny  them- 
selves this  sort  of  protection  against  the  weather.  When  1  saw  them,^  con- 
tinued the  marquis,  ^  who  are  the  hope  of  France,  lightly  clothed,  dripping 
with  rain,  I  would  have  given  my  life  to  be  able  to  provide  them  with  a  dry 
carriage.^ " 

Here  are  two  anecdotes,  characteristic  of  the  men  whom  the  Prussians 
and  the  emigrants  expected  to  subdue,  by  merely  looking  on  them. 

"  The  inhabitants  of  Verdun,  afraid  that  the  whole  city  would  be  destroyed 
by  the  bombardment, — at  length  compelled  the  governor,  M.  Beaurepaire,  to 
surrender.  As  soon  as  he  had  given  his  consent  in  full  council,  he  drew  forth  a 
pistol  and  shot  himself,  that  he  might  set  an  example  of  sacrificing  himself  for  his 
country.'' — "  As  the  Prussians  marched  into  the  town,  a  musquet  was  fired  from 
among  the  crowd,  which,  however,  injured  nobody.  A  French  grenadier  ac- 
knowledging that  he  had  fired  it,  he  was  apprehended  and  carried  to  the  guard- 
house, where  I  saw  him.  He  was  a  young  man,  very  well  made,  with  a  serious 
countenance  and  easy  behaviour.  Till  his  fate  was  decided,  he  was  not  subjected 
to  rigid  confinement.  Close  to  the  guard-house  was  a  bridge,  over  one  of  the 
arms  of  the  Maese ;  he  seated* himself  on  the  wall,  remained  a  short  time  com- 
posed and  at  his  ease,  then  turned  himself  backwards,  tumbled  himself  into  the 
river,  and  was  taken  up  quite  dead." 

Men  so  resolute  to  brave  death  were  not  to  be  subdued  in  the  field 
by  the  pipeclay-loving  generals  of  Prussia,  or  the  petit-inaitrts  of  their 
own  country,  who,  from  fearing  them,  had  before  fled  from  a  less  ha- 
zardous encounter. 

It  has  long  ago  been  justly  remarked,  that  Goethe  is  one  of  the 
Tainest  men  alive.  But  there  is  something  in  the  manner  he  is  acted  on 
by  external  circumstances  and  passing  events,  allowing  them  to  sug- 
gest subjects  of  meditation,  long  trains  of  thought,  and  even  literary 
andertakings,  which  seems  in  direct  opposition  with  vanity.  As  an 
author  he  is  vain  only  when  he  writes,  as  in  his  Memoirs,  expressly  of 
himself.  In  liis  other  works  he  never  even  appears  in  propria  persona^ 
but  is  entirely  lost  in  his  subject."  He  is  constantly  alive  to  the  in- 
fluence of  what  is  passing  about  him  ;  and  he  reflects  unchstnged  what- 
ever he  perceives.     He  describes  things  admirably.    For  minuteness 


536  Mtmoirs  of  GoSihi* 

and  correctness,  his  descriptions,  in  general,  and  we  may  quote  that  of 
the  Carnival  at  Rome  for  an  example,  have  perhaps  never  heen  sur- 
passed. .  There  is  in  him  no  prevailing  sentiment — no  ruling  passion, 
which,  as  in  most  great  poets,  tinges  with  its  own  colours  all  that  thej 
as  well  as  other  men  heboid.  His  mind  seems  to  create  notliing;  bat 
to  be  rather  like  a  huge  reservoir  filled  to  the  brim,  out  of  which  he 
draws  nearly  unchanged  whatever  a  long  and  varied  life,  great  iodostry, 
and  an  excellent  education,  have  collected.  As  an  author,  he  suffers 
himself  not  merely  to  be  influenced,  but  to  be  guided  by  passing  events  ; 
as  a  man,  on  the  contrary,  he  seems  all  volition,  and  almost  beyond 
the  influence  of  circumstances,  or  of  other  men.  These  feelings  and 
characters  are  only  matters  which  he  notes  down  as  materials  to  work 
on  ;  they  are  never  objects  of  sympathy,  of  love,  or  of  hatred.  The 
living  being  is  to  him  what  the  corpse  is  to  the  anatomist ;  and  man  is 
more  interesting  than  a  stone,  because  he  has  more  phases  and  is  a  better 
subject  for  a  determined  author.  Goethe,  though  full  of  cleverness 
and  talents,  wants  affections.  TLe  seeming  inconsistencies,  however, 
may  perhaps  be  referred  to  the  same  principle.  He  is  so  vain  of 
the  individual  Goethe,  the  standard  of  excellence,  that  he  has  a  sove- 
reign contempt  for  his  species ;  i.Pid  though  he  has  been  a  close  ob- 
server and  almost  a  worshipper  oT  Nature,  he  has  never  looked  on  man 
as  the  noblest  of  her  works.  Tliough  this  cannot  be  justified,  it  may 
be  explained  by  his  situation.  He  bad  the  misfortune,  and  with  his 
great  talents  we  think  it  a  misfortune  to  the  worid,  to  be  bom  and 
brought  up  in  a  country  politically  degraded ;  and  he  thinks  ill  of  man 
because  he  has  only  known  him  in  his  character  of  a  slave.  We  shall 
give  an  extract  or  two  to  illustrate  what  we  have  said. 

^'  After  making  these  preparations  for  future  usefulness  and  present  comfort, 
I  turned  to  look  over  the  extensive  meadow  on  which  we  were  encamped.  An 
extraordinary  appearance  at  one  spot  attracted  my  notice — a  number  of  eoldios 
were  sitting  in  a  circle  and  busily  employed,  with  their  attention  directed 
towards  the  centre.  On  going  nearer  to  them  I  found  they  were  seated  roond 
a  tunnel-shaped  hole  filled  with  the  clearest  spring-water,  and  about  thirty  feet 
in  diamater.  In  it  were  a  great  number  of  little  fishes  which  the  soldiers 
were  trying  to  catch.  The  water  was  as  clear  as  possible,  and  the  sport  pleasant 
to  see.  I  speedily  remarked,  however,  that,  when  the  fishes  moved,  they  dis- 
played different  colours.  At  first  I  regarded  this  as  caused  by  their  cliang- 
ing  their  colours ;  but  a  welcome  explanation  soon  offered  itself.  A  piece  of 
earthenware  had  fallen  into  the  hole,  which  sent  forth  the  most  beaatifol 
prismatic  colours.  The  border  farthest  from  me  reflected  blue  and  violet ; 
the  one  nearest  me,  on  the  contrary,  red  and  yellow.  As  I  moved  round  the 
hole,  the  colours  appeared  always  the  same.  Already  passionately  occupied 
with  the  subject,  I  was  overjoyed  to  see  this  phenomenon  so  beaatiful  in  the 
open  air,  while  natural  philosophers  with  their  scholars,  to  obtain  a  sight  of 
it,  have  been  accustomed  for  more  than  a  century  to  shut  themselves  in  a 
dark  chamber.  I  procured  some  more  pieces  of  earthenware,  which  1  threw 
in  ;  and  observed  that  the  refractions  began  at  a  short  distance  beneath  the  sur^ 
face  of  the  water,  increased  as  the  pieces  sunk  lower,  and  at  last,  when  arrived 
at  the  bottom,  a  small  white  body  appeared  of  many  colours  and  like  a  little 
flame." 

This  incident  did  not  exactly  occasion  Goethe  to  write  that  theory  of 
colours  by  which  he  attempts  to  overthrow  the  system  of  Newton,  for 
he  had  before  directed  his  attention  to  the  subject ;  but  it  encouraged 
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bim  in  the  parsoit.  ^  In  this  case,''  he  says,  '^it  happened  as  with  mj 
poems :  /  did  not  make  them^  but  they  (meaning,  we  believe,  the  circum- 
stances which  occasioned  the  poems)  made  me?^  While  the  phenome- 
non and  all  the  trains  of  thought  it  excited  were  still  fresh  before  him, 
and  even  the  firing  of  cannon  could  not  divert  his  mind  from -the  subject, 
he  met  a  willing  auditor  in  Prince  Reuss  XI.  '^  who  had  always  been 
gracious  to  meJ'  and  to  him  he  expatiated  with  great  animation  on  the 
whole  doctrine  *  of  colours.  The  prince  was  surprised  to  find  the 
novelist  ^and  the  tragic  author  converted  at  once  to  a  philosopher. 
He  listened,  however,  with  great  patience,  and  encouraged  Goethe  to 
proceed  in  his  remarks  and  inquiries.  Such  attention  could  not  do 
otherwise  than  draw  forth  a  commendation  from  the  author ;  and  as 
bis  work  was  not  equally  well  received  by  the  learned,  he  couples  his 
praise  of  the  prince  with  a  censure  on  them. 

^^  I  hare  alwa7s  noticed  (he  says)  that  men  of  the  world  and  of  business^ 
who  are  obliged  to  pay  attention  to  many  observations  and  reports  produced  at 
the  moment,  are  the  most  agreeable  to  converse  with  even  on  scientific  subjects. 
Their  minds  are  unprejudiced,  and  they  listen  to  the  speaker  with  no  other  ob- 
ject in  view  but  their  own  instruction.  On  the  contrary,  men  of  learning  usually 
attend  to  nothing  but  what  they  have  already  learnt  and  taught,  and  which  is 
adopted  in  the  schools.  Words  take  the  place  of  things,  and  men  attach  their 
faith  to  favourite  forms  of  expression,  or,  as  he  calls  them  in  another  place,  ^  to 
printed  traditionsj* " 

Long  before  he  could  finish  his  work  on  colours,  the  events  of  the 
French  Revolution  engaged  all  his  attention.  He  began  both  an  opera 
and  a  drama,  founded  on  the  celebrated  Necklace-story,  which  ^^  ap- 
peared to  him  the  terrible  forerunner  of  evil,  as  the  Revolution  seemed 
its  horrid  completion.^'  The  opera  was  never  finished,  and  the  drama 
when  represented  was  wholly  unsuccessful.  To  this  ^^  he  was  quite 
indifferent,  he  drew  no  instruction  from  the  failure,"  but  went  on 
dramatizing,  as  they  cast  up,  the  most  conspicuous  events  of  the  Revo- 
lution. As  might  be  expected,  theatrical  pieces,  founded  on  recent 
and  horrid  circumstances,  '^  produced  such  disagreeable  effects  that  his 
friends  were  obliged  for  their  own  honour  to  maintain  that  he  was  not 
the  author,  but  had  only  lent  his  name  and  a  few  strokes  of  his  pen  to 
some  very  subaltern  production."  "  But  nothing  external  could  ever 
estrange  him  from  self;"  this  judgment  of  the  world  only  made  him 
describe  it  "  as  good  for  nothing :"  when  it  no  longer  offered  the  in- 
cense of  devotion  to  him,  it  had  turned  heretic  ;  and  the  unchangeable 
Goethe  appeared  to  himself  as  worthy  of  admiration  as  before.  He 
might  have  gone  on  making  dramas  from  the  gazettes  till  now,  but  he 
was  "  unable  to  follow  the  on-rolling  history  of  the  world  ;"  and  while 
he  was  hobbling  after  it,  came  Bonaparte,  and  '^  the  riddle  was  resolved 
in  a  manner  equally  decisive  an^  unexpected." 
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On  the  Cawoersaiion  of  Jksthon- 

An  author  is  bound  to  write — well  or  ill,  wisely  op  foolishlj :  it  ia 
his  trade.  But  I  do  not  see  that  he  is  bound  to  talk,  any  more  than 
he  is  bound  to  dance,  or  ride,  or  fence,  better  than  other  people. 
Reading,  study,  silence,  thought,  are  a  bad  introduction  to  loquacity. 
It  wouU  be  sooner  learnt  of  chambermaids  and  tapsters.  He  under- 
stands the  art  and  mystery  of  his  own  profession,  which  is  book- 
making:  what  right  has  any  one  to  expect  or  require  him  to  do  more 
— to  make  a  bow  gracefully  on  entering  or  leaving  a  room,  to  make 
love  charmingly,  or  to  make  a  fortune  at  all  ?  In  all  things  there  is  a 
division  of  labour.  A  lord  is  no  less  amorous  for  writing  ridicoloas 
love-letters,  nor  a  general  less  successful  for  wanting  wit  and  honesty. 
Why  then  may  not  a  poor  author  say  nothing,  and  yet  pass  muster  ! 
Set  him  on  the  top  of  a  stage-coach,  he  will  make  no  figure ;  he^  is 
mufn-dbnce,  while  the  slang-wit  flies  about  as  fast  as  the  dost,  with 
the  crack  of  the  whip  and  the  clatter  of  the  horses^  heels :  put  him  In 
a  ring  of  boxers,  he  is  a  poor  creature — 

^^  And  of  his  port  as  meek  as  is  a  maid.^^ 
Introduce  him  to  a  tea-party  of  milliner^s  girls,  and  they  are  ready  to 
split  their  sides  with  laughing  at  him :  over  his  bottle,  he  is  dij :  in 
the  drawing-room,  rude  or  awkward :  he  is  too  refined  for  the  vulgar, 
too  clownish  for  the  fashionable : — ^^  he  is  one  that  cannot  make  a  good 
leg,  one  that  cannot  eat  a  mess  of  broth  cleanly,  one  that  cannot  lide 
a  horse  without  spur-galling,  one  that  cannot  salute  a  woman  and 
look  on  her  directly :'' — ^in  courts,  in  camps,  in  town  and  coontiy,  he 
is  a  cypher  or  a  butt :  he  is  good  for  nothing  but  a  laughing-«tock  or  a 
scare-crow.  You  can  scarcely  get  a  word  out  of  him  for  love  or 
money.  He  knows  nothing.  He  has  no  notion  of  pleasure  or  busi- 
ness, or  of  what  is  going  on  in  the  world;  be  does  not  understand 
cookery,  unless  he  is  a  doctor  in  divinity — ^nor  surgery,  nor  chemlstTy, 
unless  he  is  a  Qtiidntinc — ^nor  mechanics,  nor  husbandry  and  tillage, 
unless  he  is  as  great  an  admirer  of  TulPs  Husbandry,  and  has  pro 
fited  as  much  by  it  as  the  philosopher  of  Botley — ^no,  nor  music,  paint- 
ing, the  Drama,  nor  the  Fine  Arts  in  genieral. 

^^  What  the  deuce  is  it  then,  my  good  sir,  that  he  does  understand, 
or  know  any  thing  about  ?^' 

"  Books,  Venus,  books  1'^ 

"What  books?" 

^^  Not  receipt-books,  Madona,  nor  account-books,  nor  books  of 
pharmacy,  or  the  veterinary  art  (they  belong  to  their  respective  call- 
ings and  handicrafts) ;  but  books  of  liberal  taste  and.  general  know- 
ledge." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  that  general  knowledge  which  implies  not  a 
knowledge  of  things  in  general,  but  an  ignorance,  by  your  own  ac- 
count, of  every  one  in  particular :  or  by  that  liberal  taste  which  scorns 
the  pursuits  and  acquirements  of  the  rest  of  the  world  in  succession, 
and  is  confined  exclusively,  and  by  way  of  excellence,  to  what  no- 
body takes  an  interest  in  but  yourself,  and  a  few  idlers  like  yourself! 
Is  this  what  the  critics  mean  by  the  belles-lettres,  and  the  study  of 
humanity  ?" 
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Book-knowledge,  in  a  word,  then,  is  knowledge  communicable  by 
booh :  and  it  is  general  and  liberal  for  this  reason,  that  it  is  intelligible 
and  interesting  on  the  bare  suggestion.    That  to  which  any  one  feels  a 
romantic  attachment,  merely  from  finding  it  in  a  book,  must  be  in- 
teresting in  itself:  that  which  he  instantly  forms  a  lively  and  entire 
conception  of,  from  seeing  a  few  marks  and  scratches  upon  paper, 
must  be  taken  from  common  nature :  that  which,  the  first  time  you 
meet  with  it,  seizes  upon  the  attention  as  a  curious  speculation,  must 
exercise  the  general  faculties  of  the  human  mind.     There  are  certain 
broader  aspects  of  society  and   views  of  things  common   to  every 
subject,  and  more  or  less  cognizable  to  every  mind ;  and  these  the 
scholar  treats,  and  founds  liis  claim  to  general  attention  upon  them, 
without  being  chargeable  with  pedantry     The  minute  descriptions  of 
fishing-tackle,  of  baits  and  flies  in  Walton^s  Complete  Angler,  make 
that  work  a  great  favourite  with  sportsmen  :  the  alloy  of  an  amiable 
humanity,  and  the  modest  but  touching  descriptions  of  familiar  inci- 
dents and  rural  objects  scattered  through  it,  have  made  it  an  equal 
favourite  with  every  reader  of  taste  and  feeling.    Montaigne^s  Essays, 
Dilworth^s   Spelling-book,  and  Feam^s  Treatise  on   Contingent  Ile- 
mainders,  are  all  equally  books,  but  not  equally  adapted  for  all  classes 
of  readers.    The  two  last  are   of  no  use  but  to  schoolmasters  and 
lawyers :  but  th^  first  is  a  work  we  may  recommend  to  any  one  to  read 
who  has  ever  thought  at  all,  or  who  would  learn  to  think  justly  on  any 
subject.     Persons  of  different  trades  and  professions — the  mechanic, 
the  shop-keeper,  the  medical  practitioner,  the  artist,  &c.  may  all  have 
great  knowledge  and  ingenuity  in  their  several  vocations,  the  details 
of  which  will  be  very  edifying  to  themselves,  and  just  as  incomprehen- 
sible to  their  neighbours :  but  over  and  above  this  professional  and 
technical  knowledge,  they  must  be  supposed  to  have  a  stock  of  com- 
mon sense  and  common  feeling  to  furnish  subjects  for  common  con- 
versation, or  to  give  them  any  pleasure  in  each  other's  company.     It 
is  to  this  common  stock  of  ideas,  spread  over  the  surface,  or  striking 
its  roots  into  the  very  centre  of  society,  that  the  popular  writer  ap- 
peals, and  not  in  vain  ;  for  he  finds  readers.     It  is  of  this  finer  essence 
of  wisdom  and  humanity,  '^  ethereal  mould,  sky-tinctured,^'  that  books 
of  the  better  sort  are  made.     They  contain  the  language  of  thought. 
It  must  happen  that,  in  the  course  of  time  and  the  variety  of  human 
capacity,  some  persons  will  have  struck  out  finer  observations,  reflec- 
tions, and  sentiments  than  others.     These  they  have  committed  to 
books  of  memory,  have  bequeathed  as  a  lasting  legacy  to  posterity  ; 
and  such  persons  have  become  standard  authors.     We  visit  at  the 
shrine,  drink  in  some  measure  of  the  inspiration,  and  cannot  easily 
^^  breathe  in  other  air  less  pure,  accustomed  to  immortal  fruits.''    Are 
we  to  be  blamed  for  this,  because  the  vulgar  and  illiterate  do  not  al- 
ways understand  us?    The  fault  is  rather  in  them,  who  are  ^^  confined 
and  cabin'd  in,"  each  in  his  own  particular  sphere  and  compartment 
of  ideas,  andThave  not  the  same  refined  medium  of  communication  or 
abstracted  topics  of  discourse.     Bring  a  number  of  literary,  or  of  illi- 
terate persons  together,  perfect  strangers  to  each  other,  and  see  which 
party  will  make  the  best  company.    "  Verily,  we  have  our  reward." 
We  have  made  our  election,  and  have  no  reason  to  repent  it,  if  we  were 
w^ise.     But  the  misfortune  is,  we  wish  to  have  all  the  advantages  on 
Vol..  IV.  No.  24— 1822.  X  3 


530  Table  Talk. 

one  side.  We  grudge,  and  cannot  reconcile  it  to  oarselves,  that  anj  one 
"•  should  go  about  to  cozen  fortune,  without  the  stamp  of  learning  T 
We  think  "  because  we  are  scholars^  there  shall  be  no  more  cakes  and 
ale !"  We  don't  know  how  to  account  for  it,  that  bar-maids  should 
gossip,  or  ladies  whisper,  or  bullies  roar,  or  fools  laugh,  or  knares 
thrive,  without  having  gone  through  the  same  course  of  select  studj 
that  we  have  !  This  vanity  is  preposterous,  and  carries  its  own  punish- 
ment with  it.  Books  are  a  world  in  themselves,  it  is  true ;  but  they 
are  not  the  only  world.  The  world  itself  is  a  volume  larger  than  all 
the  libraries  in  it.  Learning  is  a  sacred  deposit  from  the  experience 
of  ages ;  but  it  has  not  put  all  future  experience  on  the  shelf,  or  de- 
barred the  common  herd  of  mankind  from  the  use  of  their  hands, 
tongues,  eyes,  ears,  or  understandings.  Taste  is  a  luxury  for  the 
privileged  few :  but  it  would  be  hard  upon  those  who  have  not  the 
same  standard  of  refinement  in  their  own  minds  that  we  suppose  our- 
selves to  have,  if  this  should  prevent  them  from  having  rdcourse,  as 
usual,  to  their  old  frolics,  coarse  jokes,  and  horse-play,  and  getting 
through  the  wear  and  tear  of  the  world  with  such  homely  sayings  and 
shrewd  helps  as  they  may.  Happy  is  it,  that  the  mass  of  maoklnd  est 
and  drink,  and  sleep,  and  perform  their  several  tasks,  and  do  as  they 
like  without  us — caring  nothing  for  our  scribblings,  our  carpings,  and 
our  quibbles;  and  moving  on  the  same,  in  spite  of  our  fine-spun  d]»> 
tinctions,  fantastic  theories,  and  lines  of  demarcation,  which  are  like 
the  chalk-figures  drawn  on  ball-room  floors  to  be  danced  out  before 
morning!  In  the  field  opposite  the  window  where  I  write  this,  there 
is  a  country-girl  picking  stones:  in  the  one  next  it,  there  are  several 
poor  women  weeding  the  blue  and  red  flowers  from  the  corn  :  farther 
on,  are  two  boys,  tending  a  flock  of  sheep.  What  do  they  know  or 
care  about  what  1  am  writing  about  them,  or  ever  will — or  what  would 
they  be  the  better  for  it,  if  they  did  ?    Or  why  need  we  despise 

*'  The  wretched  slave, 
Who  like  a  lackey,  from  the  rise  to  the  set, 
Sweats  in  the  eye  of  Phcebus,  and  all  night 
Sleeps  in  Elysium ;  next  day,  after  dawn., 
Doth  rise,  and  help  Hyperion  to  hia  horse  ; . 
And  follows  so  (he  ever-running  year 
With  profitable  labour  to  his  grave  ?" 

Is  not  (his  life  as  sweet  as  writing  Ephemerides?  But  we  put  that 
which  flutters  the  brain  idly  for  a  moment,  and  then  is  heard  no  more, 
in  competition  with  nature,  which  exis(s  every  where,  and  lasts  al- 
ways. We  not  only  under-rate  the  force  of  nature,  and  make  too 
much  of  art — but  we  also  over-rate  our  own  accomplishments  and  ad- 
vantages derived  from  art.  In  the  presence  of  clownish  ignorance,  or 
of  persons  without  any  great  pretensions,  real  or  affected,  we  are  very 
much  inclined  to  take  upon  oui*selves,  as  the  virtual  representsitives  cf 
science,  an,  and  literature.  We  have  a  strong  itch  to  show  off  and  do 
the  honours  of  civilization  for  all  the  great  men  whose  works  we  hare 
ever  read,  and  whose  names  our  auditors  have  never  heard  ot^  as 
noblemen^s  lackeys,  in  the  absence  of  their  masters,  give  themselves 
airs  of  superiority  over  every  one  else.  But  though  we  have  read 
Congreve,  a  stage-coachman  may  be  an  over-match  for  us  in  wit: 
though  wc  are  deep-versed  in  the  excellence  ofShakspeare^s  colloquial 
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stjle,  a  village  beldam  may  oatscold  us  :  though  we  have  read  Ma- 
chiavel  in  the  original  Italian,  we  may  be  easily  outwitted  by  a  clown : 
and  though  we  have  cried  our  eyes  out  over  the  New  Eloise,  a  poor 
shepherd^lad,  who  hardly  knows  how  to  spell  his  own  name,  may  ^^  tell 
his  tale,  under  the  hawthorn  in  the  dale,^^  and  prove  a  more  thriving 
wooer.  What  then  is  the  advantage  we  possess  over  the  meanest  of 
the  mean  ?  Why  this,  that  we  have  read  Congreve,  Shakspeare,  Ma- 
chiavel,  the  New  Eloise ; — ^not  that  we  are  to  have  their  wit,  genius, 
shrewdness,  or  melting  tenderness. 

From  speculative  pursuits  we  must  be  satisfied  with  speculative 
benefits.  From  reading,  too,  we  learn  to  write.  If  we  have  had  the 
pleasure  of  studying  the  highest  models  of  perfection  in  their  kind,  and  ' 
can  hope  to  leave  any  thing  ourselves,  however  slight,  to  be  looked 
upon  as  a  model,  or  even  a  good  copy  in  its  w%y,  we  may  think  our- 
selves pretty  well  ofi",  without  engrossing  all  the  privileges  of  learning, 
and  all  the  blessings  of  ignorance  into  the  bargain. 

It  has  been  made  a  question  whether  there  have  not  been  individuals 
in  common  life  of  greater  talents  and  powers  of  nund  than  the  most 
celebrated  writers — whether,  for  instance,  such  or  such  a  Liverpool 
merchant,  or  Maachester  manufacturer,  was  not  a  more  sensible  man 
than  Montaigne,  of  a  longer  reach  of  understanding  than  the  Viscount 
of  St.  Alban^s.  There  is  no  saying,  unless  some  of  these  illustrious 
obscure  had  communicated  their  important  discoveries  to  the  world. 
But  then  they  would  have  been  authors ! — On  the  other  hand,  there  is 
a  set  of  critics  who  fall  into  the  contrary  error ;  and  suppose  that  un- 
less the  proof  of  capacity  is  laid  before  all  the  world,  the  capacity  itself 
cannot  exist ;  looking  upon  all  those  who  have  not  commenced  authors, 
as  literally  ^^  stocks  and  stones,  and  worse  than  senseless  things.'^  I 
remember  trying  to  convince  a  person  of  this  class,  that  a  young  lady, 
whom  he  knew  something  of,  the  niece  of  a  celebrated  authoress,  had 
just  the  same  sort  of  fine  tact  and  ironical  turn  in  conversation,  that 
her  relative  had  shown  in  her  writings  when  young.  The  only  answer 
1  could  get  was  an  incredulous  .smile,  and  the.  observation  that  when 

she  wrote  any  thing  as  good  as ,  or ^  he  might  think  her  as 

clever.     I  said,  all  I  meant  was,  that  she  had  the  same  family  talents, 

and  asked  whether  he  thought  that  if  Miss had  not  been  very 

clever,  as  a  mere  girl,  before  she  wrote  her  novels,  she  would  ever 
have  written  them  ?  It  wiis  all  in  vain.  He  still  stuck  to  his  text, 
and  was  convinced  that  the  neice  was  a  little  fool  compared  to  her 
aunt  at  the  same  age  ;  and  if  he  had  known  the  aunt  formerly,  he 
would  have  had  just  the  same  opinion  of  her.  My  friend  was  one  of 
those  who  have  a  settled  per?uasion  that  it  is  the  book  that  makes  the 
a«tkor,  and  not  the  author  the  book.  That 's  a  strange  opinion  for 
a  great  philosopher  to  hold.  But  he  wilfully  shuts  his  eyes  to  the 
germs  and  indistinct  workings  of  genius,  and  treats  them  with  super- 
cilious indifference,  till  they  stare  him  in  the  face  through  the  press ; 
and  then  takes  cognizance  only  of  the  overt  acts  and  published  evi- 
dence. This  is  neither  a  proof  of  wisdom,  nor  the  way  to  be  wise. 
It  is  partly  pedantry  and  prejudice,  and  partly  feebleness  of  judgment 
and  want  of  magnanimity,  lie  dare  as  little  commit  himself  on  the 
character  of  books,  as  of  individuals,  till  they  are  stamped  by  the  pub- 
lic,    if  you  show  him  any  work  for  his  approbation,  he  aska  ^^  Whose 
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is  the  superscription  ?'^ — He  judges  of  genios  by  its  shadow,  reputa- 
tion— of  the  metal  by  the  coin.  He  is  just  the  reyerse  of  another  per- 
son whom  I  know — for,  as  G never  allows  a  particle  of  merit  to 

any  one  till  it  is  acknowledged  by  the  whole  world,  C withholds 

his  tribute  of  applause  from  eveiy  person,  in  whom  any  mortal  but 
himself  can  descry  the  least  glimpse  of  understanding.  He  woold  be 
thought  to  look  farther  into  a  millstone  than  any  body  else.  He  would 
have  others  see  with  his  eyes,  and  take  their  opinions  from  him  on 
trust,  in  spite  of  their  senses.  The  more  obscure  and  defective  the 
indications  of  merit,  the  greater  his  sagacity  and  candour  in  being  the 
first  to  point  them  out.  He  looks  upon  what  he  nicknames  a  man  of 
genius^  but  as  the  breath  of  his  nostrils,  and  the  clay  in  the  potter's 
hands.  If  any  such  inert,  unconscious  mass,  under  the  fostering  care 
of  the  modem  Prometheus,  is  kindled  into  life, — ^begins  to  see,  speak, 
and  move,  so  as  to  attract  the  notice  of  other  people, — our  jealous 
patroniser  of  latent  worth  in  that  case  throws  aside,  scorns,  and  hates 
Ids  own  handy-work;  and  deserts  his  intellectual  o&pring  from  the 
mopent  they  can  go  alone  and  shift  for  themselves. — ^But  to  pass  on  to 
our  more  immediate  subject. 

The  conversation  of  authors  is  not  so  good  as  might  be  imagmed : 
but,  such  as  it  is  fand  with  rare  exceptions)  it  is  better  than  any  other. 
The  proof  of  which  is,  that,  when  you  are  used  to  it,  you  cannot  pat 
up  with  any  other.  That  of  mixed  company  becomes  utteriy  hitoler- 
able — ^you  cannot  sit  out  a  common  tea  and  card  party,  at  least,  if  they 
pretend  to  talk  at  all.  You  are  obliged  in  despair  to  cut  all  your  old 
acquaintance  who  are  not  au  fait  on  the  prevailing  and  most  smartly 
contested  topics,  who  are  not  imbued  with  the  high  gusto  of  criticism 
and  virtu.  Ycu  cannot  bear  to  hear  a  friend  whom  you  have  not  seen 
for  many  years,  tell  at  how  much  a  yard  he  sells  his  laces  and  tapes, 
when  he  means  to  move  into  his  next  house,  when  he  heard  last  from 
his  relations  in  the  country,  whether  trade  is  alive  or  dead,  or  whether 
Mr.  Such-a-one  gets  to  look  old.  Tlus  sort  of  ne^hbonrly  gosi^p 
will  not  go  down  after  the  high-raised  tone  of  literary  conversation. 
The  last  may  be  very  absurd,  very  unsatisfactory,  and  full  of  turbu- 
lence and  heart-burnings ;  but  it  has  a  zest  in  it  which  more  ordinary 
topics  of  news  or  family-affairs  do  not  supply.  Neither  will  the  con- 
versation of  what  we  understand  by  gentlemen  and  men  of  fashion,  do 
after  that  of  men  of  letters.  It  is  flat,  insipid,  stale,  and  unprofitable, 
in  the  comparison.  They  talk  about  much  the  same  things,  pictures, 
poetry,  politics,  plays ;  but  they  do  it  worse,  and  at  a  sort  of  vapid 
second  hand.  They,  in  fact,  talk  out  of  newspapers  and  magaanes, 
what  we  write  there.  They  do  not  feel  the  same  interest  in  the  subjects 
they  affect  to  handle  with  an  air  of  fashionable  condescension ;  nor  have 
they  the  same  knowledge  of  them,  if  they  were  ever  so  much  in  earnest 
in  displaying  it.  If  it  were  not  for  the  wine  and  the  dessert,  no  author 
in  his  senses  would  accept  an  invitation  to  a  well-dressed  dinner-party, 
except  out  of  pure  good-nature  and  unwillingness  to  disoblige  by  his 
refusal.  Persons  in  high  life  talk  almost  entirely  by  rote.  There  are 
certain  established  modes  of  address,  and  certain  answers  to  them  ex- 
pected as  a  matter  of  course,  as  a  point  of  etiquette.  The  studied 
forms  of  politeness  do  not  give  the  greatest  possible  scope  to  an  ex- 
uberance of  wit  or  fancy.     The  fear  of  giving  offence  destroys  sin- 
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cerify,and  without  sincerity  there  can  be  no  true  enjoyment  of  society, 
nor  unfettered  exertion  of  intellectual  activity. — Those  who  have  been 
accustomed  to  live  with  the  great  are  hardly  considered  as  conversible 
persons  in  literary  society.  They  are  not  to  be  talked  with,  any  more 
than  puppets  or  echoes.  They  have  no  opinions  but  what  will  please ; 
and  you  naturally  turn  away,  as  a  waste  of  time  and  words,  from 
attending  to  a  person  who  just  before  assented  to  what  you  said,  and 
whom  you  find,  the  moment  aAer,  from  something  that  unexpectedly 
or  perhaps  by  design  drops  from  him,  to  be  of  a  totally  different  way 
of  thinking.  This  bush-fighting  is  not  regarded  as  fair  play  among 
scientific  men.  As  fashionable  conversation  is  a  sacrifice  to  politeness, 
so  the  conversation  of  low  life  is  nothing  but  rudeness.  They  con- 
tradict you  without  giving  a  reason,  or,  if  they  do,  it  is  a  very  bad  one 
— swear,  talk  loud,  repeat  the  same  thing  fiily  times  over,  get  to  calling 
names,  and  from  words  proceed  to  blows.  You  cannot  make  compa- 
nions of  servants,  or  persons  in  an  inferior  station  in  life.  You  may 
talk  to  them  on  matters  of  business,  and  what  they  have  to  do  for  you 
(as  lords  talk  to  bruisers  on  subjects  oi  fancy ^  or  country-squires  to 
their  grooms  on  horse-racing^,  but  out  of  that  narrow  sphere,  to  any 
general  topic,  you  cannot  leaa  them  ;  the  conversation  soon  flags,  and 
you  go  back  to  the  old  question,  or  are  obliged  to  break  up  the  sitting 
for  want  of  ideas  in  common.  The  conversation  of  authors  is  better 
than  that  of  most  professions.  Jt  is  better  than  that  of  lawyers,  who 
talk  nothing  but  double  entendre — than  thac  of  physicians,  who  talk  of 
the  approaching  deaths  of  the  College,  or  the  marriage  of  some  new 
practitioner  with  some  rich  widow — than  that  of  divines,  who  talk  of 
the  last  place  they  dined  at — than  that  of  University-men,  who  make 
stale  puns,  repeat  the  refuse  of  the  London  newspapers,  and  affect  an 
ignorance  of  Greek  and  mathematics — it  is  better  than  that  of  players, 
who  talk  of  nothing  but  the.  Green-room,  and  rehearse  the  scholar, 
the  wit,  or  the  fine  gentleman,  like  a  part  on  the  stage — or  than  that 
of  ladies,  who,  whatever  you  talk  of,  think  of  nothing,  and  expect  you 
to  think  of  nothing,  but  themselves.  It  is  not  easy  to  keep  up  a  con- 
versation with  women  in  company.  It  is  thought  a  piece  of  rudeness 
to  differ  from  them :  it  is  not  quite  fair  to  ask  them  a  reason  for  what 
they  say.  You  are  afraid  of  pressing  too  hard  upon  them  :  but  where 
you  cannot  differ  openly  and  unreservedly,  you  cannot  heartily  agree. 
It  is  not  so  in  France.  There  the  women  talk  of  things  in  general, 
and  reason  better  than  the  men  in  this  country.  They  are  mistresses 
of  the  intellectual  foils.  They  are  adepts  in  all  the  topics.  They 
know  what  is  to  be  said  for  and  against  all  sorts  of  questions,  and  are 
lively  and  full  of  mischief  into  the  bai^ain.  They  are  very  subtle. 
They  put  you  to  your  trumps  immediately.  Your  logic  is  more  in 
requisition  even  than  your  gallantry.  You  must  argue  as  well  as 
bow  yourself  into  the  good  graces  of  these  modern  Amazons.  What 
a  situation  for  an  Englishman  to  be  placed  in  I'*' 

•  The  topics  of  metaphysical  argument  having  got  into  female  society  in  France, 
is  a  proof  how  much  they  must  have  been  discussed  there  generally,  and  how  un- 
founded the  charge  is  which  we  bring  against  them  of  excessive  thoughtlessness 
and  frivolity.  The  French  (taken  all  together)  are  a  more  sensible,  reflecting, 
and  better-informed  people  than  the  English. 
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The  fault  of  literary  conversation,  in  general,  is  its  too  great  tei» 
ciousnees.  It  fastens  upon  a  subject,  and  will  not  let  it  go.  It  resem- 
bles a  battle  rather  than  a  skirmish,  and  makes  a  toil  of  a  pleasure. 
Perhaps  it  does  this  from  necessity,  from  a  consciousness  of  irantii^ 
the  more  familiar  graces,  the  power  to  sport  and  trifle,  to  touch  lightij, 
and  adorn  agreeably,  every  view  or  turn  of  a  question  en  passant,  as  it 
arises.  Those  who  have  a  reputation  to  lose  are  too  ambidoos  of 
shining,  to  please.  ^^  To  excel  in  conversation,^'  said  an  iogenioos 
man,  ^^  one  must  not  be  always  striving  to  say  good  thii^:  to  say 
one  good  thing,  one  must  say  many  bad,  and  more  indifferent  oDes."^ 
Tlus  desire  to  shine  without  the  means  at  hand,  often  makes  men  si- 
lent: 

*'^  The  fear  of  being  silent  strikes  us  dmnb.^^ 
A  writer  who  has  been  accustomed  to  take  a  connected  view  of  a  dit 
ficult  question,  and  to  work  it  out  gradually  in  all  its  bearings,  may  be 
very  deficient  in  that  quickness  and  ease,  which  men  of  the  world,  who 
are  in  the  habit  of  hearing  a  variety  of  opinions,  who  pick  up  an  ob- 
servation on  one  subject,  and  another  on  another,  and  who  care  about 
none  any  farther  than  the  passing  away  of  an  idle  hour,  osoallv  ac- 
quire. An  author  has  studied  a  particular  point — he  has  read,  he  k» 
inquired,  he  has  thought  a  great  deal  upon  it ;  he  b  not  contented  to 
take  it  up  casually  in  common  with  others,  to  throw  out  a  hkt,  to  pro- 
pose  an  objection  :  he  will  either  remain  silent,  uneasy,  and  dissatisfied, 
or  he  will  begin  at  the  beginning  and  go  through  with  it  to  the  end. 
He  is  for  taking  the  whole  responsibility  upon  himself.  He  would  be 
thought  to  understand  the  subject  better  than  others,  or,  indeed,  would 
show  that  nobody  else  knows  any  thing  about  it.  There  are  always 
three  or  four  points  on  which  the  literary  novice^  at  his  first  outset  ia 
life,  fancies  he  can  enlighten  every  company,  and  bear  down  all  oppo- 
sition ;  but  he  is  cured  of  this  Qiiixotic  and  pugnacious  spirit  as  he 
goes  more  into  the  world,  where  he  finds  that  there  are  other  opioioai 
and  other  pretensions  to  be  adjusted  besides  his  own.  When  this  as- 
perity wears  off,  and  a  certain  scholastic  precocity  is  mellowed  down, 
the  conversation  of  men  of  letters  becomes  both  interesting  and  in- 
structive. Men  of  the  world  have  no  fixed  principles,  no  grcund-work 
of  thought :  mere  scholars  have  too  much  an  object,  a  theory  alwa}< 
in  view,  to  which  they  wrest  every  thing,  and  not  unfrequentlT,cominoa 
sense  itself.  By  mixing  with  society,  they  rub  off  their  hardne^-s  oj 
manner,  and  impracticable,  offensive  singularity,  while  they  retab  a 
greater  depth  and  coherence  of  understanding.  There  is  more  to  be 
feamt  from  Ihem  than  from  their  books.  This  was  a  remark  of  Rod*- 
seau's,  and  it  is  a  very  true  one.  In  the  confidence  and  unreserve  o( 
private  intercourse,  they  are  more  at  liberty  to  say  what  they  think. 't 
put  the  subject  in  different  and  opposite  points  of  view,  to  illustrate  it 
more  briefly  and  pithily  by  familiar  expressions,  by  an  appeal  to  indi- 
vidual character  and  personal  knowledge — to  bring  in  the  limitation, 
to  obviate  misconception,  to  state  difticulties  on  their  own  side  ot  the 
argument,  and  answer  them  as  well  as  they  can.  This  would  hardly 
agree  with  the  prudery  and  somewhat  ostentatious  claims  o(  authcr- 
ship.  Dr.  Johnson's  conversation  in  Bos  well's  Life  is  much  betier 
than  his  published  works ;  and  the  fragments  of  the  opinions  of  cele- 
brated men,  preserved  in  their  letters  or  in  anecdotes  of 'them,  are 
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justly  sought  after  as  invaluable  for  the  same  reason.  For  instance, 
what  a  fund  of  sense  there  is  m  Grimm's  Memoirs !  We  thus  get  at 
the  essence  of  what  is  contained  in  their  more  laboured  productions, 
without  the  affectation  or  formality. — Argument,  again,  is  the  death  of 
conversation,  if  carried  on  in  a  spirit  of  hostility ;  but  discussion  is  a 
pleasant  and  profitable  thing,  where  you  advance  and  defend  your  opi- 
nions as  far  as  you  can,  and  admit  the  truth  of  what  is  objected  against 
them  with  equal  impartiality ;  in  short,  where  you  do  not  pretend  to 
set  up  for  an  oracle,  but  freely  declare  what  you  really  know  about 
any  question,  or  suggest  what  has  struck  you  as  throwing  a  new  light 
upon  it,  and  let  it  pass  for  what  it  is  worth.  This  tone  of  conversation 
was  well  described  by  Dr.  Johnson,  when  he  said  of  some  party  at 
which  he  had  been  present  the  night  before — ^'  We  had  good  talk,  Sir !" 
As  a  general  rule,  there  is  no  conversation  worth  any  thing  but  be- 
tween friends,  or  those  who  agree  in  the  same  leading  views  of  a  sub- 
ject. Nothing  was  ever  learnt  by  either  side  in  a  dispute  :  you  con- 
tradict one  another,  will  not  allow  a  grain  of  sense  in  what  your  adver- 
sary advances,  are  blind  to  whatever  makes  against  yourself,  dare  not 
look  the  question  fairly  in  the  face,  so  that  you  cannot  avail  yourself 
even  of  your  real  advantages,  insist  most  on  what  you  feel  to  be  the 
weakest  points  of  your  argument,  and  get  more  and  more  absurd,  dog- 
matical, and  violent  every  moment.  Disputes  for  victory  generally 
end  to  the  dissatisfaction  of  all  parties ;  and  the  one  recorded  in  Gil 
Bias  breaks  up  just  as  it  ought.  I  once  knew  a  very  ingenious  man, 
than  whom,  to  take  him  in  the  way  of  common  chit-chat  or  fireside 
gossip,  no  one  could  be  more  entertaining  or  rational.  He  wo5ld  make 
an  apt  classical  quotation,  propose  an  explanation  of  a  curious  passage 
in  Shakspeare^s  Venus  and  Adonis,  detect  a  metaphysical  error  in 
Locke,  would  infer  the  volatility  of  the  French  character  from  the 
chapter  in  Sterne  where  the  Count  mistakes  the  feigned  name  of  Yo- 
rick  for  a  proof  of  his  being  the  identical  imaginary  character  m  Ham- 
let {Et  vaus  ites  Yorick !) — thus  confounding  words  with  things  twice 
over — ^but  let  a  difference  of  opinion  be  once  hitched  in,  and  it  was  all 
over  with  him.  His  only  object  from  that  time  was  to  shut  out  com- 
mon sense,  and  to  be  proof  against  conviction.  He  would  argue  the 
most  ridiculous  point  (such  as  that  there  were  two  original  languages) 
for  hours  together,  nay,  through  the  horologe.  You  would  not  sup- 
pose it  was  the  same  person.  He  was  like  an  obstinate  runaway  horse, 
that  takes  the  bit  in  his  mouth  and  becomes  mischievous  and  unma- 
nageable. He  had  made  up  his  mind  to  one  thing — not  to  admit  a  siur 
gle  particle  of  what  any  one  else  said  for  or  against  him.  It  was  all 
the  difference  between  a  man  drunk  or  sober,  sane  or  mad.,  It  is  the 
same  when  he  once  gets  the  pen  in  his  hand.  He  has  been  trying  to 
prove  a  contradiction  in  terms  for  the  ten  last  years  of  his  life,  viz,  that 
the  Bourbons  have  the  same  right  to  the  throne  of  France  that  the  Bruns- 
wick family  have  to  the  throne  of  England.  Many  people  think  there 
is  a  want  of  honesty,  or  a  want  of  understanding  in  this.  There  is  nei- 
ther :  but  he  will  persist  in  an  argument  to  the  last  pinch ;  he  will 
yield,  in  absurdity,  to  no  man ! 

This  litigious  humour  is  bad  enough ;  but  there  is  one  character  still 
worse,  that  of  a  person  who  goes  into  company,  not  to  contradict,  but 
to  talk  at  you.     This  is  the  greatest  nuisance  in  civilized  society.   Such 
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a  person  does  not  come  armed  to  defend  himself  at  all  points,  bat  to 
unsettle,  if  he  can,  and  throw  a  slur  on  all  your  iaToorite  opinions.  If 
he  has  a  notion  that  any  one  in  the  room  is  fond  of  poetry,  he  inune- 
diately  volunteers  a  contemptuous  tirade  against  the  idle  jingle  of  reise. 
If  he  suspects  you  have  a  delight  in  pictures,  he  endeavours,  not  by 
fair  argument,  but  by  a  side-wind,  to  put  yon  out  of  conceit  with  so  ^ 
volous  an  art.  If  you  have  a  taste  for  music,  he  does  not  thinlt  much 
good  is  to  be  done  by  this  tickling  of  the  ears.  If  you  speak  in  praise 
of  a  comedy,  he  does  not  see  the  use  of  wit :  if  you  say  you  hare  been 
to  a  tragedy,  he  shakes  his  head  at  this  mockery  of  human  misery,  and 
thinks  it  ought  to  be  prohibited.  He  tries  to  find  out  beforehand  what- 
ever it  is  that  you  take  a  particular  pride  or  pleasure  in,  that  he  may 
annoy  your  self-love  in  the  tenderest  point  (as  if  he  were  probing  a 
wound^,  and  make  you  dissatisfied  with  yourself  and  your  pursuits  for 
several  days  afterwards.  A  person  might  as  well  make  a  practice  of 
throwing  out  scandalous  aspersions  against  your  dearest  friends  or  near^ 
est  relations,  by  way  of  ingratiating  himself  Into  your  &vour.  Such 
ill-timed  impertinence  is  ^^  villainous,  and  shows  a  pitiful  ambition  in 
the  fool  that  uses  it." 

The  soul  of  conversation  is  sympathy. — ^Authors  should  convene 
chiefly  with  authors,  and  their  talk  should  be  of  books.  ^  AVhen  Greek 
meets  Greek,  then  comes  the  tug  of  war."  There  is  nothing  so  pe- 
dantic as  pretending  not  to  be  pedantic.  No  man  can  get  above  his 
pursuit  in  life :.  it  is  getting  above  himself,  which  is  impossible.  There 
is  a  f'ree-masonry  in  all  things.  You  can  only  speak  to  be  understood ; 
but  this  you  cannot  be,  except  by  those  who  are  in  the  secret  Hence 
an  argument  has  been  drawn  to  supersede  the  necessity  of  conversatioa 
altogether ;  for  it  has  been  said,  that  there  is  no  use  in  talking  to  peo- 
ple of  sense,  who  know  all  that  you  can  tell  them,  nor  to  fools  who 
will  not  be  Instructed.  There  is,  however,  the  smallest  encourage- 
ment to  proceed,  when  you  are  conscious  that  the  more  you  reaUy  en- 
ter into  a  subject,  the  farther  you  will  be  from  the  comprehension  of 
your  hearers — and  that  the  more  proofs  you  give  of  any  position,  the 

more  odd  and  out-of-the-way  they  will  think  your  notions.     C is 

the  only  person  who  can  talk  to  all  sorts  of  people,  on  all  sorts  of  sub- 
jects, without  caring  a  farthing  for  their  understanding  one  word  he 
says — ^and  he  talks  only  for  admiration  and  to  be  listened  to,  and 
accordingly  the  least  interruption  pots  him  out  I  firmly  believe  be 
would  msJce  just  the  same  impression  on  half  his  audiences,  if  he 
purposely  repeated  absolute  nonsense  with  the  same  voice  and  manner 
and  ineidiaustlble  flow  of  undulating  speech  I  In  general,  wit  shines 
only  by  reflection.  You  must  take  your  cue  firom  your  company — 
must  rise  as  they  rise,  and  sink  as  they  fall.  You  must  see  that  your 
good  things,  your  knowing  allusions,  are  not  flung  away,  like  the  pearls 
in  the  adage.  What  a  check  it  is  to  be  asked  a  foolish  question ;  to 
find  that  the  first  principles  are  not  understood !  You  are  thrown  oo 
your  back  immediately,  the  conversation  is  stopped  like  a  country- 
dance  by  those  who  do  not  know  the  figure.  But  when  a  set  of  adepts, 
of  iliuminati^  get  about  a  question,  it  is  worth  while  to  hear  them  talk. 
They  may  snarl  and  quarrel  over  it,  like  dogs ;  but  they  pick  it  bare 
to  the  bone,  they  masticate  it  thoroughly. 
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LETTER   X. 

The  first  Consul  of  France,  in  the  year  1804,  issued  an  edict  that 
there  should  he  no  more  ^^  funerals  performed^'  within  the  walls  of  the 
Metropolis.  He  had  caused  as  many  funerals  to  he  performed  as  most 
people,  in  other  places ;  but  seemed  determined  that  his  **  good  City  of 
Paris'^  should  be  exempt  from  any  thing  which  might  clash  with  the 
cry  of  ^^  Vive  la  Bagatelle.'^  To  this  interdiction,  the  inhabitants,  in- 
dependently of  a  diminution  of  doctors'  fees,  owe  the  laying  out  of  that 
Interesting  cemetery  Jifoun/  Saint  Louis^  more  commonly  called  Pere  la 
Chaise.  There,  in  poetical  emhalment,  repose  the  remains  of  marshals, 
merchants,  cooks,  miiiiners,  poets,  and  coffee-house  keepers.  Their 
various  parts  performed  above,  there  they  rest  in  harmony  below,  un- 
disturbed even  by  the  propinquity  of  Madame  Rancour. 

It  is  a  trite  observation,  that  the  French  invent  and  the  English 
improve.  Certainly,  of  English  church-yards  in  general,  it  may  be  said  • 
in  the  words  of  the  auctioneer,  ^^  the  whole  capable  of  great  improve- 
ment.'' The  survivors  have  at  length  become  aware  of  this.  The  ci- 
tizens of  London  are  at  last  convinced  that  a  sitting-room  and  a  bed- 
room, looking  into  a  confined  church-yard,  in  Bush-lane  or  Alder- 
manbury,  are  calculated  to  cause  the  proprietor  to  follow  the  defunct 
at  a  quicker  pace  than  was  anticipated.  The  Lord  Mayor  (I  tell  it  in 
confidence)  has  accordingly  ordered  that  no  more  funerals  shall  take 
place  within  the  bills  of  mortality.  A  mount,  called  Primrose-hill^  si- 
tuate between  London  and  the  village  of  Hampstead,  and  commanding 
a  fine  view  of  the  metropolis,  has  been  pitched  upon  as  the  receptacle 
of  the  future  dead.  It  already  possesses  a  respectable  sprinkling  of 
graves.  Before,  however,  I  write  a  description  of  its  various  monu- 
ments, the  mention  of  graves  reminds  me  so  forcibly  of  an  anecdote  of 

"  Necker'i  fair  daughter,  Stael  the  Epicene," 
that  I  shall  die  a  second  time  if  I  do  not  relate  it.  That  celebrated  lady, 
a  few  years  ago,  visited  this  huge  metropolis.  Hardly  was  she  safely  de- 
posited at  the  Golden  Cross,  Charing-cross,  trunks  and  bnnd-boxes 
inclusive,  when  she  inquired  of  the  waiter  if  he  could  direct  her  to 
the  tomb  of  Richardson.  The  crier  of  "  Coming,  Sir."  was  not  a  little 
astonished  what  a  lady,  on  a  drizzling  November  aflei^noon,  could  want 
with  a  tomb :  in  a  moment  he  bethought  him  of  Richardson  the  tavern- 
keeper  in  Co  vent-garden  ;  but  having,  the  day  bdore,  purchased  a  six- 
teenth of  a  lottery  ticket,  he  jumped  to  another  conclusion,  namely,  that 
Richardson  and  Goodluck  were  the  parties  inquired  after.  He,  there- 
fore, taking  it  for  granted,  that  the  first-named  of  that  firm  must  have 
paid  the  debt  of  nature,  directed  the  authoress  of  Corinne  to  Mr.  Good 
luck  in  Comhill,  the  supposed  surviving  partner.  Away,  in  a  hackne} 
coach,  drove  our  fair  traveller  to  Cornhiil :  pushed  quickly  by  a  dapper 
clerk  in  the  front  shop,  who  was  tempting  two  servant-maids  with  a 
collection  of  eighths  and  sixteenths,  held  up  between  his  fingers  like 
thirteen  cards  at  whist,  and  accosting  a  tall  thin  man  perched  in  a  pulpit, 
inquired  for  the  tomb  of  Richardson.  "  The  tomb  of  Richardson, 
madam !"  said  the  amazed  manager,  ^^  Mr.  Richardson,  I  am  happy  to 
inform  you,  never  was  in  better  health.  He  has  just  set  off  in  Butler's 
coach  for  Clapham  Rise.  Here  must  be  some  mistake.  What  Richard- 
VoL.  IV.  No.  24.— 1822.  Y8 
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son  do  you  mean  ? — "  The  divine  Richardson.'' — '*  Divine  ?  Ob !  a 
clergyman — I  really  cannot  tell.  You  had  better  inquire  of  the  book- 
seller of  that  name  over  the  way.''  Here,  upon  our  heroine's  mpntion- 
ing  that  the  dead  man  she  meant  was  the  immortal  author  of  Clarissa, 
the  bookseller  was  casually  enabled  to  put  her  upon  the  proper  scent, 
by  informinjf  her  that  the  deceased  lay  buried  in  the  parish  church  of 
Saint  Clement  Dtines,  in  the  Strand.  Back  through  Temple-bar  inconti- 
nently drove  <hc  enamoured  pilgrim ; — invoked  the  sexton  from  his  glass 
of  branJy  and  water  ;-^aided  by  a  lantern  (it  was  now  dark)  found  the 
sacred  sepulchre, — a  flat  stone,  close  to  the  parish  pump,  green  with 
Bge^  tmd  muddy  Tvith  Sabbath  pedestrians ; — and,  falling  prostrate  upon 
the  cold  marble,  had  reason  to  congratulate  herself,  when  she  arose, 
on  not  having  paid  her  respects  to  the  divine  Richardson  in  her  best 
apparel.  This  calamity,  as  the  Coronation-herald  said  to  George  the 
Third,  cannot  happen  again.  No  more  huddling  of  poor  dead  folks  to- 
gether, like  people  in  the  pit  on  the  late  re-opening  of  Dmry-lane 
Theatre.  They  will,  hereafter,  have  the  satisfaction  of  sleeping  in  a  bed 
-wide  as  that  of  Ware,  or  that  of  honour:  in  which  latter,  according  to 
sergeant  Kite,  "  several  hundred  people  may  sleep  together  without 
feeling  each  other."  But  I  detain  you  too  long  from  a  description  df 
this  recent  London  cemetery.  Over  its  eastern  gate  is  inscribed  in  gilt 
characters, 

^^  Mount  Rhadamanth,  or 
The  new  Pere  la  Chaise." 

On  my  first  entrance,  I  was  agreeably  Surprised  to  find  so  mncli 
good  taste  exhibited  in  the  laying  out  of  the  graves.  The  good  old 
regular  jog-trot  of  "  AflSiction  sore  long  time  I  bore,"  "  An  honest 
man,  a  husband  dear,  and  a  good  Christian,  slumbers  here ;"  or,  ^^  Adlcn, 
dear  partner  of  my  life,"  rhyming  to  a  dead  certainty  with  "  wife ;" 
were  utterly  abolished.  A  pale-looking  man,  in  black,  indeed  in- 
formed me  that  the  Trustees  of  the  Establishment  had  determined 
to  discard  not  only  bad  poetry,  but  fiction,  from  their  monumental 
inscriptions.  ^^  indeed !"  said  a  man  in  striped  trowsers  beside  me,  ">  then 
how  will  they  ever  get  good  poetry  ?  fiction  is  the  soul  of  it."  "Ex- 
cuse me,  Sir,"  said  he  in  sables ;  "  elegiac  poetry  should  confine  itself  to 
fact:  ^  de  mortuis  nil  nisi  6onti7»,'  is  an  antiquated  axiom,  which  the 
biographer  of  Doctor  Young  very  properly  expelled,  and  introduced 
^  nil  nisi-  veritm*  in  its  place.  No  man,  Sir,  can  be  buried  here 
without  producing  a  certificate  of  his  character  while  in  the  land  of 
the  living :  if  that  have  been  good,  we  allow  his  relations  to  blow  a 
trumpet  over  his  grave  ;  if  bad,  they  must  pen  an  elegiac  satire,  or  say 
nothing :  and  this  rule  is  especially  enforced  when  the  epitaph  is  ex- 
pressed in  the  first  person  singular.  It  is  a  little  too  bad,  when 
^  eiiam  mortuus  loquitur^'^  to  find  a  sepulchre  giving  vent  to  a  false- 
hood."— ^'^  Now,  here,  gentlemen,'  said  our  guide,  address^ing  e  party  of 
about  half  a  dozen  who  had  by  this  time  entered  the  cemetery,  "  here 
is  an  instance  of  what  I  mentioned.  Tiiis  is  the  monument  of  Sir 
Giles  January,  citizen  and  goldsmith.  At  the  mature  age  of  sixty-one, 
he  married  Miss  Myrtilla  May,  aged  nineteen.  In  two  years,  he 
died  of  a  swan-hopping  dinner,  caught  at  the  Castle  at  Richmond. 
Consequently,  at  the  period  of  his  exit,  he  was  sixty-three,  and  his 
partner  twenty-one.    Now,  Sirs,  ^  in  the  olden  time,'  tlus  monumental 
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•tone  wonld  have  talked  of  ^  part^^r  dear,  clumber  here ;  mutaal  love, 
beavea  above ;  heart  from  Heart, '  forced  to  part ;'  and  ^  all  that  sort 
of  ibiog.'  To  all  which  averments,  gentlemen,  the  Trustees  of  Mount 
Rhadamanth  entertain  only  one  objection ;  namely,  that  not  one  syl- 
lable of  them  would  have  been  true.  Step  this  way,  Sir,  if  you 
please  :  you,  Madam,  had  better  stand  upon  that  flat  stone  on  the 
right :  and  now  let  us  see  what  the  gentleman  has  to  say  for  him- 
self.^' 1  glided,  ghost  like,  between  a  young  woman  in  a  lilac  bonnet, 
and  a  swarthy  man  in  green  spectacles,  and  read  what  follows : — 

I  left  a  wife,  when  dead  and  gone, 

On  earth,  one-third  the  age  of  me : 
Her  years  were  only  twenty-one, 

While  mine,  alas !  were  sixty-three. 

Oh  thou  !  who  weep'st  thy ''  best  of  men," 

Bethink  thee,  Love,  who  next  succeeds : 
Wear  hlack  six  little  months,  and  then 

Bid  Uymen^s  roses  choak  thy  weeds. 

*^  Who  weds  the  second  kills  the  first ^' — 
How  could  old  Shakspeare  write  such  stuff? 

Jtfy  corse  will  ne^er  its  cerements  burst — 
My  will  is  proved,  and  that  ^  s  enough  ! 

"  Upon  my  word,"  cried  a  youngster,  decorated  with  an  eye-glass 
and  a  sky-blue  cravat,  ^^  that  dead  man  is  a  mighty  sensible  fellow. 
Should  any  thin?  happen  to  me,  I  shall  be  proud  of  bis  better  acquaint- 
ance— ^  My  will  is  proved  and  that 's  enough.' — Capital.  '  Multum 
in  parvo.'  Stop  !  I  Ml  pop  it  down  in  my  pocket-book :  it  will  make 
an  excellent  addition  to  my  sister  Morgan's  album : — Quite  a  hit ! — 
she  's  at  this  moment  in  mourning,  as  black  as  a  crow,  lor  old  Marma- 
duke  Morgan,  her  Indigo-grinding  husband,  who  left  her  fifteen  hun- 
dred a-year :  sole  exeditrix  too :  what  has  she  to  do  with  sables  ? 
Stay  I  'who  weds  the  second  kills  the  first.'  Egad!  I  don't  remem- 
ber that  in  Shakspeare  :  I  '11  take  my  oath  it's  neither  in  the  Honey 
Moon  nor  Venice  preserved." 

The  agent  of  the  trustees  of  Mount  Rhadamanth  now  led  us  up 
a  sloping  and  rather  circuitous  path,  pleasantly  shaded  by  willow 
and  cypress  trees ;  during  our  progress  through  which  we  caught 
glimpses  of  divers  grave-stones,  bearing  the  customary  English  de- 
corations, namely,  bald-pated  old  men  with  scythes,  skulls  with  cross 
bones,  hour-glasses,  and  cherub  heads  with  full-blown  cheeks.  "  To 
confess  the  truth,  gentlemen,"  said  our  guide,  "  the  Arts  have  not  hi- 
therto made  much  progress  in  England.  We  could  not,  at  the  out- 
pet  of  the  establishment,  positively  object  to  these  hacknied  orna- 
ments ;  but  they  do  us  little  credit :  our  comfort  is  that  they  stand 
sentinels  over  personages  whom  Nature  '  manufactured  when  she 
made  a  Grose' — mere  John  Wilsons  of  this  parish ;  and  Martha 
Wadesons  of  that  parish,  and  George  Simpsons  of  t'other  hamlet ; 
very  respectable  people  in  their  line,  but  not  calculated  to  confer  much 
credit  upon  the  new  Pere  la  Chaise."  At  this  moment,  I  observed 
that  the  young  woman  in  the  lilac  bonnet  had,  with  two  female  com- 
panions, slept  over  three  ignoble  graves,  and  was  busied  in  decypher- 
ing  the  inscription  upon  a  very  smart  monument  of  yellow  and- green 
marble.      '<  Ah!  ladies,"    ejaculated    the    man   in   black,  ^' that  is 
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worthy  your  notice  :  that  is  the  tomh  of  Mi«  Fanny  Flight ;  a  cele* 
hrated  beauty  in  her  day  :  the  green  and  yellow  marble  denotes  the 
melancholy  cause  of  her  demise."  "  No  doubt,"  interrupted  the  youth 
with  the  blue  cravat, 

^^  ^  And  with  a  green  and  yellow  melancholy 
She  sat  like  ratience  on  a  monument,^ 

As  Ben  Jonson  says.  Eg^d !  I  thought  I  should  whip  in  something 
at  last."  The  guide  looked  a  reproof  at  the  impertinence  of  the  strip- 
ling ;  and  to  a  question  from  one  of  the  ladies,  as  to  what  caused  her 
death,  answered,  "  A  lover,  madam."  "  Oh,  sir,  a  rejection,  1  suppose." 
"No,  madam,  an  offer:  nothing  more  I  assure  you."  "Die  of  an 
offer?"  "Yes,  of  an  offer;  read  the  epitaph:  the  lady,  after  death, 
confesses  her  errors  with  as  much  readiness  as  she  denied  them  daring 
her  life." 

The  partner  of  partners,  the  belle  of  the  ball. 

And  caring  for  none,  though  I  smiled  upon  all, 

I  flirted,  a  season,  with  all  that  I  saw. 

The  parson,  the  merchant,  the  limb  of  the  law  ; 

The  squire,  and  the  captain  were  fish  in  my  net, 

"Which  gainM  mcthe  name  of  the  Village  Coquette. 

Years  gatherM,  and  robb'd  me  of  swain  after  swain  : 

Time  snaps,  link  by  link,  the  most  obdurate  chain. 

The  parson  adored  a  rich  widow  at  Kew, 

The  merchant  ran  off  with  the  niece  of  a  Jew, 

The  lawyer  eloped,  being  rather  in  debt, 

And  the  squire  "  stole  away^^  from  the  Village  Coquette  ; 

The  captain,  false  pirate  !  for  life  took  in  tow 

A  wharfinger^s  daughter  at  Stratford-le-Bow. 

AVhen  lo  J  pert  and  priggish,  all  congees  and  shrugs, 

Approach'd  to  adore  me — ^a  dealer  in  drugs ! 

I  shudderM — I  sickenM — I  paid  Nature's  debt. 

And  died,  sad  and  single,  a  Village  Coquette. — 

"  Hah !  lively  and  lyrical  enough,"  cried  the  quoter  of  Ben  Jonson ; 
"  she  seems  to  have  died  like  the  swan,  with  a  song  in  her  beak." 
"What!"  exclaimed  a  pale-looking  girl,  who  walked  arm-in-arm  with 
her  of  the  lilac  bonnet,  "  died  because  she  was  courted  by  the  apothe- 
cary ?  Impossible."  "  It  is  too  true,  I  assure  you,"  said  the  man  in 
green  spectacles.  "  I  knew  Miss  Flight  perfectly  well :  I  once  asked 
her  to  dance  myself,  but  my  green  spectacles  were  an  insurmountable 
obstacle  :  though  I  believe  my  evening  coat  had  a  black  velvet  collar ; 
I  rather  suspect  that  helped  to  alienate  her :  at  all  events  she  told  me 
she  was  engaged  : — there  her  conduct  was  indefensible  : — ^but,  as '  touch- 
ing the  apothecary,'  I  think  she  was  quite  right.  To  be  courted  by  an 
apothecary  is  a  very  serious  matter.  It  is  quite  enough  to  kill  any  de- 
cent young  woman.  In  every  village  within  seven  miles  of  the  metro- 
polis, there  is  a  race  of  birds,  a  race  of  beasts,  and  one  bat."  "  One  bat? 
Lard  !  what  has  that  to  do  with  it  ?"  said  young  Eye-glass.  "  I  will  ex- 
plain," continued  the  narrator :  "  The  esquire,  the  merchant,  the  ja»- 
tice  of  the  peace,  and,  in  some  f^w  cases,  the  attorney,  being  the  upper 
folks,  I  call  the  birds.  The  butcher,  the  blacksmith,  the  exciseman, 
the  tailor,  and  the  gingerbread-baker,  being  the  lower  folks,  I  denomi- 
nate the  beasts.  The  apothecary  flutters  between  both :  he  feels  the 
pulse  now  of  the  merchant's  lady,  and  now  of  the  gingerbread-baker^ft 
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wife :  is  a  little  above  par  in  the  back  parlour  of  the  batcher,  and  de- 
cidedly below  par  in  the  drawing-room  of  the  esquire — I,  therefore, 
call  him  the  bat.  Miss  Flight  never  could  have  married  him :  that  was 
out  of  the  question :  so,  her  ammunition  being  all  exhausted,  and  the 
birds  not  having  been  brought  down,  she  did,  what  Bonaparte  should 
have  done  at  Waterloo — she  quitted  Love's  service  in  disgust,  and 
'  boldly  ventured  on  the  world  unknown.' " 

At  this  moment,  our  sibyl  in  black  looked  down  a  by-path ;  and, 
observing  two  women  in  deep  mourning,  made  a  motion  to  the  party 
to  stand  aside,  and  let  the  mourners  pass.  This  hint  was  decorously 
complied  with.  The  sisters — such  they  evidently  were — seemed  to  be 
between  thirty  and  forty  years  of  age,  and  with  faces  hid  in  deep  black 
veils,  hastily  passed  the  party,  and  walked  towards  the  gate  of  the  ceme- 
tery, "  Ah !"  cried  the  gruide,  when  they  were  out  of  hearing,  "  that 
is  a  lamentable  case.  Those  are  two  maiden  sisters.  Their  means  are 
but  small,  and  of  course  they  lead  but  solitary  lives.  They  had  taken 
a  beautiful  little  girl  under  their  protection,  in  whom  all  their  affections 
were  centered.  She,  poor  thing,  was  taken  off  last  month  by  a  fever. 
They  never  pass  a  day  without  coming  to  her  grave.  I  see  they  have 
gone  through  the  gate ;  so  we  may  venture  to  look  at  it."  The  monu- 
ment was  a  humble  one,  and  the  inscription  was  as  follows : — 

Sacred 

To  the  memory  of 

Phoebe  Laicelles, 

who  died 

The  4th  of  September,  1823, 

Aged  7  years. 

Affliction's  daughters  saw  this  flower  arise, 

Beheld  it  blossom,  fannM  by  Zephyr's  wing, 
And  hoped — too  fondly  hoped — that  summer  skies 

Would  guard  from  blight  the  pr<^eny  of  spring. 

Affliction's  daughters  saw  this  flower  decay ; 

By  them  'twas  raised — ^by  them  'tis  planted  here. 
Again  to  soar  above  incumbent  clay, 

And  bloom  eternal  in  a  happier  sphere. 


SONNET. 

I  SAW  a  happy  bride — within  a  home 

Of  wedded  bliss ; — she  smiled  on  one  who  loved 

Her  gentleness,  in  manhood's  opening  bloom — 
Whose  heart  for  her  its  earliest  passion  proved — 
And  she  was  bless'd.     The  heaven  that  shone  so  bright. 

Shone  not  so  brightly  as  those  soft  dark  eyes, 
Nor  shed  on  all  around  a  tenderer  light. 

Her  passing  griefs  were  breath'd  in  happy  sighs, 
For  he  was  near  to  soothe  her  slightest  pain, 

And  give  to  woe  the  semblance  of  a  joy. 
A  few  short  years,  I  pass'd  that  house  again — 

'Twas  desolate — a  father  led  his  boy 
To  a  lone  grave — and  moorn'd  in  deep  despair 
For  the  once  happy  bride,  who  slumber'd  there. 
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of  these  great  (I  mean  these  Donsensical)  characters,  I  should  not  attack 
much  weight  to  them,  but  only  ascribe. them  to  the  perverse  propeo- 
sitj  of  great  men  affectedly  to  under-rate  the  qualities  and  charactem- 
tics  by  which  they  are  alone  distinguished ;  but  when  we  remember 
that  the  said  first-mentioned  contemner  of  wisdom  iliastrated  his  own 
aphorisms  by  keeping  three-score  times  as  many  wives  and  concahines 
as  any  the  most  nonsensical  man  could  possibly  know  what  to  do  with, 
without  the  assistance  of  his  friends,  and  that  Socrates  suffered  him- 
self  to  be  henpecked  by  a  jade,  in  a  way  that  none  but  men  of  learn- 
ing and  genius  ever  do,  one  must  readily  admit  with  them  that  wis- 
'  dom  is  the  weakest,  and  sense  and  learning  are  the  most  nonsensical 
things  imaginable.     Aristotle,  Cicero,  Bacon,  Pope,  Johnson,  have  all 
come  to  the  same  conclusion  of  the  utter  nothingness  of  sense  aod 
knowledge.    Now,  Sir,  if  nothing  and  nonsense  are  what  we  are  to 
arrive  at  in  the  end,  I  confess  I  prefer  the  shortest  cut     I  would  go 
tout  droit  au  but.     If  nonsense  is  the  ultttnate  goal,  straight  to  the  marie, 
say  I.     I  like  to  travel  as  the  crow  files ;  no  toiling  for  me  up  moun- 
tains of  science,  amongst  crags  of  philosophy,  and  sloughs  of  learning, 
and  fogs  of  controversy.     Why  trudge  over  Highgate-hill  when  one  can 
canter  through  the  archway ;  why  imitate  these  men  of  profound  vanity 
and  erudite  folly,  and  philosophical  nonsense — the  Platos  and  Ltf>ckes,  anid 
Humes,  and  Warlons.  Surely  it  is  much  easier  and  more  satisfactory,  and 
more  rational,  and  certainly  more  popular,  to  be  plain  downright  jack- 
asses and  noodles  at  once,  like  our  friends  A.  and  B.  and  C.  and  D.  and 
£.     If,  then,  nonsense  is  a  happy,  popular^  and  fashionable  companion, 
cherished  by  the  great — admitted  to  a  seat  in  the  cabinet — ^returned 
with  triumphant  majorities  to  the  house — ft  staple  comnrodity  at  Mur- 
ray's— a  favourite  contributor  to  Magazines — a  pious,  loyal,  and  church- 
going  subject — moral  and  domestic  in  habits — a  good  believer,  and  the 
quintesscence  and  result  of  all  knowledge  and  all  philosophy,  I  do  main- 
tain that  nonsense  attains  and  fulfils  in  a  very  easy  and  delightful  and 
toilless  manner,  almost,  if  not  quite,  all  the  good  ends  and  purposes  of 
life,  and  that  it  is  one  of  the  most  absurd  and  hypocritical  cants,  of  these 
canting  days,  to  affect  to  quiz  and  ridicule  and  despise  so  main  an  en- 
gine in  the  affairs  of  life,  and  so  consideraole  a  contributor  to  the  fame, 
and  fortune,  and  pleasures  of  individuals. 

Now,  Sir,  let  me  ask,  what  is  the  most  delightful  of  all  passions  ?  b 
it  not  that  which  is  the  nearest  allied  to  nonsense  ? — which  laughs  at 
philosophy,  makes  fools  of  philosophers,  bafiQes  wisdom,  tiuns  the  heads 
of  all  the  world,  from  the  palace  to  the  cottage,  and  makes  all  men, 
from  the  gravest  statesman  to  the  silliest  miss,  write,  and  talk,  and 
wish,  and  hope,  and  think,  and  do  the  most  preposterous  nonsense  that 
ever  entered  into  the  brain  of  nonsensical  man  ?  And  think  of  the  im- 
portance, and  rti&ults,  and  influence  of  all  this  very  nonsense  and  twadd- 
ling ;  think  of  the 

Relations  dear  and  all  the  charities 
Of  father,  §on,  and  brother, 

which  grow  and  luxuriate  from  this  fruitful  stem ;  think  of  the  volmnes 
written  on  it ;  think  of  the  blood  shed  for  it — 

Nam  fuit  ante  Helenam  mulier  teterrima  belli 
Causa — 

of  the  intellect,  the  time,  the  energies,  devoted  to  it ;  the  djmasties 
overthrown,  the  crimes  committed,  the  laws  enacted,  and  acknowle<%e 
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with  me  that  nonsense  has  some  slight  inflaence  in  the  economy  of  the 
world.  Strephon,  in  the  Tatler,  was  one  of  the  few  men  who,  from  a 
bold  reliance  on  nonsense,  was  a  master  of  the  art  of  wooing :  "  Taking 
the  fair  nymph's  hand  and  Icissing  it,  he  exclaimed,  Witness  to  my  hap- 
piness, ye  groves !  be  still,  ye  rivulets !  Oh,  woods,  caves,  fountains, 
trees,  dales,  mountains,  hills,  and  streams  \  Oh,  fairest!  could  you  love 
me  ?  To  which  I  heard  her  answer,  with  a  pretty  lisp,  Oh,  Strephon, 
jou  are  a  dangerous  creature !'' — to  be  sure  he  was,  because  he  used 
the  right  weapons.  Now-a-days  declarations  of  love  must  be  a  little 
more  Germanized  and  metaphysical ;  Tom  Moore  has  enlarged  and 
polished  the  lover's  vocabulary — ^but  the  sum  and  substance  and  founda- 
tion is  the  same,  and  ever  has  been,  from  Leander  down  to  Little. 

But,  Sir,  the  real  extent  and  full  value  of  the  merits  of  nonsense  can, 
I  maintain,  only  be  truly  appreciated  by  that  class  of  persons  who,  with 
the  most  unpardonable  forgetfulness  of  obligations,  are  those  who  raise 
the  loudest  outcries  against  it — I  mean  authors.  This  is,  indeed,  quarrel- 
ling with  their  fame  and  their  bread  ;  and  it  is  observable,  that  those 
among  them  are  the  most  intolerant  and  vindictive  against  this  quality, 
to  whose  writings  it  has  been  the  most  bountiful  benefactor ;  they,  with 
the  most  barbarous  ingratitude,  take  every  occasion  of  reproaching  and 
vituperating,  in  the  works  of  others,  that  which  is  the  only  substratum 
and  characteristic  of  their  own  ;  as  if,  truly,  they  were  jealous  of  all 
rivals  in  the  enjoyment  of  this  valuable  article,  and  desired  to  possess  a 
strict  and  exclusive  monopoly  of  so  popular  and  lucrative  commodity^ 
Take  away  this  admirable  prop  and  fulcrum,  and  vou  will  see,  Sir,  that 
the  majority  of  authors  have  only  one  leg,  or  half  a  one,  left  to  stand 
upon.  The  stilts  of  nonsense  enable  hundreds  to  cut  a  dashing  and  dig- 
nified figure,  which  they  could  never  effect  on  their  own  poor,  spavined, 
and  tottering  marrowbones.  In  this  late  and  exhausted  stage  of  the 
world,  indeed,  I  hold  that  literature  must  come  to  an  absolute  and  down- 
right stand-still  without  the  aid  of  nonsense.  Why,  Sir,  all  the  sensible 
things  upon  all  possible  subjects  have  been  long  ago  said  and  re-said, 
written  and  re-written,  to  satiety.  Only  a  certain  number  of  changes 
are  to  be  rung  upon  the  limited  range  of  human  ideas,  as  upon  a  peal 
of  bells  or  the  notes  of  a  piano-forte  :  these,  in  all  their  varieties  and 
semitones,  have  been  long  ago  jingled  and  rattled  into  the  public  ear. 
It  is  not  on  the  cards  to  produce  above  a  certain  number  of  combina- 
tions. The  legislature  ought  to  offer  a  reward  for  the  discovery  of  a 
DOW  idea,  as  well  as  a  northwest  passage. 

A  great  bookseller  told  me  the  other  day  he  was  under  contract 
with  the  renowned  Mr.  Lane,  of  Minerva  celebrity,  to  take  a  certain 
Dumber  of  copies  of  eotry  thing  he  published :  "  For,"  added  he, 
^*  without  the  Minerva  novels  and  romances,  it  would  be  absolutely 
impossible  to  supply  the  incessant  demand  for  ^something  new"^  among 
our  customers."  Authors  and  readers  are  thus,  you  sec.  Sir,  fairly 
driven,  ex  necessitate  rei^  and  to  avoid  starvation,  to  emigrate  from  the 
old  overstocked  domains  of  sense,  and  to  colonize  the  green,  luxuriant, 
and  teeming  plains  of  the  vast  continent  of  nonsense.  Too  happy 
and  too  grateful  ought  we  to  confess  ourselves  for  that  inexhaustible 
fecundity  which  promises  a  harvest  of  ever-fresh  fertility  in  these  vast 
and  verdant  glades.  The  Germans,  who,  you  know,  are  great  settlers 
every  where,  except  in  Germany,  have  large  plantations  in  these  new 
Vol.  IV.  No.  24.— 1322.  .  Z  3 
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continents — headed  by  a  variety  of  Professors  and  Barons,  and  Hem 
and  Frauen  Von.  Our  own  possessions  there  are,  happily,  by  no 
means  inconsiderable,  and  are  daily  increasing,  in  addition  to  Dar- 
win Bay,  and  Chambers  Island,  and  Delia  Crasca  Farm,  wliich  we 
acquired  there  some  years  ago,  and  which  that  inveterate  friend  oi 
the  old  regime  ofsense^  William  Gifford,  cruelly  did  his  best  to  sink  io 
the  ocean,  we  have  now  to  congratulate  ourselves  on  the  far  more  fruit- 
fui  and  extensive  acquisitions  of  Cockney  Plantation,  Keat'a  Prairie, 
Cape  H — ,  &c.  &c.  These  thriving  settlements  now  give  ns,  I  appre- 
hend, a  firm  footing  and  commanding  sway  in  the  regions  of  nonsense 
unknown  to  our  forefathers,  at  least,  since  the  days  of  Blackmore^s  Epics, 
Dennis's  Criticisms,  and  Cibber's  Birthday  Odes  ;  and  as  long  as  the 
above-named  enterprising  chieftains,  or  any  of  their  posterity  or  vota- 
ries, exist,  we  have  no  fear  of  being  ejected  by  the  natives,  or  of  ceas- 
ing to  enrich  onr  old  and  effete  world  of  sense  viith  the  exotic  pro- 
ductions, the  rich  monstrosities,  and  multiform  varieties  of  that  genial 
soil  and  clime,  assisted  by  the  skill  of  such  unrivalled  cultivators. 

But,  Sir,  it  is  in  poetry,  of  all  species  of  composition,  that  noDseD«e 
shines  with  the  most  resplendent  lustre.  There  this  benign  power  de- 
lights to  shed  its  rosiest  influence,  there  showers  her  choicest  sweets, 
and  lavishes  all  the  luxuriance  of  her  inexhaustible  stores.  Nonsense 
is,  in  poetry,  what  a  new  power  is  in  mechanics — adding  twenty-fokl 
scope,  and  energy,  and  capability  to  all  the  poet's  efforts — absolving 
him  from  the  paltry  laws  and  teasing  restraints  imposed  by  sense — 
extricating  him  from  the  narrow  bounds  of  the  probable,  and  opening 
the  halcyon  isles  of  the  improbable  and  the  sublime  shores  of  the  im- 
possible to  his  ravished  sight  and  emancipated  pen.  The  poet  who  ne- 
glects these  advantages  is  the  dullest  of  drivellers,  and  deserves  never  to 
be  lauded  by  the  Quarterly  or  the  Edinburgh  as  long  as  he  lives.  He  is 
like  a  child  who  prefers  a  go-cart  after  he  can  run  alone — ^like  govern- 
ments who  ridiculously  pay  their  debts  in  gold  when  print  and  paper 
do  so  much  better — like  an  individual  who  pays  ready  money  when  he 
can  have  unbounded  credit — like  an  idiot  who  lives  on  his  own  posses- 
sions when  his  neighbours  are  so  much  larger  and  more  convenient. 
What  a  dull  dolt  was  poor  Boileau  who  racked  his  brain  and  consumed 
his  finger-nails  in  an  absurd  attempt  to  reconcile  reason  with  riiyme  ; 
and  all  this  to  be  voted  at  last  a  rhymer  and  a  pedant  by  the  laklst^ 
and  cockneys  of  the  nineteenth  century !  Had  he  possessed  a  spark  of 
the  true  vis  poetica^  he  would  have  found,  that  instead  of  forcing  rhyme 
and  reason  into  an  unnatural  conjunction,  the  only  business  of  the  true 
poet  is  to  discard  both,  to  luxuriate  in  verse,  blank  of  meaning  as  of 
rhyme — revel  in  dactylics,  alcaics,  and  dithyrambics  without  rhyme- 
soar  in  blank  odes — caper  in  English  hexameters — ^and  swagger  in 
prose  cut  into  lines  of  ten  syllables. 

CcB  Merits,  il  est  yrai,  sans  art  et  langoissants 
Semblent  etre  formes  en  depit  da  bon  sens, 
Mais  Us  trouyent  pourtant,  qaoi  qu^on  en  pnisse  dire, 
Un  marchand  pour  les  vendre,  et  des  tots  poor  les  lire. 

Nor,  Sir,  are  we  plain  prose-writers,  happily  for  ourselves,  excluded 
from  our  fair  share  of  the  aid  of  nonsense.  Our  use  of  this  ex- 
quisite ingredient  is  somewhat  less  ostentatious  than  that  adopted  bj 
the  versifying  gentry,  but  scarcely  less  frequent  or  leas  successful.    We 
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are  obliged  to  be  a  little  more  cautious — the  tricks  of  verse  are  more 
happy  in  concealiog  the  inflision — and  this  is  necessary,  for  much  as 
the  public  pamte  likes  the  flavour,  no  good  cook  ever  thrusts  down  a 
Drboie  undisguised  dose  even  of  the  most  favourite  among  his  sauces 
and  spice&  I  am  happy  to  say,  however,  the  public  stomach  is  not 
very  delicate  in  this  respect ;  and,  thanks  to  our  newspaper  editors, 
lottery  and  blacking  puffers,  bellmen,  and  government  pamphleteers, 
radical  addressers,  royal  address-answerers,  act  of  parliament-drawers, 
and  sitting  aldermen,  spouting-club  barristers,  and  paradoxical  essayists, 
and  other  preeminent  masters  of  the  vernacular  tongue^  the  stomach  of 
John  Bull  is  disciplined  into  such  excellent  vigour  as  to  be  in  condi- 
tion to  bear  a  tolerable  drai^ht  of  nonsense  withost  danger  of  nausea. 
What  think  you.  Sir,  of  the  following  morgeau  from  the  pen  of  an  emi- 
nent and  learned  university  genius  speaking  of  a  German  author?  ^^  It 
would  be  necessary  to  point  out  how  his  genius  is  free  from  that  mix- 
ture of  sentimentality  with  technical  ethics,  which,  originating  in  the 
separation  between  the  head  and  the  heart,  and  the  inability  to  re- 
unite them,  and  to  perceive  the  coincidence  between  the  laws  of  reason 
and  of  nature,  oscillates  between  the  two,  and  now  bowing  down  its 
neck  before  a  formal  reason  would  change  virtue  into  a  mere  wordy 
skeleton,  now  throwing  itself  into  the  arms  of  nature,  pampers  the 
morbid  lusts  of  the  will,'' ! ! !  &c.  &c.  Is  not  this  exquisite  ?  You  and 
I  never  studied  Kant  (or  cant  either)  and  Jacob  Boehmen  to  half  so 
much  purpose  as  this  metaphysical  gentleman. 

But  I  know.  Sir,  of  no  spot  where  the  beauties  of  nonsense  are  bet- 
ter understood,  or  clothed  in  a  garb  of  more  imposing  solemnity,  than 
in  Westminster  Hall — 

Ah  think  not,  mistress,  more  true  dulness  lies 
In  foUy^s  cap  than  wisdom^s  grave  disguise. 

You  remember,  a  short  time  ago,  a  learned  Judg^  charg^ing  an  assembled 
Grand  Jury,  that  it  was  a  part  of  their  duty  to  believe  that  the  Na- 
tional Debt  was  the  greatest  blessing  enjoyed  by  the  country,  and 
ergoj  that  the  more  they  had  of  it  the  better ; — a  tolerable  dose  for 
twenty-four  landed  squires,  with  their  rents  in  arrear  and  their  farms 
thrown  up  !  The  nonsense  of  legal  forms  and  fictions,  of  John  Doe 
sueing  Richard  Roe,  and  Richard  Denn  givmg  bail  for  John  Fenn,  of 
implied  asstanpsUs^  quasi  contracts— of  expressing  a  sound  drubbing  by 
a  friendly  motliter  manus  imposuit — of  fathers  of  seduced  daughters  re- 
covering damages  against  seducers,  not  for  corruption  of  virtue  and  dis- 
honour to  families,  but  for  depriving  them  of  said  daughter's  services  in 
scrubbing  kettles  and  pans,  and  mending  shirts  and  stockings ;  all  these 
and  fifty  other  legal  nonsensiana  are  of  the  most  invaluable  service  :  for 
not  only  is  it  an  established  legal  principle,  that  in  fictione  juris  con- 
sistit  (zquitas — but  these  terrific  technicalities  tend  to  frighten  away  many 
dilettanti  lounging  men  of  talent  from  the  champ  clos  of  the  profession, 
to  humbug  clients,  and  strike  attorneys  dumb.  But  it  is  in  the  Nisi 
Pr^us  advocate's  address  to  twelve  good  and  lawful  men  in  the  jury- 
box  that  nonsense  comes  gorgeously  and  triumphantly  in  aid  of  the 
stale  and  hacknied  common-places  of  forensic  litigation.  Then  it  is 
that  the  horsewhipped  plaintiff  is  exhibited  as  one,  who  not  only  "  claims 
compensation  for  a  wounded  frame  and  corporal  inflictions,  but  for 
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those  keener  lacerations  of  the  mind^  those  stripes  of  the  spirit  wbkh 
no  styptic  can  heal  and  no  balsam  can  assuage.''  Poes  a  husband  seek 
redress  from  the  seducer  of  his  fragile  spouse — he  is  joung,  generous, 
confiding,  honourable  in  rank,  afi9uent  in  liis  fortunes,  and  seekli^  in 
liis  lovely  spouse  a  friend  to  adorn  his  fortunes  and  deceive  his  toiJsL 
As  for  the  lady  herself, ''  Virtue  never  found  a  fairer  temple — lieautj 
never  veiled  a  purer  sanctuary — in  the  dawn  of  life  with  all  its  fragrance 
round  her,  and  yet  so  pure,  that  even  the  blush  which  sought  to  hide 
her  lustre,  but  disclosed  the  vestal  deity  that  humed  beneath  if 
(Vestal  as  she  is,  she  does  bum.)  Then  the  poor  defendant,  ^^  with  the 
serpent^s  wile  and  the  serpent's  wickedness,  steals  into  the  Eden  of 
domestic  life,  poisoning  all  that  is  pure,  polluting  all  that  is  lovely, 
defying  God,  destroying  man — a  demon  in  the  disguise  of  virtue,  a 
herald  of  hell  in  the  paradise  of  innocence !  i  i  /"  Then  of  course  passion 
subsides,  satiety  succeeds.  "  But  thus  it  is  with  the  votaries  of  guilt — 
the  birth  of  their  crime  is  the  death  of  their  enjoyment,  and  the  wretch 
who  flings  his  offering  on  its  altBT  falls  an  immediate  inctini  to  the  flame 
of  his  devotion !  /  /"  Bravo !  King  Cambyses.  Now,  Sir,  if  this  speech 
extracts  some  hundreds  for  damages  from  twelve  honest  and  sound- 
headed  hucksters,  and  sells  to  the  thinking  public  to  the  extent  of  forty- 
one  editions,  you  will  readily  agree  with  me,  that  nonsense  is  as  emi- 
nently serviceable  and  successful  at  the  Bar  as  I  have  shewn  it  to  be 
in  other  pursuits  and  departments  of  life ;  and  I  trust  I  have  said 
enough,  though  I  could  say  much  more,  to  induce  you  to  relax  a  few  of 
your  stubborn,  old-fashioned,  and  misplaced  prejudices  against  so  inte- 
resting and  invaluable  a  quality. 

I  am.  Sir, 
Quack  Villa^  Your  humble  servant, 

Flummery  Place,  Trinculo  So2n)EBLiXQ. 


STANZAS. 

I  MAT  not  think,  I  xnust  not  moralize ! 

For  it  is  only  in  the  lucid  pause 

Of  sense  and  consciousness  that  feeling  sleeps 

And  woos  her  to  her  own  forgetfulness. 

Onward  I  must !  But  how,  or  where,  or  wherefore. 

Is  more  than  mystery.     No  hope  shall  hallow 

The  hitter  hardships  of  a  dreary  day ; 

No  dream  of  lightness  shall  divert  the  sleep 

Of  midnight  misery ;  and  when  I  wake 

To  wander  in  the  wild,  cold  blast  of  mom, 

Glory  will  bend  no  look  of  brightness  on  me 

To  chase  the  shadow  from  my  darkenM  soul. 

Bat  1  must  wander  still  without  a  wish 

To  win  me  happiness ;  my  goal  ungainM 

Because  unknown :  the  sorrow  yet  to  come 

Unseen;  and  all  my  future  fate  cered  up 

Like  infancy  unchristenM  in  the  grave  !  P. 


(     54d    ) 

ON   THE  INTERLUDES*  OP  THE   EARLY  SPANISH   THEATRE. 

At  the  period  when  the  brilliant  imaginations  of  Lopez  de  Vega,  of 
Calderon,  and  of  Moreto,  had  conferred  upon  Spain  a  national  theatre, 
an<l  even  daring  the  greatest  yogue  of  their  long  comedies  in  five  acts, 
it  was  the  custom  to  give  entremeses^  or  interludes,  which,  as  the  name 
implies,  were  played  in  the  interval  between  the  principal  pieces,  or 
more  frequently  between  the  acts  of  those  pieces.  The  same  custom 
prevailed  during  a  long  time  in  Italy  and  France,  where  these  inter- 
ludes were  not  limited  to  one  act,  but  often  extended  to  two,  three, 
and  four:  and  the  singular  arrangement,  or  rather  disarrangement, 
was  followed,  of  playing  an  act  of  the  comedy  and  an  act  of  the  inter- 
lude alternately,  and  so  on  to  the  end ;  leaving  to  the  ingenuity  and 
tact  of  the  audience  the  care  of  unravelling  the  various  threads*  of 
these  entangled  intrigues.  This  practice  became  so  deeply  rooted  in 
Italy,  that  the  traces  remain  even  to  this  day,  for  it  is  not  an  unfre- 
quent  occurrence  there  to  ^ve  the  two  first  acts  of  two  different  ope- 
ras the  same  evening,  adjourning  the  two  other  acts  and  the  curiosity 
of  the  audience  to  a  future  opportunity.  It  even  sometimes  happens, 
that  in  order  to  gratify  some  great  personage,  who  may  not  be  either 
able  or  willing  to  remain  during  the  entire  representation,  they  com- 
mence with  the  last  act  of  an  opera  (when  it  is  the  more  celebrated 
of  the  two),  and  finish  with  the  first ;  without  the  audience  shewing 
the  slightest  dissatisfaction  at  this  too  literal  adoption  of  the  scriptural 
dispensation,  that  ^^  the  last  shall  be  first.^'  The  old  Spanish  inter- 
ludes seldom  exceed  one  act ;  in  a  dramatic  point  of  view  they  differ 
widely  from  the  comedies  (properly  so  called),  possessing  neither 
their  beauties  nor  blemishes.  The  chief  intent  of  the  writers  seems  to 
have  been  to  rouse  and  exhilarate  the  spectators,  whose  attention  had 
been  fatigued  by  the  long,  declamatory,  and  often-times  half-devout 
comedies  of  the  great  masters.  For  this  purpose  it  was  more  ne- 
cessary to  strike  strongly  than  justly,  and  consequently  coarse  humour 
and  farcical  buffoonery  were  scattered  through  these  pieces  with  no 
sparing  hand.  Thence  it  is  that  many  of  them  have  scarcely  any 
other  merit  than  that  of  producing  a  broad  grin.  The  plot  is  gene- 
rally extremely  simple,  and  the  dialogue  rapid  and  abrupt,  forming  a 
remarkable  contrast  with  the  complicated  intrigues,  and  interminable 
monologues  of  the  more  regular  dramas.  If  the  Spanish  comedies 
have  been  sometimes  termed  dramatized  novels  or  romances,  the  in- 
terludes may  be  called  anecdotes  thrown  into  action.  It  is,  therefore, 
useless  to  seek  for  either  poetry  or  beauty  of  style  in  them,  their  chief 
merit  being  the  comic  idea  upon  which  they  are  founded.  Some  of 
them  exhibit  a  wild  and  reckless  jollity,  from  which  we  may  judge 
of  the  frank  and  unrestrained  joyousness  of  the  old  Spanish  charac- 
ter, before  bigotry  and  the  Inquisition  had  rendered  hypocrisy  a  duty, 
and  thrown  a  deep  and  sombre  tint  over  the  manners  of  the  peo- 
ple. It  must,  however,  be  confessed,  that  the  farcical  humour  of 
some  of  these  interludes  is  pushed  to  grossness,  so  much  so,  that  it 
appears  not  a  little  astonishing  that  a  devout  government  should  hare 
tolerated  a  public  exhibition  of  such  excesses.  We  can  only  suppose 
^  that  they  considered  the  piety  with  which  some  of  the  more  regular 

*  Entremeses. 
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comedies  were  seasoned,  as  a  sufficient  antidote  to  the  licenfioosnesB 
of  the  interludes.  Lopez  dc  Vega  has  not  disdained  (at  least  in  the 
beginnini^  of  liis  dram&tic  career)  to  exercise  his  geoius  in  the  in- 
vention of  these  mjjzor  pieces :  iaere  are  several  to  be  found  ia  the 
first  volumes  of  his  dramatic  works ;  but  the  last  volumes  are  entirely 
free  from  them,  owing  probably  to  his  having  co&siclered  sock  com- 
positions incompatible  with  his  character  as  an  ecclesiastic.  I  sliall 
here  give  an  account  of  a  few  of  these  popular  farces :  they  may  be 
valuable  as  presenting  a  fresher  and  more  faithful  picture  of  the  man- 
ners and  sentiments  of  the  lower  classes  of  society,  at  ih?  period  to 
which  they  belong,  than  the  more  elaborate,  artificial,  and  enabelUshed 
sketches  exhibited  in  the  higher  dramatic  writings  of  the  time. 

In  the  old  popular  anecdotes  of  most  countries,  tibere  is  tc  be  found  one 
of  a  woman,  who,  net  willing  to  obey  the  commands  of  her  husband, 
pretends  to  be  dead,  and  yields  not  until  she  is  upon  the  point  of  being 
buried.  This  trait  of  female  obstinacy  forms  the  subject  of  an  old 
Spanish  entremese^  entitled  Los  Huebosy  ^^  The  Eggs.^'  The  obstmate 
couple  are  called  Bendito  and  Merga :  the  scene  is  in  a  village.  Ben- 
dito  wishes  to  have  some  fried  eggs  for  breakfast,  but  his  wife  refoses 
to  fry  them,  as  she  is  occupied  in  preparing  a  dress  in  which  she  is  to 
appear  at  the  procession  of  Corpus  Christi,  which  is  to  take  place  the 
next  morning  at  Seville.  Bendito,  nevertheless,  persists  in  his  in- 
tention of  breakfasting  upon  fried  eggs. — ^Merga.  ^^  But  I  shan-t  fiy 
any  for  you.^^  Bendito,  threatening  to  strike  her.  '^  Will  you  fiy  themf* 
Merga.  "  No,  I  shan't  fry  them."  Bendito.  "  I  hiaist  upon  it"  At 
tills  critical  moment  a  neighbour  enters,  and  endeavours  to  put  an  end 
to  the  dispute,  by  offering  to  fry  the  eggs  for  Bendito ;  but  the  mulish 
husband  will  not  allow  any  one  but  h^  wife  to  cook  the  eggs,  and 
upon  her  still  refusing,  he  proceeds  to  lay  violent  hands  upon  her: 
they  are  separated,  and  Merga  escapes  from  the  house.  One  of  the 
neighbours  reproaches  Bendito  with  his  brutality.  ^^  Fye,  gossip,^  lie 
says  to  him,  ^^  what  a  man  you  are  !  a  box  with  the  right  hand,  and 
another  with  the  lefl,  might  have  passed,  but  thus  to  continue  beating 
your  wife  is  not  creditable :"  he  concludes  by  inviting  him  and  h» 
wife  to  breakfast.  They  depart  together.  The  scene  then  changes  to 
the  interior  of  the  church  opposite  the  door  of  the  sacristy.  The 
curate  calls  the  sacristan,  who  enters  half^essed  in  Ms  ecclesiastical 
robes :  they  rehearse  the  ceremony  of  the  Fete  Dieu  ;  that  is,  they 
execute  a  chorus  and  dance  in  honour  of  the  holy  sacrament  They 
are  interrupted  by  a  knocking  at  the  door,  and  a  villager  called  Uo- 
rente  rushes  in  to  say  that  Alerga  is  at  the  point  of  death,  in  c<Mise- 
quence  of  the  ill  treatment  of  her  husband.  They  were  both  at  table 
with  Llorente,  when  the  wife,  all  of  a  sudden,  took  it  into,  her  head  not 
to  eat  of  the  eggs  that  were  prepared  for  breakfast  The  husband  put  a 
plate  of  them  before  her,  and  said  «  You  shall  eat  them."  Meiga.  '^  I 
will  not  eat  them."  Bendito.  "  By  G^  you  shall  eat  them."  On  hear- 
ing which,  the  wife,  without  farther  ceremony,  took  the  plate  and  dashed 
it  on  the  groimd.  The  husband  became  furious,  and  reconmienced  beat- 
ing hi3  wife,  who  cried  out  so  bravely,  that  she  drew  a  crowd  round  the 
house ;  but  Bendito  still  continued  to  beat  her,  swearing  that  she  should 
eat  them,  or  he  would  kill  her.  Merga  then  exclaimed,  that  she  was 
dying,  and  Llorente  came  off  for  the  priest  and  the  doctor.     The  scene 
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again  changefl,  or  rather  it  is  sapposed  to  change,  for  in  those  times  there 
-was  but  one  decoration,  which  remained  during  the  entire  representa- 
tion. We  are  now  in  M erga's  bedchamber :  the  doctor  arrives,  feels  the 
pulse  of  the  castigated  wife,  and  prescribes  her  a  dose  of  fresh  eggs !  a 
singular  remedy  certainly  for  black  eyes  and  bruises ;  but  the  author 
had  need  of  the  eggs,  and  the  audiences  of  those  days  were  not  very 
fastidious,  provided  they  were  made  to  laugh.  '^  At  present,"  says 
Bendito, "  my  wife  will  not  refuse  to  eat  the  eggs.''  "  Yes,  but  I  will," 
replies  Merga ;  ^^  eat  them  I  will  not."  Bendito  again  falls  to  beating 
her,  saying,  "  The  doctor  orders  you."  One  of  the  by-standers  inter- 
poses, and  says,  "  She  will  eat  them,  if  I  oflfer  them  to  her."  Merga. 
^^  No,  if  the  devil  should  offer  them  to  me,  I  should  not  eat  them." 
The  husband  quits  the  room ;  and  Merga  says  to  one  of  her  female 
neighbours,  ^^  I  shall  pretend  to  be  dead,  and  I  hope  that  when  my 
husband  sees  me  borne  out  to  be  buried,  he  will  repent  of  his  ob- 
stinacy. The  expedient  is  approved  of,  and  Merga  a£fects  to  be  dead. 
The  neighbour  utters  a  cry  of  distress,  which  brings  in  the  husband. — 
Bendito.  "  What's  the  matter  ?"— «  Your  wife  is  dead."—"  And  the 
eggs,  has  she  eaten  them  ?" — ^"  No,  she  refused  to  the  last  moment" — 
Bendito  (aside)  "  She  pretends  to  be  dead,  in  order  not  to  eat  them ; 
(aloud)  I  must  go  out,  and  prepare  her  funeral :"  he  goes  out.  The 
neighbour.  "  Oh  God !  he  is  gone  for  the  priest  and  the  bearers." 
Merga.  "  No  matter,  let  him  do  so."  The  sacristan  and  the  priests 
in  their  surplices  arrive,  followed  by  Bendito  in  mourning,  and  the 
musicians.  Whilst  they  are  singing  a  reqwiescat^  Bendito  approaches 
his  wife  with^an  egg  in  his  hand,  and  says  in  a  whisper  to  her,  "  Will 
you  eat  it  ?"  To  which  she  replies,  "  No,  I  will  allow  myself  to  be 
buried  first.  They  repeat  the  prayers  for  the  dead,  and  at  the  word 
Amen,  Bendito  reiterates  his  demand— **  Will  you  eat  it?"  "No." 
The  sacristan  orders  the  bearers  to  lift  up  the  body ;  the  priests  and 
musicians  recommence  chanting,  and  the  procession  sets  forward; 
when,  on  a  sudden,  Merga  starts  up  and  cries,  "  Stop,  stop,  I  '11  eat  the 
eggs."  The  priests,  the  sacristan,  the  musicians,  and  the  crowd,  all 
scamper  away  in  a  panic,  making  the  sign  of  the  cross,  and  crying, 
*'  Oh  Jesus,  save  us  I"  Bendito  goes  up  to  his  wife,  and  says,  "  Will 
you  eat  the  eggs  ?" — "  Oh  yes,  yes,  yes." — ^"  How  many  ?" — ^"  A  whole 

basket  full,  if  you  require  it." Certainly,  there  is  more  of  puerility 

than  art  in  this  manner  of  treating  a  dramatic  subject ;  yet  it  cannot  be 
altogether  denied,  but  that  the  predominant  idea  is  a  comic  one,  and 
which,  if  managed  with  more  skill  and  tact,  might  even  at  the  present 
day  be  made  eminently  pleasant  upon  the  stage. 
*  La  Cueva^ "  The  Cradle,"  is  an  interlude  t)f  a  still  ruder  description :  it 
is  such  a  farce  as  Thespis  might  be  supposed  to  have  represented  on  his 
waggon  befote  the  Grecian  populace.  There  are  but  four  characters  in  it 
— a  farmer,  his  female  servant,  a  peasant  in  his  service,  and  a  sacristan. 
The. farmer  having  learned  that  the  peasant  has  debauched  his  servant 
maid,  wishes  to  have  them  married,  to  avoid  scandal  in  the  village ; 
for  which  purpose  he  goes  to  the  curate :  while  he  is  away,  the  sacristan 
enters,  and  says  to  the  peasant,  "  Ah,  it  is  reported  in  the  village  that 
Theresa  is  with  child  by  you.  What  abominable  conduct !  take  care 
that  the  vengeance  of  God  does  not  fall  upon  you,  and  that  in  going 
to  Theresa  the  devil  does  not  run  away  with  you.    But  tell  me,  how 
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do  joa  contrive  to  get  into  her  chamber?"  The  peasant.  ^^Oh, 
good  Lord  ?  you  are  right,  I  must  leave  off  this  wicked  conduct  You 
wwh  to  know  how  I  contrive  to  have  a  meeting  with  Theresa  : — well, 
I  bark  outside  the  house  like  a  dog ;  Theresa  recognises  me  by  this 
signal,  and  opens  the  door."  After  this  dialogue  the  peasant^  goes 
out ;  the  sacristan  congratulates  himself  on  having  learned  the  signal, 
and  proposes  to  make  use  of  it.  The  scene  changes,  or  is  supposed  to 
change,  to  Theresa's  room,  in  a  comer  of  which  is  a  cradle.  The  bark- 
ing of  a  dog  is  heard.  Theresa  exclaims,  ^^  Oh,  God  !  here  is  Paul 
coming :"  she  opens  the  door,  and  the  sacristan  stands  before  her. 
"  Jesus  Maria !  what  has  brought  you  here?"  "  To  see  yoo,  my  dear 
child ;  don't  be  alarmed."  A  second  barking  is  heard.  "  Just  Heaven !" 
cries  Theresa,  ^^  here  is  my  husband :  she  opens  the  door,  the  peasant 
enters,  and  the  sacristan  begins  to  bark  at  him.  The  peasant  ^  What, 
you  son  of  a  b— !  I  have  taught  you  to  bark,  and  you  now  wish  to 
bite  me.  Wife,  what  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ?  Why  do  you  receive 
priestlings  in  your  room  ?  Get  away :  instead  of  marrying  you,  I  will 
expose  you  to  your  master."  He  goes  out  Poor  Theresa  is  embar- 
rassed :  her  master  is  coming,  and  will  find  the  sacristan  with  her.  No 
other  expedient  occurs  to  her  than  to  hide  the  sacristan  in  the  cradle, 
and  pretend  that  she  has  given  birth  to  a  child.  The  peasant  enters  with 
the  farmer,  saying,  *^  Yes,  master,  as  I  told  you,  I  found  the  sacristan  here 
with  Theresa."  A  noise  resembling  the  cries  of  a  new-bom  infant  is  heard 
from  the  cradle,  and  the  farmer  says,  ^' Go  girl,  ^ve  that  child  the 
breast"  The  peasant,  anxious  to  see  his  offspring,  goes  over  to  the 
cradle,  and  exclaims,  '^  Oh,  God !  what  a  monstrous  infant !  he  has  come 
into  the  world  with  shoes  upon  him ; — it  is  the  child  ol  a  Philistine." 
The  peasant  sees  that  it  is  full  time  to  call  the  curate  to  give  the  nuptial 
benediction,  and  so  the  peace  concludes. — In  this  farce,  the  character 
of  the  sacristan  is  remarkable.  He  commences  as  a  preacher,  and 
finishes  as  a  profligate.  It  is  under  this  melange  of  hypocrisy  and  Hber- 
tinism  that  this  class  of  characters  is  generally  represented  in  the  Span- 
ish interludes.  The  comic  poets  of  Spain  have  frequently  brought  up- 
on the  stage  these  amphibious  personages,  half-lay,  half-clerical,  whose 
two-fold  nature  offers  a  source  of  comic  developement.  And  it  may  be 
observed,  that  upon  the  stage,  as  well  as  in  the  world,  those  persons 
who  unite  the  manners  and  sentiments  of  the  lower  classes  of  society 
to  the  pretensions  of  the  higher  ranks,  afford  a  fitting  subject  for  bur- 
lesque and  ridicule.  Of  this  description  are  the  country  schoolmas- 
ters in  England  and  Germany ;  the  scriveners  and  village  bailies  in 
France ;  and  the  sacristans  in  Spain.  These  last  have  a  superiority, 
in  a  dramatic  point  of  vie^  over  the  former,  from  the  more  exagge- 
rated nature  of  their  pretensions.  These  petty  officers,  though  belong- 
ing to  the  last  rank  of  society,  yet  are  in  frequent  communication  with 
their  superiors ;  apd^hough  tinctured  with  the  grossness  and  vulgarity 
of  their  origin,  yet  they  endeavour  to  exact  that  degree  of  respect 
which  they  see  paid  to  those  in  a  more  elevated  rank,  and  to  whom 
they  seek  to  make  it  appear  that  they  appertain.  Nor  are  their  efforts 
entirely  vain ;  for  in  Spain  they  do,  or  did,  enjoy  a  certain  sort  of  con- 
sideration from  their  being  attached  to  the  church,  and  filling  a  place, 
though  the  very  lowest  one,  in  the  hierarchy.  They  are  always  saluted 
by  the  people   with  the  title  of  Senor  Bewficadoj  Senor  Ldradoy  sweet 
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sngary  words  that  give  them  no  little  importance  in  their  own  eyes  and 
in  those  of  the  people.  Another  reason,  probably,  for  the  Spanish 
comic  writers  having  so  often  made  these  persons  the  objects  of  their 
satire,  may  be,  that  not  daring  to  meddle  with  the  great  body  of  the 
clergy,  they  indemnified  themselves  by  more  frequently  repeated  and 
inveterate  attacks  upon  the  sacristans,  their  out-posts.  Devout  as 
Lopez  de  Vega  was,  yet  he  has  not  hesitated  to  introduce  these  per- 
sonages into  many  of  his  pieces ;  and  in  some  even  the  Grazioso^  or 
buffoon,  is  a  sacristan.     I  shall  give  one  example. 

In  the  comedy  of  Isidore^  or  "  The  Holy  Peasant  of  Madrid,"  the 
stage  represents  a  chapel,  in  which  there  has  been  suspended  before  the 
image  of  the  Virgin,  a  Moorish  standard  taken  from  the  enemy.  The 
sacristan  enters,  and  indulges  in  the  following  soliloquy : — '^  By  my  faith, 
every  thing  is  going  wrong  here ;  at  present,  there  is  scarcely  one  fune- 
ral in  a  whole  twelvemonth  :  it  would  appear  that  Death  has  gone  to  tra- 
vel in  foreign  parts,  and  left  the  care  of  despatching  people  to  the  other 
world  to  our  physicians,  but,  as  misfortunes  never  come  single,  our 
doctors  are  become  skilful,  as  it  seems,  and  succeed  in  curing  their 
patients.  What  is  to  become  of  us,  if  some  plague  or  other  great  ca- 
lamity do  not  happen  ?  Ah !  here  is  a  Moorish  standard  that  they 
have  hung  up  before  the  image  of  the  Virgin ;  a  fine  and  sound  piece 
of  cloth,  faith  !  and  comes  very  d  propos^  as  I  am  just  in  want  of  a 
doublet  and  hose  ; — nobody  sees  me — there  is  not  a  soul  in  the  chapel — 
so,  down  with  the  standard.  There  is  many  a  man  under  the  stones 
here, — but,  by  your  leave,  buried  gentlemen,  I  must  have  my  dues." 
As  he  ceases  speaking,  Isidore  approaches,  and  slapping  him  on  the 
shoulder,  says,  "Brother,  will  mass  soon  begin?" — The  sacristan 
(dreadfully  alarmed),  "  Just  Heaven,  holy  confession  !" — Isidore. 
'*  Well^  what  makes  you  so  frightened  ?" — The  sacristan  (still  alarmed), 
"  Who  are  you  ?" — Isidore.  "  I  am  a  brother ;  will  mass  soon  begin  r' 
The  sacristan  (aside).  "  This  devil  of  a  peasant  is  always  here." — Isi- 
dore. "  What 's  that  you  say  ?" — Sacristan.  "  I  say  that  mass  will  be- 
gin immediately ;  (aside)  This  ill-looking  thief  never  quits  the  cha- 
pel from  morning  till  night,  and  yet  I  was  fool  enough  to  think  that  no 
one  saw  me." — Isidore.  "  Tell  me,  brother,  who  has  hung  up  this 
standard  here  ?  If  it  has  been  conquered  under  the  protection  of  the 
Virgin,  it  is  but  just  that  it  should  be  consecrated  to  her." — Sacristan. 
"  Oh,  Heaven  !  he  has  heard  what  I  said." — Isidore  (continuing).  "  In- 
deed, these  trophies,  taken  from  the  infidels,  are  ornaments  worthy  of 
the  temple  of  the  true  God.  It  was  thus  that  the  Maccabees,  after  the 
deliverance  of  Jerusalem,  suspended  their  bucklers  in  the  house  of  the 
Lord." — Sacristan.  "  Oh  !  if  you  wish  to  preach,  you  must  choose  your 
time  better,  we  have  something  else  to  attend  to  at  present ;  (aside) 
When  next  he  pays  so  early  a  visit  he  shall  find  the  door  closed ; 
(aloud)  There,  mass  is  beginning." — Isidore  goes  away. — Sacristan. 
"  Ah !  at  length  I  have  got  rid  of  this  pious  rascal.  This  looks  like 
a  warning  from  God  not  to  touch  his  property.  It  is  true,  that  the 
Holy  Scriptures  tell  us  that  Heliodorus  ras  scourged  by  an  angel, 
for  having  taken  gold  out  of  the  temple.  Nevertheless,  this  very  night 
I  shall  run  the  risk  of  the  scourge."  These  buffooneries,  where  the 
•acred  is  mingled  with  the  profane,  would  certainly  not  be  tolerated 
upon  our  modem  theatres ;  yet  it  cannot  be  denied  but  that  the  part 
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of  the  sacristaa  possesses  some  comic  colouring. — In.  another  piece 
Lopez  de  Vega  represents  a  sacristan  as  a  love  messenger,  or  bearer 
of  bUUt-doux :  at  first  he  feels  indignant  at  the  profane  propoaal,  as 
derogatory  to  his  demi-clerical  character ;  but  at  the  sight  of  some 
gold  coin,  he  finds  out  that  in  furthering  the  views  of  the  lovers,  he  is 
only  consulting  the  interest  of  the  church,  and  the  honour  of  the  holy 
sacrament  of  matrimony,  by  hastening  the  moment  of  the  nuptial  be- 
nedictioD. 

The  plot  of  another  interlude,  Los  Romanos^  ^^  The  Romances,^' 
is  evidently  taken  from  the  Don  Quixote  of  Cervantes.  Bartoio,  a 
young  peasant,  has  had  his  head  turned  by  the  reading  of  romances 
aud  poems  treating  of  chivalry.  In  spite  of  the  endeavours  of  all  his 
family,  he  bestrides  his  ass  and  sets  out  in  quest  of  adventures :  close 
to  his  native  village  he  meets  an  old  comrade,  whom  be  takes  for  a 
Moor  his  rival ;  falls  foul  of  him,  and  is  soundly  drubbed  for  the  mis- 
take. Stretched  on  the  earth,  and  aching  in  every  bone,  he  invokes 
the  aid  of  Montezinos,  Durandarte,  and  other  heroes  of  romance :  Ids 
family  arrive,  and  inquire  how  he  has  come  into  such  a  plight,  bot  he 
only  replies  by  high  chivalric  and  inexplicable  phrases,  caUing  his 
father  the  Marquis  of  Mantua,  and  his  mother  P  Infanta,  On  being 
asked  if  he  be  wounded,  he  answers  in  heroic  strain,  that  lie  hai 
^^  twenty  trenched  gashes  on  his  head,  the  least  a  death  to  natore.^^ 
His  relations  very  naturally  conclude  that  he  is  non  compo$,  and  take 
him  back  to  his  house,  in  order  to  secure  and  watch  him  until  his  folly 
shall  have  abated.  The  scene  changes  to  the  interior  of  ihe  house, 
where  the  wedding  of  Bartolo^s  sister  is  celebrating.  His  mother 
enters,  and.jsays  that  the  patient  is  in  a  sound  sleep,  and  that  there  is 
little  danger  of  their  being  disturbed  by  him.  The  festivities  com- 
mence, but  in  the  midst  of  them  Bartolo  rushes  to  the  door  of  .the 
apartment,  in  his  shirt,  crying  out ''  Fire  1  fire  !^'  The  guests  disperse 
ID  every  direction,  some  to  escape  and  others  to  extinguish  the  confla- 
gration ;  but  it  is  a  false  alarm ;  and  the  only  thing  that  is  found  to  be 
on  fire  is  the  brain  of  poor  Bartolo,  who  is  heard  reciting  a  poetical 
description  of  the  burning  of  Troy,  which  recitation  terminates  the 
interlude.  This  little  piece  had  at  least  the  merit  of  being  apropos^  and 
must  have  excited  a  good  deal  of  laughter  at  the  time  when  chivalric 
romances  were  so  much  the  vogue  in  Spain. 

The  last  of  those  minor  pieces  I  shall  mention,  is  entitled  El  Otpidal  de 
los  Podridos^  ^^  The  Hospital  for  Fools.''  The  plan  is  dot  devoid  of  comic 
intention.  The  director  of  a  mad-house,  attended  by  his  secretary,  pasMS 
in  review  all  the  inmates  of  his  establishment.  One  has  been  driven  mad 
by  envy,  another  by  poetry,  a  third  by  ambition ;  and  after  examining  five 
or  six  of  his  insane  guests,  the  director  himself  gets  into  a  furious  pas- 
sion with  one  of  them,  and  becomes  so  outrageous,  that  the  secretary 
orders  the  keeper  to  secure  and  confine  him.  Shortly  after,  the  secre- 
tary also  falls  into  so  terrible  a  rage  with  the  keeper,  that  the  latter 
thinks  it  but  prudent  to  accommodate  him  with  a  cell  and  a  straight- 
waistcoat.  We  were  in  hopes,  that  as  insanity  was  taking  its  rounds, 
that  the  keeper  himself  would  have  become  mad  and  so  filled  up  the 
measure  of  folly.  This  piece,  in  its  plan  and  composition,  is  of  a 
higher  order  than  the  fore-mentioned  ones.  It  approaches  very  near 
a  regular  comedy,  and  might,  with  a  little  modification,  take  a  not 
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inferior  place  amongst  those  modera  theatrical  pieces,  which  the  French 
call  pieces  a  tiroir^  because  they  contain  several  unconnected  characters 
that  are  dereioped  one  after  the  other,  as  you  draw  out  the  drawers  of 
a  cabinet  or  secretaire.  Amongst  the  fools  who  figure  in  £2  Ospidal 
de  las  Podridos  is  a  poet,  who  cannot  digest  an  absurdity  that  appears 
in  the  first  verses  of  an  old  song,  where  it  is  said,  that  Charlemagne 
was  one  day  playing  at  chess  with  the  cliief  Moor  Almeria.  The  fool 
shrewdly  enough  observes,  that  an  emperor  must  have  had  something 
else  to  do  than  play  at  chess ;  and  insists  upon  having  the  last  will  of 
the  author  of  the  song  examined,  to  see  if  there  be  not  an  injunction 
to  his  executors  to  correct  the  mistake. 

All  the  interludes  that  I  have  here  mentioned  are  to  be  found  in  the 
voluminous  collection  of  Lopez  de  Vega's  dramatic  works,  and  are 
probably,  written  by  him«  It  is  to  be  regretted  that  these  are  the  only 
ones  that  have  been  printed  or  come  down  to  our  times ;  for  although 
they  could  not  be  held  up  as  models  of  dramatic  composition,  yet  they 
might  have  furnished  modem  writers  for  the  stage  with  a  great  variety 
of  comic  situations,  pleasant  adventures,  and  frank  and  joyous  humour, 
which  might  very  advantageously  replace  the  servile  and  spiritless  imi- 
tations, and  meagre  and  tasteless  rechauffes^  which  are  so  profusely  ob- 
truded upon  the  English  and  French  public  at  present.  Indeed,  the 
dramatic  literature  of  Spain,  the  offspring  of  the  fresh  and  fertile 
Castilian  imagination,  may  be  considered  as  a  rich  mine,  from  which 
though  there  has  been  already  much  valuable  and  sterling  ore  extract- 
ed, yet  still  sufficient  remains  to  reward  the  labour  and  ingenuity  of 
iiiture  adventurers.  D. 


ON   SEEING   A   TOMB   ADORNED   WITH    ANGELS   WEEPING. 

Though  sculptors,  with  mistaken  art, 

Place  weeping  angels  round  the  tomb ; 
Tet,  when  the  good  and  great  depart, 

These  shout  to  bear  their  conquerors  home. 

Glad  they  survey  their  labours  o^er, 

And  hail  them  to  their  native  skies ; 
Attend  their  passage  to  the  shore, 

And  with  their  mounting  spirits  rise. 

Britain  may  mourn  her  Patriot  dead, 

And  pour  her  sorrows  o^er  his  dust : 
But  streaming  eyes,  and  drooping  head, 

III  suit  those  guardians  of  the  just. 

Parents  may  shed  a  tender  tear, 

And  friends  indulge  a  parting  groan  ; 
If  these  in  mimic  form  appear, 

Such  pious  grief  becomes  the  stone. 

But  if  the  wounded  marble  bear 

Celestial  forms  to  grace  the  urn, 
Let  triumph  in  their  eyes  appear— 

Nor  dare  to  make  an  angel  mourn. 
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The  infonnalion  which  we  received  from  the  two  alarmists^  whom, 
as  I  have  already  related,  we  discovered  like  the  valiant  fat  knights,  ly- 
ing upon  their  faces,  induced  us  to  take  the  precaution  of  reconnoitriDg 
the  position  and  force  of  the  enemy's  troops.    This  duty,  which  is  called 
patrolling,  is  usually  performed,  in  the  first  instance,  by  some  cavalry 
oificer,  who  takes  with  him  four  or  five  of  his  men,  merely  to  prevent 
surprise.     I  shall  here  give  a  slight  notion  of  the  manner  in  which  this 
duty  is  done  ;  but  first,  we  must  beg  our  civil  readers  will  not  confomid 
us  with  that  highly  meritorious  body  of  men,  called,  xar'  gfoj^ip*,  the 
horse-patrol ;  who  may  be  observed  pursuing  their  nocturnal  rounds 
in  the  villages  near  the  metropolis,  and  with  whose  cry  of  *'  pad-rowl,*' 
no  doubt  many  of  our   readers  must  be  acquainted.     Perhaps  the 
strongest  distinction  between  us  and  that  worthy  body  of  men  is,  that 
the  horse-patrol  invariably  perform  their  duties  on  foot.     When  the 
patrolling  party  advances,  two  dragoons  are  first  despatched,  about  fifty 
yards  from  one  another,  with  their  carbines  upon  their  knee,  while  the 
officer,  wifh  the  sergeant,  follows  at  the  distance  of  sixty  or  seventy 
yards  from  the  last  dragoon,  and  the  rear  is  in  general  brought  op  by 
another  of  the  party.     The  advance  is  made  with  the  utmost  caution, 
the  soldiers  in  front  examining  every  hedge  and  bush  :  the  moment  they 
scent  the  enemy  they  fire  their  carbines,  and  retreat  if  the  danger  is  at 
hand,  or  else  wait  till  their  officer  rides  up  to  make  his  observations. 
The  direction  given  on  these  occasions  is  to  gather  as  much  informa- 
tion as  possible,  but  never  to  incur  the  danger  of  being  captured  ;  which 
would  of  course  defeat  the  object  in  view.     Under  these  circumsUnces 
it  is  not  considered  derogatory  to  the  honour  of  a  soldier  to  display  the 
best  part  of  valour,  and  to  live  to  fight  another  day.    In  passing  through 
villages  there  is  of  course  more  danger  of  surprise  (which  we  this  day 
proved)  than  in  the  open  country,  and  it  is  the  usual  practice  to  make  the 
dragoons  ride  two  or  three  times  up  and  down  the  street  before  the  offi- 
cer considers  it  conformable  to  military  regulations  to  venture  bis  own 
person.     On  the  present  occasion  I  took  with  me  a  sergeant  and  three 
men ;  and  in  the  selection  of  my  attendants  I  paid  particular  attention 
to  their  physical  strength  and  mental  courage.    One  of  the  privates  who 
now  accompanied  me  I  had  oflen  employed  on  similar  occasions.     He 
was  an  athletic,  bold   enterprising  Scotchman,  about  six  feet  higli. 
Like  Cinna,  he  had  a  head  to  contrive,  and  a  hand  to  execute  any  mis- 
chief.    I  well  recollect,  when  we  lay  before  Pampeluna,  an  instance  of 
this  man's  courage  which  is  worth  repeating.     He  made  some  trifling 
bet  with  a  brother  soldier,  when  on  picquet,  that  he  would  knock  at 
the  city-gate,  notwithstanding  the  interposition  of  the  French  troops 
between  us  and  the  walls.     One  evening,  under  the  cover  of  vineyaixis 
and  standing  com,  he  crept  round  the  French  picquets,  lay  listening  to 
them  a  little  while,  then  stole  forwards,  knocked  at  the  gate,  and  re- 
treated in  safety  to  his  party  ;  an  action  which  was  visible  to  some  of 
our  own  men,  who  had  their  eyes  fixed  upon  his  movements. 

Ailer  having  patrolled  fourteen  or  fifteen  miles,  over  hill  and  dale, 
we  arrived  at  the  entrance  of  a  small  town,  where  we  had  some  sus- 
picions that  a  party  of  the  gens-d'armerie  of  the  province  was  quartered. 
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Accordingly,  I  directed  two  men  to  enter  the  town,  with  strict  injunc- 
tions to  use  eyerjr  precaution ;  but,  after  waiting  a  considerable  time  for 
their  return,  and  not  hearing  the  report  of  their  carbines,  I  determined 
to  advance  myself.  I  am  sure  it  must  have  been  an  amusing  thing  to 
an  indifferent  spectator  to  haye  seen  the  very  cautious  style  in  which 
we  now  made  our  approaches :  Macbeth,  when  he  was  on  his  way  to 
commit  the  murder^  could  not  have  looked  around  him  with  greater 
anxiety  than  we  did.  At  last  the  mystery  was  explained, — at  the  bot- 
tom of  the  street  I  perceived  my  two  heroes  led  captives  from  a  wine- 
house  by  a  party  of  gens-d^armes,  and  I  learned  from  a  peasant  that, 
attracted  by  the  smell  of  the  wine,  the  rogues  had  got  off  their  horses^ 
and  had  no  sooner  entered  the  house  than  they  were  instantly  captured 
by  a  party  of  the  enemy,  who  were  regaling  themselves  there.  They 
paid  dearly  for  their  indiscretion.  About  three  or  four  months  after- 
wards they  joined  me  at  Bourdeaux ;  and  from  the  day  of  their  capture 
until  that  time  they  had  never  enjoyed  a  day's  rest:  marched  in  the 
first  instance  to  Verdun,  the  advance  of  the  Allies  drove  them  thence 
to  Ldsle ;  from  Lisle  they  were  sent  to  Cherbourg,  and  at  Cherbourg 
they  were  turned  loose  without  a  single  sous,  to  rejoin  the  English  army 
if  they  were  able.  Finding  it  impossible  to  recapture  our  companions^ 
we  were  compelled,  very  much  to  the  annoyance  of  the  stout-hearted 
Scotchman,  to  make  good  our  retreat,  without  any  attempt  at  a  rescue. 
However,  as  we  reached  the  outskirts  of  the  town,  we  sprang  some  fresh 
game  in  the  person  of  a  French  commissary,  in  a  large  cocked-hat  and 
feather,  who  was  making  the  best  of  his  way  out  of  town  towards  the 
French  camp,  mounted  on  a  horse  wliich  the  Scotchman  immediately 
recognised  as  the  steed  of  one  of  the  captives.  He  could  not  resist 
this ;  and  dropping  liis  carbine  by  the  »wivel,  he  drew  his  sword,  and 
commenced  the  chase.  He  gained  a  little  on  the  man  of  beef  and  mut- 
ton, before  the  latter  was  aware  of  his  pursuer ;  but,  on  perceiving  his 
danger,  he  fled  precipitately  towards  a  river,  which  ran  about  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  off.  The  race  was  admirable.  The  Scotchman,  tliinking  that 
a  live  commissary  was  of  greater  value  than  a  dead  one,  made  several 
snatches  at  him  as  he  came  up  with  him,  but  the  Frenchman's  ingenious 
evolutions  always  defeated  those  attempts.  The  spectacle  was  at  one 
time  very  ludicrous.  The  Scotchman  grasped  his  adversary's  immense 
cocked  hat,  which  was  tied  under  his  chin  by  the  scales,  and  he  would 
certainly  have  succeeded  in  either  detaining  or  in  choking  him,  had 
not  the  Frenchman,  with  great  presence  of  mind,  slipped  the  knot  which 
tied  the  ligature.  Like  an  over-hunted  stag  the  commissary  now  took 
the  water,  and  by  this  manoeuvre  gained  a  little  on  his  pursuer,  who 
now  began  to  cut  at  him  very  viciously ;  but  as  the  river  was  deep  and 
rapid,  and  his  horse  began  to  swim,  our  champion,  obeying  my  pe- 
remptory mandate,  gave  up  the  pursuit.  The  result  of  the  day's  cam- 
paign was  the  loss  of  two  men,  and  the  capture  of  one  cocked-hat. 

On  rejoining  our  detachment  I  found  them  waiting  my  return,  to  pro- 
ceed forthwith  to  the  army,  which  we  reached  about  two  o'clock' 'on 
the  following  day.  The  village  in  which  our  own  regiment  lay  was  on 
the  banks  of  the  Garonne,  and  contained,  in  addition  to  the  English  bri- 
gade, Morillo's  corps  of  the  Spanish  army.  The  French  were  posted 
on  the  heights,  on  the  other  side  of  the  river ;  with  the  picquets  upon 
the  banks,  so  that  the  officers  on  each  side  could  converse  together 
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with  ease.    About  five  o'clock  in  the  aftenooD  we  received  an  otdet  te 
be  monnted  at  ten ;  whicb  pot  oi  dl  in  good  spiritB,  and  on  aaHenbiing 
^  that  hour,  we  foimd  that  our  present  duly  was  to  pass  orer  (he  pon- 
toons, which  the  engineers  were  then  laying  across  the  river.     Mf  or- 
ders were  to  pass  over  with  about  twenty  men,  and  skirmish,  while  the 
remainder  were  crossing.    No  Tory  eoyiabie  amusement,  it  must  be 
confesped,  on  a  dark  night    The  swelling  of  the  waters  from  the  rains 
in  the  mountains,  had  so  increased  the  breadth  of  the  river,  that  we 
found  we  had  thirty  yards  of  pontoons  wanting;  the  consequeoce  of 
which  was  that  we  f^ere  compelled  to  return,  and  all  our  pontoons 
fell  into  the  hands  of  the  enemy.    At  daybreak  the  next  mornii^,  the 
conrafiander  of  the  forces  came  do?m,  and  instead  of  finding  his  troops 
established  on  the  right  bank  of  the  river  and  en^^ed  with  the  enemy, 
to  his  no  little  chagrin,  discovered  what  had  taken  place  the  night  be- 
fore.   This  circumstance,  1  suppose,  rather  ruffled  his  temper ;  the 
effects  of  which  were  vicdbte  in  the  case  of  a  Spanish  soldier,  whom  at 
this  moment  1  saw  crossing  his  excellency's  path,  carryii^  a  bottle  of 
^ine,  and  pursued  by  an  old  countryman,  excbiming  in  some  horrible 
patois  against  the  dishonesty  of  the  Spaniard.    The  FrenclmiaB  seeing 
that  the  commander-in«cfadef  wore  a  cocked-hat,  immediately  made  his 
^complaint  to  him.    The  provost-marshal  (whose  powers  extend  to  life 
and  limb)  Was  ordered  instantly  to  take  cognizmce  of  the  offeaee ;  and 
on  his  arrival  the  delinquent  was  tied  to  a  log  of  wood,  protesting  ve- 
hemently against  being  flogged.    Unfortunately  for  him,  however,  such 
an  apprehension  was  entirely  vain,  for  in  about  ten  minutes  from  the 
time  of  the  commission  of  the  offence,  half  a  dozen  balls,  from  the  car- 
bines of  as  many  dragoons,  effectually  prevented  the  delinquent  from 
i^peating  hfo  crime.    This  was  ^^  Philosophy  teaching  by  example^ 
with  a  vengeance ;  but  after  all  it  did  not  destroy  tliat  innate  love  of 
wine  by  wj^ch  all  the  Spaniards  are  distinguished. 

The  commander-in-chief  being  determined  to  throw  the  right  of  the 
'  army  over  the  ^ver,  above  Toulouse,  we  proceeded  along  the  bank 
until  we  arrived  at  the  place  where  the  Garonne  Is  formed  by  tbe 
junction  of  two  smaller  rivers.  The  first  of  these  we  succeeded  in  cross- 
ing by  a  pontoon  bridge,  and  we  had  then  to  march  across  the  country 
for  eight  or  ten  leagues,  in  order  to  cross  the  other  branch.  Hie 
army  lay  on  the  baidts  of  the  latter  stream,  and  I  was  stationed  in  an 
old  chateau  in  the  rear.  My  directions  were  to  cross  the  river  oppo- 
site the  chateau ;  which,  however,  1  found  it  impossible  to  do,  both 
by  reason  of  the  depth  of  the  river,  and  of  a  company  of  French  light 
infantry  on  the  opposite  bank.  It  was  about  sun-set  when  I  took  my 
station,  and  having  doubled  my  vldettes,  and  directed  my  picquet  to 
keep  on  the  alert,  it  occurred  to  me  that  it  was  a  ridiculous  tiling  to 
be  starving  in  the  very  granary  of  France.  As  the  most  peaceable 
plan  of  securing  a  supper,  1  commanded  my  trumpeter  to  attend  me, 
and  proceeded  to  mak^  a  vigorous  attack  upon  a  strong  garrison  of 
pigeons  at  the  top  of  the  chateau.  Here,  ^^  like  an  eagle  in  a  dove- 
cote,'' I  did  great  execution,  with  the  assistance  of  the  trumpeter;  when 
suddenly  our  ears  were  assailed  by  the  sound  of  several  shots,  wliich 
intimated  that  there  was  some  sharp  skirnushing  going  forward,  and 
immediately  he  of  the  sounding  brass  and  myself  flew  without  helmet 
or  swords  to  our  steeds.    The  skirmishing  was  now  all  round  ua,  for 
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the  enemy  had  crossed  the  river  in  two  plaees,  for  the  purpose  of  sur- 
prising my  picquet.  I  retreated  according  to  order,  reporting  the  affair 
to  my  commanding  officers,  and  disputing  every  inch  of  the  way.  In 
a  short  time  we  forced  the  enemy  across  Uie  riyer  again,  and  I  once 
more  gained  possession  of  my  chateau ;  where  I  was  happy  to  find  my 
tword  and  helmet,  together  with  the  pigeons,  which,  for  a  marvel,  were 
untouched.  Tlus  game  was  repeated  twice  during  the  night,  which  gave 
me  very  little  time  to  roast  and  eat  my  pigeons.  On  the  evening  of  the 
ensuing  day  I  was  called  in  from  my  picquet,  to  join  my  regiment  just  as 
it  was  upon  the  point  of  marching.  We  retraced  our  steps  over  the  first 
branch  of  the  river,  and  arrived  pretty  nearly  at  the  same  place  from 
which  we  started.  This  march  lasted  us  for  about  fourteen  hours,  and 
was  almost  the  only  specimen  of  a  retreat  I  met  with  while  on  my 
campaign.  During  the  course  of  this  night's  journey,  I  witnessed  ap 
incident  strongly  characteristic  of  a  military  life,  and,  moreover,  one 
which  proves  how  much  human  nature  can  endure,  when  freed  from 
the  trammels  of  artificial  refinement.  The  baggage  and  women  being 
in  the  front  in  the  retreat,  we  passed  about  midnight  a  soldier's  wife, 
who  had  just  brought  a  young  hero  into  the  world.  Notwithstanding 
her  accouchement,  this  hardy  creature  kept  up  with  us  on  our  march, 
sometimes  walking,  and  sometimes  being  allowed  to  ride  upon  a  mule, 
and  arrived  amongst  the  first  at  the  place  of  our  destination. 

Harassing  as  this  march  had  been  to  us,  we  had  scarcely  rested  ^^fe 
hours  in  our  quarters  ere  the  bugle  again  sounded  for  us  to  assemble  ; 
and,  on  turning  out,  I  received  orders  to  proceed  with  the  baggage  to 
a  village  a  few  miles  distant,  and  there  to  wait  for  farther  orders.  We 
found  very  superior  entertainment  at  the  venerable  chateau  of  the  Due 
de  Castiglione,  which  was  situated  in  the  village,  and  which,  in  the  ar- 
ticle of  provender,  would  have  satisfied  even  Captain  Dugald  Dalgetty 
himself.  Moreover,  there  was  an  excellent  billiard-table,  at  which  the 
veterinary  surgeon  and  myself  contrived  to  while  away  the  whole  day 
very  pleasantly.  Just  as  I  was  making  good  my  quarters  for  the  nigh^ 
by  preparing  to  repose  between  a  pair  of  soil  sheets,  I  received  orders 
to  proceed  immediately  with  the  baggage,  to  rejoin  the  regiment,  then 
about  twenty  miles  distant.  My  sergeant  had  procured  a  guide,  who 
made  his  appearance  bare-headed ;  and  as  we  passed  through  the  vil*- 
lage,  he  requested  permission  to  enter  one  of  the  houses,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  getting  his  hat :  I  waited  for  twenty  minutes,  and  might  have 
been  waiting  there  still  for  the  return  of  this  faithful  attendant,  who 
was  doomed  jamais  revenir  ;  but  the  sergeant,  who  was  very  much 
chagrined  at  my  greenness  in  suffering  him  to  leave  us  for  an  instant, 
soon  supplied  us  with  another  guide.  This  last  fellow  played  us  a  still 
worse  trick :  we  had  passed  over  a  plain,  where  I  had  heard  a  great 
many  of  the  challenges  of  the  French  videttes — Qui  wd«,  and  Qui  va 
la  ?  when  suddenly  I  found  that  our  conductor  was  leading  us  into  the 
teeth  of  the  enemy,  and  that  our  baggage  was  in  close  contact  with  a 
party  of  their  light-horse.  We  instantly  stopped,  and  the  sergeant,  by 
way  of  ensuring  the  fidelity  of  his  protegi^  loaded  a  pistol  before  his 
eyes,  and  held  it  during  the  remainder  of  our  march  pretty  close  to 
his  ear,  assuring  him  that  the  moment  he  discovered  any  treachery,  he 
would  draw  the  trigger.  This  measure  had  the  desired  effect,  and  at 
last  we  reached  our  quarters  in  safety. 
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It  would  afford  my  readers  very  little  amusement^  whatever  interest 
the  youthful  Thunders  yet  unborn  may  hereafter  take  in  the  relation, 
to  follow  me  through  my  various  marches  and  countermarches,  to  listco 
to  my  deeds  of  valour  in  "  field  and  foray,"  "  wherein,  I,  I,  Comet  Ja- 
llos  Wood  Thunder,  seemed  "  the  lightning  in  the  eyes  of  France,"  I 
will  not  relate  how  many  unchristian  souls  I  let  out,  and  how  the  French 
mothers  would  terrify  their  rebellious  children  into  obedience,  by  re- 
peating before  them  (as  erst  the  Saracen  nations,  the  dreaded  name  of 
Richard)  the  panic-creating  appellation  of  Le  Diable'Tonnere.  I  shall 
not  even  recount  the  celebrated  battle  of  Toulouse,  and  the  trinmpiis 
of  our  army,  Q^uorum  pars  magna  fui  ;  for,  as  David  Hume  has  justl? 
observed,  no  man  can  speak  long  of  himself  without  being  guilty  of 
vanity.  It  would  ill  consist  with  the  modesty  which,  1  would  fain  hope, 
distinguishes  the  writer  of  these  humble  memoirs,  to  teU  how  much  of 
the  success  of  that  great  day  was  owing  to  the  prowess  of  liis  arm  :— 
the  deeds  which  he  did,  and  the  men  that  he  slew,  are  they  not  written 
in  the  Grazette  ? 

Passing  thus  over  the  battle  of  Toulouse  without  any  farther  com- 
ment, we  made  our  public  entry  into  that  city  in  great  state.  Our 
trumpeters  were  ordered  to  strike  up  "  See  the  conquering  Hero 
comes ;"  but  unfortunately,  being  of  late  unpractised  in  '^  the  concord 
of  sweet  sounds,"  they  only  produced  a  very  discordant  concert,  to  the 
great  amusement  of  the  citizens  of  Toulouse.  Not  less  entertaining 
to  us  was  the  mistake  of  these  worthy  people,  in  not  recognfeing 
the  Baal  which  they  thought  it  their  duty  to  worship.  Tlie  French, 
unluckily,  had  not  the  power,  like  Martinus  Scriblerus,  of  forming  an 
abstract  idea  of  a  general,  whose  essence  in  their  opinion  consisted  in 
liis  epaulettes.  Several  officers  were  consequently  pitched  upon  bj 
the  multitude  as  the  Great  Captain  of  the  age,  and  were  compelled  to 
submit  to  their  fawnings  until  we  arrived  at  the  town-house,  which  is 
called  the  Capitol,  when  the  veritable  Amphitryon  was  shewn  to  ihem. 
I  overheard  several  exclamations  of  surprise  from  amongst  the  crowd, 
on  seeing  the  commander-in-chief  in  his  old  glazed  cocked-hat  and 
flhabby  blue  coat.  Un  gknerdl!  sacrel  Un  general  sans  epauUtia! 
Je  crois  qu'il  n'^est  qu'un  corporal !  As  soon  as  his  excellency  nad  been 
presented  to  the  municipal  authorities,  we  moved  forward  towards  the 
south,  in  the  line  of  the  famous  canal  of  Langiiedoc.  As  we  left  the 
town,  a  very  different  scene  presented  itself  from  that  wliich  we  had 
just  witnessed  within  the  walls.  Instead  of  the  boisterous  enthusiasm 
and  gay  festivities  with  which  the  French  had  thought  it  their  duty  to 
entertain  us  in  Toulouse,  we  were  now  saluted  with  the  disgustins: 
spectacle  which  a  field  of  battle  affords  "  when  the  battle's  lost  and 
won,"  when  the  ardour  and  excitement  which  the  conflict  gives  birth 
to  have  passed  away,  and  the  only  feeling  of  the  heart  is  a  sense  of  the 
most  lively  compassion  for  the  sufferings  which  we  have  ourselves  been 
instrumental  in  producing.  I  was  heartily  rejoiced  to  make  my  escape 
from  this  scene  of  death,  and  my  spirits  gradually  recovered  their  tone 
under  the  influence  of  the  most  beautiful  scenery  in  Europe.  A  con- 
siderable part  of  our  march  lay,  as  I  have  already  mentioned,  aion^ 
the  canal  of  Languedoc,  which,  until  surpassed  by  similar  undertakings 
in  our  own  country,  was  considered  one  of  the  most  astonishing  works 
in  Europe.     Towards  the  close  of  the  afternoon  of  our  first  day's  march 
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from  Touloase,  we  came  in  contact  with  the  advdnced-guard  of  the 
army  under  the  command  of  Marshal  Sachet,  to  prevent  whose  junc- 
tion with  Soalt  was  the  ohject  of  the  late  hattle.  Daring  this  skirmish 
I  had  an  opportanity  of  witnessing  the  great  skill  of  the  German  marks- 
men. 1  happened  to  he  close  hehind  a  company  of  the  fifth  battalion 
of  the  sixtieth  regiment,  which  was  stationed  some  three  or  four  hun- 
dred yards  from  the  enemy,  who  were  busily  firing  from  behind  some 
felled  trees  which  they  bad  made  into  a  temporary  redoubt.  I  observed 
one  of  the  French  soldiers  crossing  from  one  side  of  the  road  to  the 
other,  who  attracted  the  attention  of  one  of  our  German  riflemen. 
With  all  the  promptitude  and  despatch  which  a  sportsman  displays  when 
he  is  abont  to  bring  down  a  woodcock,  he  levelled  his  musquet,  and 
ere  the  Frenchman  could  advance  another  step  he  had  received  the 
ball  in  his  breast.  A  few  hours  afterwards  we  passed  over  the  spot 
where  he  fell-  The  body  had  been  completely  stripped  by  his  worthy 
comrades,  and  1  never  beheld  in  all  my  campaigns  so  ghastly  an  object. 
A  blue  livid  appearance  overspread  all  his  features ;  but  the  ball  had 
been  so  certain  and  so  swifl,  that  nothing  but  a  single  life-drop  appear- 
ed to  have  flowed  from  his  bosom.  After  advancing  two  days^  march 
towards  Perpignan,  we  received  the  accounts  of  the  treaty  of  peace 
having  been  signed — most  afflicting  news  to  a  soldier^s  ear — the  final 
period  to  plunder  and  promotion ! 

We  remained  in  the  quarters  where  the  war  left  us  for  upwards  of 
three  months — a  period  which  we  contrived  to  pass  very  pleasantly, 
amid  all  the  amusements  which  ^'  the  vine-covered  hills  and  gay  regions 
of  France"  never  fail  to  supply.  "  A  truant  disposition,"  with  the 
consent  of  my  commanding  officer,  led  me  to  visit  the  shores  of  the 
Mediterranean,  in  company  with  two  or  three  of  my  brother-officers, 
who  were  desirous,  like  myself^  "  of  seeing  foreign  travail."  Our 
route  lay  through  the  town  of  Perpignan,  which  at  that  time  had  the 
honour  of  being  the  head-quarters  of  the  famous  Marshal  Suchet, 
Due  d^Albufera.  We  had  not  been  many  minutes  in  our  auberse^ 
when  we  were  waited  upon  by  some  officers  of  rank  on  the  staff  of  the 
marshal,  who  vied  vdth  each  other  in  their  display  of  courtesy  and  at- 
tention. They  insisted  upon  our  dining  with  them  at  a  distinguished 
party,  consisting  principally  of  men  of  high  rank  in  the  French  army, 
— an  invitation  which  we  accepted  with  great  satisfaction.  On  the 
marshal  being  apprised  ofour  arrival  in  the  town,  he  despatched  one  of 
his  aides-de-camp  to  beg  the  favour  of  our  company  to  a  ball  which  he 
was  gfiving  the  same  evening.  The  scene  was  a  splendid  one.  The 
vivacity  of  a  French  ball  was  to  me  highly  attractive.  The  gay 
glancing  uniform  of  the  officers,  and  the  still  more  sparkling  eyes  of 
the  animated  French  girls,  formed  a  curious  contrast  to  my  recollec- 
tions of  the  sombre  and  silent  sobriety  which  reigns  in  an  English 
ball-room,  where  serious  gentlemen  in  black  coats  herd  together  as  if 
for  the  purpose  of  protecting  themselves  against  the  approaches  of  any 
of  those  demure  damsels  who  sit  smiling  at  grief  in  single  blessedness. 
The  great  beauty  of  the  French  women  is  to  be  found  in  their  eyes 
and  ankles,  both  of  which  they  are  very  fond  of  bringing  into  play. 
Unlike  our  English  women,  they  possess  nothing  of  that  cautious  re- 
serve and  watchful  propriety  which  damps  the  kindling  ardour  of  a 
hall-room  passion.  On  our  entrance  we  were  conducted  to  the  marshal, 
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who  9ate  in  state  at  the  head  of  the  room,  and  amazinglj  magnificent 
he  looked.  He  seemed  to  my  imaginatioD  the  beau^deal  of  a  mar- 
shal of  that  military  empire,  which  had  triumphed  so  long  over  the  pros- 
trate states  of  Europe.     He  was  a  man  of  most  commanding  appearance. 

His  dark  moustache  and  curly  hair 
ShewM  him  no  carpet  knight  so  trim ; — 

but  rather  bespoke  that  rugged  determination  of  character  for  which  he 
was  so  celebrated.  In  honour  of  their  guests  the  French  officers,  for 
the  greater  part  of  the  night,  abandoned  their  waltzes  and  quadrilles, 
and  only  danced  the  contre-danse ;  and  I  had  the  good  fortune  to  be  in- 
troduced to  one  of  the  most  vivacious  and  captivating  creatures  I  ever 
beheld.  Of  course  I  became  eperdument  amoureux^  and  endeavoured  to 
express  the  admiration  with  which  she  had  inspired  me.  I  was  just  be- 
ginning to  think  that  the  badinage  we  were  talking  had  reached  the 
utmost  limits  of  discretion,  when  a  French  colonel  approached  us,  said 
a  few  smart  things,  and  then  observed  that  Madame,  he  supposed,  was 
thinking  of  paying  a  visit  to  England  with  M.  le  Capitaine  ;  to  which 
the  lady  replied,  much  to  my  chagrin,  but  with  infinite  simplicity, 
^'  Je  vous  assure^  que  Monsieur  le  Capitaine  n^est  pas  susceptible  /''  I  now 
began  to  consider  what  my  Northamptonshire  friends  would  say,  if  I 
should  introduce  a  Madame  Tonnere  amongst  them  ;  but  I  was  soon 
relieved  from  my  perplexities  by  the  colonel,  from  whom  I  learned 
that  the  lady  was  married.  According  to  the  French  fashion,  I  was  in- 
vited to  breakfast  with  my  fair  partner  the  next  morning,  and  was  re- 
ceived by  her  in  her  sahn.  She  was  lying  in  bed,  dressed  in  a  rich 
morning  dishabille.  This  reception  at  first  a  little  perplexed  my  Eng- 
lish notions,  but  I  was  soon  freed  from  my  embarrassment^  by  the  en- 
trance of  some  other  visitors,  and  the  morning  passed  off  verj  plesr 
santly. 

Afler  traversing  the  delightful  shores  of  the  Mediterranean,  I  again 
joined  my  regiment,  which  was  stationed  at  Montesquieu,  on  the  beau- 
tiful canal  of  Languedoc,  where  we  remained  for  about  two  months 
longer,  at  the  end  of  which  time  we  were  ordered  home,  and  marched 
through  the  whole  of  France,  from  Toulouse  to  Calais,  and  so  embark- 
ed for  England.  Now,  retired  from  the  tumults  of  the  camp,  and  strip- 
ped of  the  gorgeous  garniture  of  war,  I  have  converted  my  sword  in- 
to a  ploughshare,  and  instead  of  being  this  night  in  the  trenches,  to 
morrow  in  the  field,  and  the  next  day  in  the  breach,  I, 

whose  lightning  pierced  th^  Iberian  lines, 

Now  form  mj  quincunx  and  now  rank  mj  vines. 

J.  W.  T. 
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Of  Animal  Food  in  general 

If  brute  beasts  could  make  definitions,  they  would  undoubtedly 
describe  man  as  the  most  Toracious  animal  on  the  face  of  the  globe. 
What  is  there,  in  fact,  throughout  all  nature,  that  can  escape  his  jaws 
and  that  he  has  not  tasted  ?  Most  of  the  other  animals  are  satisfied 
with  one  sort,  or  at  any  rate  with  a  very  few  kinds  of  food.  Now  the 
vegetable  kingdom  alone  furnishes  us  with  almost  innumerable  species 
of  aliments,  and  there  is  nothing  to  compel  us  to  seek  our  subsistence 
beyond  its  limits,  if  we  were  not  so  extravagant  and  insatiable.  The 
ancient  Gymnosophists  and  the  modern  Bramins  of  Hindoostan  furnish 
sufficient  evidence,  that  man  can  live  on  vegetables  alone :  for,  as  these 
Indian  philosophers  believe  in  the  transmigration  of  souls,  they  take 
the  utmost  care  not  only  not  to  kill,  but  even  to  avoid  injuring  any 
animal,  lest  in  so  doing  they  may  perchance  injure  one  of  their  own 
ancestors.  Indeed,  they  carry  their  kindness  to  animated  creatures 
to  a  pitch  that  must  excite  a  smile,  if  not  surprise.  Having  founded 
a  hospital  for  the  maintenance  of  different  sorts  of  animals  and  insects, 
they  sometimes  hire  a  man  to  spend  the  night  in  the  ward  appro- 
priated to  the  fleas.  Here  he  is  stripped  stark-naked,  bound  in  such 
a  manner  that  it  is  impossible  for  him  to  stir,  and  thus  left  for  the  ver- 
min to  regale  themselves  with  his  blood.  As  the  Bramins  so  cau- 
tiously abstain  from  those  murders,  so  many  of  which  are  daily  com- 
mitted in  Europe  by  every  servant-maid,  it  is  to  be  presumed  that  the 
animals  which  we  eat  enjoy  with  them  a  secure  asylum.  These  peo- 
ple therefore  subsist  wholly  on  fruit  and  vegetables,  but  these  must 
have  grown  above  the  surface  of  the  earth,  because  they  deem  it  sinful 
to  eat  any  thing  on  which  the  sun  has  not  shone.  The  ancient  Gym- 
nosophists were,  nevertheless,  so  healthy  and  attained  such  longevity, 
that  from  disgust  of  life,  they  committed  themselves  to  the  flames,  as 
Calanus  did  in  the  presence  of  Alexander  the  Great.  From  these  cir- 
cumstances I  shall  not  pretend  to  infer  that  they  were  exactly  in  their 
sober  senses,  or  that  it  was  their  vegetable  diet  which  caused  them  to 
live  to  so  advanced  an  age ;  but  their  example  affords  incontestable 
evidence  that  we  are  not  constrained  by  any  necessity  to  seek  our  food 
and  the  conservation  of  life  out  of  the  vegetable  kingdom.  We  have, 
however,  done  so :  the  lord  of  the  animal  creation  began  to  eat  his 
subjects,  and  many  of  his  descendants,  worse  than  the  brute  beasts, 
have  devoured  one  another. 

Neque  hie  lupis  mos,  nee  fait  leonibus 
Unquam,  Di»i  in  dispar  genus.  IIoii. 

Man  ransacked  earth,  air,  and  ocean ;  there  was  not  a  living  thing  the 
taste  of  which  he  did  not  try,  and,  before  he  knew  what  was  most 
agreeable  to  his  palate,  he  went  in  this  particular  much  farther  than  at 
present  Many  ancient  nations,  and  our  German  ancestors  among 
the  ivest,  ate  horse-flesh.  All  the  Tartar  and  Mongol  tribes  do  the 
same  at  this  day.  Mxcenas  and  Du  Prat  brought  the  flesh  of  the  ass 
into  vogue.  The  natives  of  many  parts  of  Asia,  Africa,  and  America, 
and  the  South-Sea  islanders  in  particular,  eat  dogs.  Hortensius,  the 
Roman  orator,  was  the  first  who  served  up  peacocks,  at  an  entertain- 
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ment  which  he  gare  to  the  soothsayers.  Frogs,  mice,  and  rats,  are 
delicacies  with  civilized  Datioos.  The  venomous  viper  itself  deiighto 
the  palate  of  the  Italian  with  its  jelly.  The  birds'-nests  of  Timqom 
and  the  intestines  of  the  snipe  are  exquisite  dainties  to  the  great ;  and 
unless  history  sadly  belies  him,  a  voracious  king  of  Lydia,  named 
Cambes,  one  night  cut  his  wife  in  pieces  and  devoured  her.  During 
this  repast  he  fell  asleep  ;  for  he  was  found  in  the  morning  with  her 
majesty's  hand  between  his  teeth,  and,  his  guilt  beii^  thus  betrayed, 
he  strangled  himself— the  villain !  I  know  not  whether  I  ought  to  give 
implicit  belief  to  this  story,  which  is  related  by  Athensus  from  the 
Lydiaca  of  Xanthus ;  but  how  can  it  be  absolutely  incredible,  since 
there  are  even  at  this  day  whole  nations  of  cannibals  ? 

It  may  be  asked  :  What  right  had  men  to  eat  animals  ?  Was  not 
the  vegetable  kingdom  abundantly  sufficient  for  their  sustenance  f 
Were  they  not  warned  by  Theopompus  of  old,  that  those  who  con- 
sumed much  animal  food  have  dull  mental  faculties,  become  prone  to 
anger,  cruel,  silly,  and  even  lose  their  reason  altogether  ?  Are  not 
his  words  apparently  verified  by  the  experiment  which  the  Prince 
of  Conde  made  with  a  man,  whom  he  fed  for  a  time  with  raw  flesh 
alone  ?  This  man  possessed  extraordinary  bodily  strength,  but  be  be- 
came wild  and  like  a  brute  beast  He  had  such  a  canine  voracity  that 
he  could  not  see  an  ox  without  longing  to  fall  upon  it  What  sort  of 
people  in  general  are  those  who  eat  raw  flesh  ?  Look  at  the  canmbalS| 
or  look  at  the  Calmucks  who  clap  their  horse-flesh  under  the  saddle, 
ride  away  upon  it  till  it  is  half  done,  and  then  devour  it  Beaks  aod 
talons  are  not  the  only  characteristics  of  rapacious  animals.  Those 
savage  people  are  a  kind  of  ravenous  beasts  in  human  shape.  What 
was  Cola  Pesce,  the  wild  man,  who  perished  in  the  whirlpool  in  the 
straits  of  Messina,  afler  he  had  passed  the  greatest  part  of  life  In  the 
sea,  and  subsisted  entirely  on  raw  fish  ?  If  such  creatures  can  be 
called  men,  the  human  character  is  no  very  honourable  or  enviable 
distinction. 

Would  it  not  then  appear  as  if  Nature  herself  had  forbidden  us  to 
eat  flesh,  since  the  use  of  animal  food  is  attended  with  such  conse- 
quences ?  There  may  be  something  in  this :  but  since  we  are  all  flesh- 
eaters,  and  nobody  will  set  the  example  of  relinquishing  the  practice, 
it  is  but  fair  we  should  prove  that  there  is  no  harm  in  it  There  are 
customs  among  men  which  they  will  not  give  up,  let  them  be  right  or 
wrong:  it  is  the  province  of  the  literati  to  demonstrate  that  all  these 
customs  are  extremely  proper ;  and  as  nothing  is  so  easy  as  to  con- 
vince a  person  of  something  of  which  he  wishes  to  be  convinced,  these 
evidences  are,  perhaps,  as  satisfactory  as  any  that  the  human  under- 
standing has  ever  adduced.  The  eating  of  animal  food  has  not  wanted 
vindicators.  I  will  briefly  explain  the  grounds  on  which  it  is  de- 
fended. 

If  we  examine  the  animals  which  do  not  eat  flesh,  we  shall  find  that 
their  stomach  is  of  a  very  difierent  structure  from  that  of  man.  Tlie 
animals  that  subsist  on  grain  and  berries  have  a  tluck,  muscular 
stomach,  before  which  there  is  a  large  gullet.  The  organs  of  di- 
gestion of  the  graminiverous,  ruminating  animals,  have  several  cavifies 
in  which  the  food  is  gradually  elaborated.     The  human  stomach,  on 
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the  other  hand,  is  of  the  same  kind  as  that  of  the  dog,  and  other  car- 
niyorons  animals..  This  is  one  proof;  only  it  must  not  be  too  stdctlj 
scnitinized.  The  point  here  is  not  that  it  be  onimpugnable,  but  that 
people  would  have  the  complaisance  to  admit  its  yaUdity,  in  order  that 
we  may  retain  a  right  to  animal  food. 

There  are  many  more  such  proo&,  and  our  pleasure  gives  them  ya- 
lidity.  It  is  true  we  often  like  what  is  pernicious  to  us ;  but  tbis  ob- 
jection can  only  apply  to  such  things  as  are  unpalatable  :  the  others 
here  form  an  exception.  I  am  aware  that  the  inhabitants  0/  hot 
countries  haye  a  strong  desire  for  animal  food,  as  we  see  in  the  Ca- 
ribs,  and  that  they  are  for  this  reason  subject  to  putrid  feyers,  because 
their  juices  are  more  liable  to  be  affected  by  the  intense  heat  of  the 
eun,  when  they  are  nourished  by  animal  sustenance.  But  what  are 
tropical  regions  to  us  inhabitants  of  the  North  ?  We,  poor,  creatures, 
have  no  nutritious  vegetables ;  our  soil  produces  nothing  good  but  fine 
pasturage  for  brute  beasts.  All  the  northern  provinces  of  Europe  are 
in  the  same  predicament.  Are  we  not  then  obliged,  whether  we  will 
or  not,  to  have  recourse  to  fish  and  flesh  ?  We  will  not  quarrel  with 
the  inhabitants  of  the  southern  parts  of  Italy,  France,  and  Spain,  for 
eating  little  or  no  flesh  excepting  that  of  poultry.  We  are  both  per- 
fectly right ;  they  in  not  desiring  animal  food,  and  we  in  being  fond 
of  it 

The  assertion  of  Theopompus,  confirmed  by  the  experunent  of  the 
Prince  of  Conde,  may  b6  perfectly  true  in  reference  to  raw  flesh ;  but 
for  that  very  reason,  we  boil,  and  roast,  and  hash,  and  stew  the  meat 
which  we  intend  to  eat,  that  it  may  be  converted  into  a  much  milder 
and  more  innocent  food  than  it  is  when  raw.*  This  careful  prepara- 
tion of  animal  food  is  a  fresh  proof  that  we  are  authorized  to  eat  it 
Raw  flesh  must  unquestionably  require  a  superhuman  digestion,  as  it 
possesses  a  peculiar  toughness  wluch  defies  our  digestive  powers.t 
The  same  argument,  however,  applies  to  many  vegetables ;  and  pro- 
bably this  is  the  cause  why  all  voracious  animals  are  so  savage,  so  in- 
tractable, so  furious  when  they  are  hungry,  and  so  dull,  cowardly,  and 
spiritless  when  they  have  glutted  themselves  with  prey.  Shaw  informs 
us  that  the  lion  himself,  after  an  abundant  meal,  loses  bis  courage  to 
such  a  degree,  that  a  girl  may  drive  him  away  with  a  stick  and  a  few 
sharp  words. 

The  best  argument  for  the  use  of  animal  food  is  to  be  deduced  from 
the  requisites  to  our  health  ;  and  a  circumstantial  exposition  of  it  may 
not  be  unprofitable  to  the  reader. 

All  sorts  of  animal  food  have  two  peculiar  properties  by  which  they 
differ  from  those  belonging  to  the  vegetable  kingdom.  One  is  this, 
that  they  abound  more  in  nutritious  juices ;  and  the  other,  that  the 
animal  juices  counteract  acidity.     Hence  it  is  necessary  to  use  animal 

*  ^^  It  appears  from  my  experiment!,  that  boiled,  and  roasted,  and  even  putrid 
meat,  is  easier  of  digestion  than  ratr.'*^ — Hunter  on  the  Animal  Economy. 

t  ^^  Ovar  food  muit  be  done  either  by  our  eook^  or  by  our  stomachy  before  digestion 
can  take  place  (see  1st  page  of  Obs.  on  Siesta)  ;  sarely,  no  man  in  his  senses 
would  willingly  be  so  wanting  in  consideration  of  the  comfort,  &c.  of  his  stomach, 
as  to  give  it  the  needless  trouble  of  cooking  and  digesting  also,  and  waste  its 
Taluable  energies  in  work  which  a  spit  or  a  stewpan  can  do  better.^'— «dr/  o/in^ 
vigoroUing  and  prolonging  Life^  p.  28. 
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food  in  Cases  where  speedy  nutrition  is  required,  and  where  the  wdi&j 
occasioned  by  yegetable  food  wants  a  corrective.  In  other  words,  ani- 
mal food,  like  all  other  alimentary  substances,  possesses  medical  pro- 
perties, and  this  alone  is  sufficient  to  justify  its  use. 

This  last  is  a  most  important  truth,  to  which  it  were  wise  to  sacrifice 
the  idle  question,  whether  it  is  right  to  eat  animal  food — a  question 
which  has  led  to  so  many  idle  discussions,  and  which  has  been  so  often 
decided  over  a  fine  sirloin  of  roast  beef.  It  is  uncertain  whether  we 
were  destined  to  eat  flesh-meat ;  but  it  is  certain  that  we  do  eat  it 
Let  us  then  make  ourselves  acquainted  with  the  properties  of  this  spe- 
cies of  food,  that  we  may  know  what  we  have  to  expect  from  it,  wlie- 
ther  we  have  a  right  to  eat  it  or  not 

I  foresee  that  I  shall  not  be  able  to  finish  these  inquiries  in  one  paper. 
On  the  present  occasion,  therefore,  I  shall  merely  submit  to  my  readen 
some  general  observations  on  the  properties  of  animal  food,  reserving  the 
liberty  of  recurring  occasionally,  in  future  essays,  to  this  important  sub- 
ject 

The  juices  of  animals  have  indisputably  a  nearer  affinity  with  oon 
than  the  juices  of  vegetables ;  hence  our  digestive  powers  are  capable 
of  secreting  from  them  a  copious  nutriment  On  tiiis  account  it  is 
that  animal  food,  upon  the  whole,  is  more  nutritious  than  vegetable, 
or  rather  that  it  nourishes  the  body  more  abundantly  and  more  speedily.* 
A  speedy  and  copious  nutrition  is  not  always  beneficial ;  nay,  there  are 
persons  to  whom  it  would  prove  extremely  injurious.  I  shall  prol>abIy 
take  some  future  occasion  of  entering  more  largely  into  tliis  matter ; 
suffice  it  then,  here,  to  illustrate  my  opinion  by  a  single  example. 
There  are  numbers  of  persons  ioclined  to  corpulence,  who  are  un- 
healthy merely  because  they  possess  a  superabundance  of  nutritions 
juices.  The  observations  of  all  ages  prove  that  such  persons  are  either 
liable  to  be  actually  afflicted  with  many  diseases,  or  that  they  are  in  a 
dangerous  state,  which  threatens  them  with  rapid  disorders  and  sudden 

*  ^^  The  best  Utit  of  the  restorative  qualities  of  food  are,  a  small  qnantity  of  it 
aatisfjing  hunger, — the  strength  of  the  pulse  after  it, — and  the  length  oif  tine 
which  elapses  before  appetite  returns  again :  according  to  these  rules,  the  editor^ 
own  experience  gives  a  decided  verdict  in  favour  of  roasted  or  broiled  beef  or 
mutton,  as  most  nutritive  ;  then  game  and  poultry,  of  which  the  meat  u  brown; 
next  veal,  and  Iamb,  and  poultry,  of  which  the  meat  is  white  ;  the  fat  kinds  of 
fish,  eels,  salmon,  herrings,  &c. ;  and  least  nutritive,  the  white  kinds  of  fish,  such 
as  whiting,  cod,  soles,  haddocks,  kc.  The  celebrated  trainer  Sir  Thomas  Par- 
kyns,  &c.  ^  greatly  preferred  beef-eaters  to  sheep4nters^  as  they  called  those  who 
ate  mutton.'  By  Or.  Stark's  very  curious  experiments  on  JDiet^  p.  110,  it  appears, 
that  ^  when  he  fed  upon  roasted  goose,  he  was  much  more  vigorous  both  in  body 
and  mind,  than  with  any  other  food.' — That  fish  is  less  nutritive  than  flesh,  the 
speedy  return  of  hunger  after  a  dinner  offish  is  sufficient  proof: — when  a  trainer 
at  Newmarkett  wishes  to  waste  a  jockey^  he  is  not  allowed  puidit^y  if  fidi  can  be 
had.  Crabs,  lobsters,  prawns,  tec,  unless  thoroughly  boiled  (which  those  sold 
ready  boiled  seldom  are),  are  tremendously  indigestible.  Shell  fish  have  long 
held  a  high  rank  in  the  catalogue  of  easily  digestible  and  speedily  restorative 
foods :  of  these,  oysters  certainly  deserve  the  best  character  ;  hut  we  think  that 
they  as  well  as  eggs,  gelatinous  substances,  rich  broths,  &c.  have  acquired  not  a 
little  more  reputation  from  these  qualities  than  they  deserve." — Art  of  hnigtrat* 
ing  Lifey  p.  29. 

t  ^^  Newmarket  afibrds  abundant  proofs,  how  much  may  be  done  by  trainiBg ; 
jockeys  sometimes  reduce  themselves  a  stone  and  a  half  in  a  week.'' — Wadd  on. 
Corpulency^  8vo.  1816.  p.  35. 
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death.  The  former  is  remarked  by  Plutarch,  among  many  other 
writers,  when  he  says,  that  those  persons  who  have  not  much  fat  are 
more  healthy  than  others ;  and  the  latter  is  testified  by  Hippocrates, 
who  declares,  that  a  person's  health  is  most  precarious  when  it  has  arriv- 
ed at  its  highest  degree.  Were  such  persons  to  be  fed  on  grayy-soups, 
and  with  the  flesh  of  young  animals  and  their  marrow,  like  Achilles, 
their  danger  would  incontestably  be  augmented,  and  their  already  su- 
perabundant juices  increased.  To  these  we  ought,  on  the  contrary, 
to  recommend  vegetable  aliments,  which  nourish  more  slowly  and  in 
a  less  degree ;  and  if  they  would  hold  life  by  a  more  secure  tenure, 
they  must  abstain  from  all  those  sorts  of  food  which,  from  a  con- 
fusion of  ideas,  are  commonly  considered  as  the  most  nutritious  and 
the  most  salutary.  They  must  take  for  their  models  the  temperate 
philosophers  of  antiquity,  who  could  sacrifice  without  regret  their 
palate  to  their  health.  Agesilaus  once  received  a  present  consisting 
of  extraordinary  luxuries  for  eating  and  drinking ;  but  he  kept  no  part 
of  them  for  himself  excepting  a  little  flour,  and  merely  tasted  the  rest. 
Lysander  was  still  more  abstemious,  when  a  dish  of  the  greatest  de- 
licacies was  presented  to  him,  ^^  Give  it  to  the  Helots,"  (the  slaves  in 
Sparta),  said  he,  choosing  rather  to  adhere  to  his  usual  simple  fare. 

Besides  their  nutritive  property,  animal  aliments  have  another  grand 
quality,  which  essentially  distinguishes  them  from  the  vegetable,  and 
this  is,  their  disposition  to  putrefaction.  When  vegetables  decay,  they 
generate  an  acid :  but  when  flesh  decays,  there  is  no  fermentation, 
but  a  putrefactive  process,  by  which  volatile  salts,  correspoading  in 
pungency  with  alkalies,  are  produced. 

It  is  proper  to  observe,  that  chemists  give  the  generic  name  o£  salts 
to  all  those  bodies  which  are  soluble  in  water,  and  which,  when  dis- 
solved, communicate  a  taste.  From  the  taste  it  was  first  discovered 
that  there  is  a  great  diflerence  between  the  salts.  Some  have  an  acid 
taste ;  and  alt  salts  belonging  to  this  class  may  be  detected  by  other 
tests,  and,  among  the  rest,  by  giving  a  red  colour  to  syrup  of  violets, 
when  they  are  mixed  with  it.  Other  salts  have  an  alkaline  taste,  and 
these,  when  mixed  with  syrup  of  violets,  turn  it  not  red,  but  green. 
When  an  acid  salt  is  mixed  with  an  alkaline,  an  efliervescence  ensues, 
and  a  salt  of  a  middle  or  neutral  kind  is  produced,  which  imparts  nei- 
ther a  red  nor  a  green  colour  to  the  syrup  of  violets.  These  three 
species  of  salts,  the  acid,  the  alkaline,  and  the  neutral,  constitute  the 
essential  parts  of  all  bodies,  in  so  far  as  they  can  be  tasted ;  and  from 
them  chiefly  we  must  judge  of  the  efiect  of  all  sorts  of  food  in  the 
human  body. 

I  have  observed  that  the  alimentary  substances  belonging  to  the 
vegetable  kingdom  produce  more  acid ;  whereas  the  animal  yield  in 
putrefaction  a  volatile  alkali.  As,  then,  acids  excite  appetite,  quench 
thirst,  allay  the  heat  of  the  blood,  prevent  its  too  great  fluidity  by  their 
astringency,  and  resist  putrefaction  ;  and  as  the  alkalies  have  a  con- 
trary efiect ;  it  must  be  obvious  that  it  cannot  be  matter  of  indiflerence 
to  all  persons,  under  all  circumstances,  whether  they  live  upon  a  ve- 
getable or  an  animal  diet.  Persons  whose  juices  are  already  in  a  pu- 
trid state,  or  have  a  tendency  to  putridity,  for  instance,  scorbutic  per- 
sons, or  patients  attacked  with  putrid  fevers,  would  destroy  themselves 
by  taking  strong  soups  or  other  sorts  of  animal  food ;  whereas  acids 
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from  the  vegetable  kingdom  would  be  much  better  adapted  to  tbdr 
cases.  Those,  on  the  other  hand,  woald  be  equally  imprudent,  who, 
when  their  stomachs  were  charged  with  acid,  should  eat  fmit,  or  use 
vinegar ;  for,  to  them,  soups  and  animal  food  would  be  much  more 
beneficial.  These  considerations  lay  the  first  ground-work  for  medi- 
cinal cookery. 

Whoever  knows  what  kinds  of  food  are  beneficial  for  persons  who 
are  disposed  either  to  acidity  or  to  putrefaction  of  the  juices,  will  soon 
learn  to  cook  for  such  as  are  in  health.  Neither  acid  nor  alkali  ought 
to  predominate  in  our  juices  :  consequently  all  the  dishes  of  each  meal, 
and  the  daily  series  of  all  the  meals,  ought  to  be  governed  by  a  refer- 
ence to  this  principle.  We  ought  not  to  make  a  meal  entirely  either 
on  fruits  which  have  a  manifest  acidity,  or  on  animal  substances  which 
tend  to  putrefaction ;  at  least  we  should  not  continue  this  diet  for 
several  successive  days,  or  repeat  it  too  often.  I  have  already  observed, 
that  from  the  mixture  of  acid  and  alkaline  aliments  a  neutral  salt  u 
produced.  This  salt  posseses  powerful  medicinal  properties.  It  dis- 
solves the  slimy  humour  in  the  stomach  and  intestines,  and  renders  it 
fluid.  As  this  slime  prevents  appetite,  it  is  obvious  that  the  neutral 
salts  must  tend  to  excite  it.  They,  moreover,  gently  stimulate  the 
fibres  of  the  stomach  and  intestines,  and  promote  their  motion.  Not 
only  are  the  digestive  powers  hereby  increased,  but  the  natural  eva- 
cuations are  facilitated.  They  moreover  keep  the  nutritive  juices  in  a 
fluid  state,  and  dissolve  the  viscous  humours,  which  might  otherwise 
obstruct  the  channels  that  are  intended  to  conduct  those  juices  into  the 
blood ;  in  short,  they  are  one  of  the  finest  medicines  for  persons  who 
make  a  profession  of  eating.  Accordingly,  nothing  is  more  advisable 
than  to  make  such  a  choice  of  dishes,  and  such  an  arrangement  of 
meals,  that  one  shall  serve  to  correct  the  other,  and  that  the  result  of 
their  mixture  in  the  stoniach  shall  be  a  compound  operating  in  the 
manner  of  a  neutral  salt.  The  whole  secret  consists  in  a  due  inter- 
mixture of  vegetable  and  animal  food,  and  of  their  condiments.  When 
one  dish  is  liable  to  produce  acidity,  either  the  article  that  is  eaten 
along  with  it,  the  seasoning,  or  the  following  dish,  should  be  alkaline ; 
and  vice  versa.  Hence  vegetables  which  tend  to  increase  acidity  should 
not  be  eaten  without  the  addition  of  animal  food,  which  yields  an  al- 
kali ;  that,  from  the  mixture  of  the  two,  the  contents  of  the  stomach 
may  partake  of  the  nature  of  a  neutral  salt.  Pecsons  disposed  to  fever 
and  effervescence  of  the  blood,  should  take  more  acid  than  alkaline 
food ;  because  the  heat,  as  it  seems,  is  occasioned  by  an  alkali  which 
already  predominates  in  their  juices.  Others,  on  the  contrary,  should 
never  take  acids  without  an  alkaline  admixture,  for  the  purpose  of  ge- 
nerating in  the  stomach,  by  means  of  this  admixture,  a  digestive  neutral 
salt,  to  balance  the  effects  of  the  other  two,  and  to  promote  the  doe 
mixture  of  the  juices.  Flesh-meat,  and  soups  made  with  it,  fowb  and 
fish,  are  all  things  which  counteract  acidity,  but  encourage  the  putre- 
faction of  the  juices.  Fruit  in  its  natural  state,  or  preserved,  salad, 
vinegar,  lemon,  milk,  wine,  are  remedies  against  putrefaction,  but  pro- 
mote acidity.  Let  the  one  be  taken  with  the  other,  and  neither  acidity 
nor  putrefaction  will  be  encouraged ;  the  healthy  juices  will  cootinqe 
in  that  state,  and  the  stomach  will  digest  easily  and  quickly.  The  cook 
of  every  great  man  ought  to  be  acquainted  with  the  constitution  of  his 
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ZDcister,  for  great  men  in  general  take  care  not  to  know  too  much  them- 
selves. It  IS  mostly  required  of  the  cook,  or  the  physician,  that  he 
draw  up  the  hill  of  fare,  and  set  nothing  but  wholesome  dishes  on  the 
table.  But  how  can  this  be  done,  unless  the  cook  be  at  the  same  lime 
a  physician,  or  the  physician  a  cook  ?* 

It  must  be  obvious  that  the  science  of  medicinal  cookery,  though 
founded  on  such  plain  principles,  requires  no  small  degree  of  intelli- 
gence and  circumspection.     For  a  person  in  good  health,  its  aim  should 
be  to  set  before  him  such  aliments  as  are  adapted  to  the  powers  of  his 
digestive  organs ;  and  these  depend  on  his  way  of  life,  habits,  and 
passions.    Care  should  be  taken,  at  the  same  time,  to  proportion  them 
in  such  a  manner  as  that  they  shall  not  threaten  him  either  with  acidity 
or  putrefaction ;  and  therefore  all  his  dishes,  sauces,  drinks,  and  repasts 
in  general,  should  be  ranged  on  his  table  like  two  armies ;  the  acidity 
of  one  of  which  should  destroy  the  alkaline  tendency  of  the  other,  as 
soon  as  they  meet  in  the  field  of  battle,  which  is  the  stomach.    In  ca- 
tering for  an  invalid,  due  attention  should  be  paid,  not  only  to  the 
disordered  state  of  his  stomach  or  his  juices,  but  also  to  the  season,  the 
weather,  and  twen^  other  circumstances,  which  decide  for  or  against  the 
use  of  various  species  of  food.    As  a  damp,  warm  air,  predisposes  our 
juices  to  putrefaction,  we  ought,  at  such  a  time,  either  to  abstain  from 
animal  food  altogether,  or  to  associate   with  it  such  a  proportion  of 
substances  of  an  acid  nature  as  to  give  the  latter  a  preponderance  in  the 
nutritive  juices.    In  severe  cold,  we  should  scarcely  be  content  with 
acid  matters,  which  cool  the  blood — such  weather  requires  animal  food. 
Much  depends  also  on  the  kind  of  life  we  lead,  and  whether  a  person 
is  obliged  to  work  hard  or  not.     In  the  first  case,  broths  or  soups 
would  be  very  unsuitable,  because  light  and  liquid  food  passes  off  too 
quickly  with  strong  exercise  in  the  cold  s^r,  and  leaves  the  craving 
stomach  without  stay.     Brown  bread,  fat  pork,  and  pudding,  are  dishes 
fit  for  labouring  people  in  winter ;  but  for  those  who  follow  sedentary 
occupations,  soups,  broths,  the  flesh  of  young  animals,  and  tender  food, 
are  better  adapted. 

I  introduce  these  examples  merely  to  show  what  extensive  knowledge 
one  ought  to  possess  to  be  minutely  particular  in  regard  to  food  and 
diet.  *  Fortunately,  it  is  possible  for  us  to  live  without  this  extreme 
precaution :  for,  as  to  acid  food,  I  have  already  stated  that  the  Gym- 
nosophists,  and  many  thousand  others,  have  grown  old  upon  an  ex- 
clusively vegetable  diet;  and  the  same  thing  may  be  asserted  of  those 
aliments  which  dispose  our  juices  to  putrefaction.  To  say  nothing  of 
juany  beasts  of  prey,  which  live  chiefly  on  putrid  flesh,  and  yet  attain 
a  surprising  age,  I  recollect  having  read,  in  the  narrative  of  some  tra- 
veller, that  a  number  of  people  in  America,  being  compelled  by 
necessity  to  subsist  entirely  on  putrid  beef  which  had  been  long  exposed 
to  the  air,  and  on  the  soup  made  from  it  without  any  salt,  this  wretched 
fare  was  at  first  extremely  disgusting  to  them  ;  but  after  they  had  become 
accustomed  to  it,  they  would  each  eat  a  large  quantity  a  day,  and  grow 
fat  upon  this  diet.     I  would  not  recommend  the  imitation  of  such 

*  Has  not  Uiis  beneficial  union  been  exemplified  in  Dr.  Kitchener,  whose  talents 
for  gastronomical  pursuits  are  only  equalled  by  bis  acquirements  in  medical  sci- 
ence ! — See  his  very  ingenious  and  useful  work,  ^^  The  Cook^s  Oracle  ;^^  4th 
edit  182S. 
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examples ;  but  they  may  serve  to  dispel  the  fears  of  those  who  ima^e 
that  it  is  impossible  to  live  without  implicitly  complying  with  the  di- 
rections of  the  physicians  in  regard  to  diet — directions  which  they 
themselves  take  good  care  not  to  follow.  This  extreme  solicitude  is  as 
ridiculous  as  the  curiosity  of  the  inquisitive  man  in  Athensus,  who 
would  not  touch  a  dish  till  he  was  informed  how  long  it  had  borne  tlie 
name  by  which  it  was  called. 


He  who  would  contemplate  Antiquity  arrayed  in  the  rich  glories  of 
her  happiest  days,  may  visit  her  at  Warwick  Castle.  There  she  sits,  in 
cold  but  queen-like  state — ^^  dead  indeed,  but  not  dethroned :"  like  the 
Venus  de'  Medici,  one  perfect  statue  saved  from  the  wreck  of  all 
around.  He  who  would  see  her  in  her  lowliest  estate — her  limbs  broken 
in  pieces,  and  her  torn  raiment  scattered  in  the  dust — may  explore  the 
sad  and  touching  solitudes  of  Stanton  Harcourt.  There  she  lies — her 
neglected  remains  strewed  about  in  inexpressive  fragments,  speaking, 
like  the  Athenian  marbles,  of  that  alone  which  is  not. 

In  a  remote  and  obscure  comer  of  Oxfordshire,  several  miles  dis- 
tant from  any  public  road,  stand  the  relics  of  what  were  once  the 
proud  towers  and  lordly  halls  of  the  Harcourts.  Visiting  these  relics 
the  other  day,  attracted  thither  by  the  room  where  Pope  used  to  write 
and  study,  I  found  those  halls,  that  once  echoed  to  the  armed  heels  of 
chivalry,  or  whispered  back  the  light  footsteps  of  queens,  now  utterly 
passed  away,  and  the  spot  where  they  stood,  overgrown  with  base 
weeds;  and  those  towei-s,  once  firm  as  the  ground  on  which  they 
rested,  shaking  in  the  wind,  and  their  crumbling  battlements  sinking 
under  the  pressure  of  the  arm  which  I  leant  on  them,  while  gazii^  on 
the  scene  of  desolation  below« 

In  the  midst  of  the  little  village  of  Stanton  Harcourt,  rise,  at  irre- 
gular intervals,  six  lofty  elms — ^seemingly  of  a  preternatural  tallness,  from 
all  the  lower  branches  being  stripped  off  to  the  top,  and  nothing^  lefl 
but  the  stem  and  the  head.  There  they  stand,  bending  despondingly 
over  the  walls  where  they  used  to  wave  proudly,  and  seeming  to  wait 
and  watch  for  the  fulfilment  of  the  motto  which  has  for  ages  graced 
those  banners  that  have  now  for  ever  ceased  to  float  on  the  neigh- 
bouring towers :  "  Le  ban  temps  viemlraJ^^  Alas !  it  was  during  **  Le 
bon  temps^'  that  this  motto  was  adopted,  and  it  is  full  time  to  change 
it.  The  escutcheon  on  which  it  is  emblazoned  is  thrown  aside,  topsy- 
turvy, in  a  corner  of  the  old  gateway,  and  the  banners  on  which  it  can 
no  longer  be  read,  hang  in  tattered  fragments  from  the  walls  and  ceil- 
ing of  the  tomb  where  the  ladies  who  worked  them,  and  the  warriors 
who  fought  under  them,  lie  buried.  Let  it  henceforth  he,  "  Le  boo 
temps  ne  viendra  plus." 

I  remember,  some  four  or  five  years  ago,  when  there  had  been  a 
great  fuss  made  about  the  merits  of  Mr.  Booth  the  actor,  I  crowded 
into  the  pit  of  Drury  Lane,  at  the  risk  of  my  life,  to  see  him  make  his 
first  appearance  in  lago.  Kean  played  Othello.  The  performance 
began,  continued,  and  was  on  the  point  of  ending  with  lago's  final 
exit,  when  suddenly  1  recollected  that  I  had  not  noticed  Mr.  Booth 
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once  daring  the  eveoiog.  I  had,  in  fact,  been  totally  unconscious  of 
his  presence.  Kean  had,  purposely,  extinguished  him.  I  seemed  to 
observe,  too,  that  nearly  the  whole  house  were  affected  in  the  same 
manner :  they  all  came  to  see  Booth,  and  they  went  away  unconscious 
of  any  thing  but  Othello. — I  should  think  that  nearly  the  same  thing 
must  happen  to  all  who  visit  Stanton  Harcourt  for  the  purpose  of  see- 
ing Pope's  room  :  and  I  believe  no  one  ever  visits  it  now  for  any  thing 
else.  The  spirit  of  antiquity  extinguishes  the  spirit  of  modern  life,  of 
which  Pope  was  the  most  perfect  representative  we  have  ever  had. 
At  least  it  was  so  with  me.  Being  in  the  immediate  neighbourhood, 
it  required  no  very  violent  stretch  of  enthusiasm  in  favour  of  Pope,  to 
carry  me  to  the  spot  which  he  loved,  and  studied  in ;  but  it  was  only 
when  J  was  on  the  point  of  going  away,  that  I  remembered  for  what 
purpose  I  had  come. 

Nevertheless,  I  have  thought  more  highly  of  Pope  since  I  visited 
this  spot.  At  the  time  he  made  a  little  obscure  room  in  it  his  chosen 
habitation,  the  whole  had  been  for  many  years  deserted  by  its  owner, 
and  was  only  left  standing  as  a  monument  of  the  olden  time.  But  per- 
haps it  may  be  received  as  only  another  proof  of  the  artificial  nature 
of  Pope's  talents  for  poetry,  that  he  was  obliged  to  betake  himself  to 
the  uninterrupted  silence  and  solitude  of  a  spot  like  this,  before  he  could 
sufficiently  abstract  his  mind  to  fit  it  for  the  task — for  a  task  it  evi- 
dently was  to  him — of  translating  the  father  of  ancient  poetry.  We 
can  easily  conceive  him  turning  an  ode  of  Horace,  as  he  rode  care- 
lessly along  through  Windsor  Park  with  Mr.  Lintot ;  or  inditing  a  satire 
as  he  lay  in  bed  of  a  morning,  while  on  a  visit  to  some  of  his  courtly 
friends.  But  to  enable  him  to  converse  with,  and  interpret  old  Homer — 
the  last  poet  that  ever  lived  with  whom  he  would  spontaneously  feel 
any  natural  sympathy — he  must  well  know  that  it  required  a  more  than 
usual  degree  of  abstraction :  and  he  had  the  good  sense  to  seek  that 
abstraction  where  it  was  most  likely  to  be  found. 

The  room  which  Pope  inhabited  during  two  summers  is  a  very  small 
one,  about  twelve  feet  square,  in  a  tower  which  seems  to  have  occu- 
pied one  corner  of  the  great  court.  The  tower  is  square ;  but  the 
room  is  of  an  octagon  form,  with  four  windows  looking  in  as  many  op- 
posite directions.  The  various  views  from  these  windows  must  have 
been  very  fine  and  impressive  at  that  time  ;  and  they  are  very  interest- 
ing even  now.  Two  of  them  must  have  included  the  various  depart- 
ments of  the  mansion,  then  only  in  a  state  of  incipient  decay ;  the  other 
two  windows  looked  over  the  fine  country  adjacent,  and  the  noble 
grounds  and  gardens  forming  part  of  the  domain.  The  room  stands 
immediately  over  a  little  private  chapel,  of  nearly  the  same  size ;  and 
it  is  gained  by  means  of  a  staircase  so  narrow  as  scarcely  to  admit  of 
one  person  ascending  it,  without  touching  the  walls  on  either  side. 
The  same  staircase  leads  to  the  top  of  the  tower,  from  whence  the 
view  is  still  more  extensive  and  fine.  The  whole  is  of  stone,  and  sur- 
mounted by  a  battlement. 

In  a  description  (intended  to  be  a  ludicrous  one,  but  which  is  very 
dull,  and,  at  the  same  time,  unintelligible,)  which  Pope  gives  of  this 
place,  in  a  letter  to  the  Duke  of  Buckingham^  he  speaks  of  there  being 
no  less  than  twenty-six  apartments  on  the  ground-floor.  Of  these, 
there  remains  not  one  that  can  be  recognised,  except  the  kitchen ;  and 
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the  persons  (dependents  of  the  present  Harcourt  family)  who  ttve  on 
the  spot,  do  not  pretend  to  know  the  site  of  any  of  them,  unless  It  be 
the  Queen^s  Chamber — so  called  from  Elizabeth  of  fiohemia  haTing 
used  it  when  on  a  visit  here — and  the  great  hall.  These  are  now  kitclieo- 
gardens  belonging  to  a  substantial  farmer,  who  rents  the  lands,  &c. 
adjacent.  The  sole  remaining  tower  is  as  I  have  described  it ;  and  the 
kitchen,  which  is  the  only  part  of  the  fabric  bearing  any  resemblance 
to  its  original  state,  may  be  not  inaptly  described  by  what  Pope  said 
of  it  more  than  a  hundred  years  ago : — ^  The  kitchen  is  built  in  form 
of  a  rotunda,  being  one  vast  vault  to  the  top  of  the  house  ;  where  one 
aperture  serves  to  let  out  the  smoke,  and  let  in  the  light.  By  tho 
blackness  of  the  walls,  the  circular  fires,  vast  cauldrons,  yawning 
months  of  ovens  and  furnaces,  you  would  think  it  either  the  forge  of 
Vulcan,  the  cave  of  Polyphcme,  or  the  temple  of  Moloch.^'  He  adds, 
"  the  horror  of  the  place  has  made  such  an  impression  on  the  coontiy 
people,  that  they  believe  the  witches  keep  their  sabbath  here«  &c.^* 
It  was  not  so  when  I  visited  the  spot ;  the  "  country  people"  (domes- 
tics of  the  above-mentioned  farmer)  were  very  industriously  leaning 
over  their  %vashing-tubs,  and  seemed  only  to  wonder  what  couki  have 
brought  a  stranger  out  of  his  way,  to  visit  what  was  to  them  so  al- 
together familiar  a  scene.  They  had  been  accustomed  to  it  in  its  pre- 
sent capacity  for  years,  and  did  not  seem  to  know  that  it  could  ever 
have  been  appropriated  to  any  other  use. 

But  to  me  the  most  interesting  portion  of  this  spot,  not  excepting 
Pope's  room,  is  the  chapel  forming  part  of  the  little  church  adjoining, 
and  which  is  still  used  as  the  parish  church  of  the  village.  Here,sur^ 
rounded  on  all  sides  by  desolation  and  decay,  stands  the  burial-place 
of  the  Harcourts ; — ^gorgeous  with  painted  and  gilded  sculpture,  and 
fresh  as  if  of  yesterday.  "  Who  builds  strongest,  the  mason,  the  ship- 
wright, or  the  carpenter  ?" — Here,  from  the  midst  of  carved  pillars, 
painted  wreaths,  and  gilded  cherubs,  look  forth  the  rude  effigies  of 
*'  Sir  Philip  Harcourt,  and  Anne,  his  wife," — the  last  inhabitants  of 
the  adjoining  halls.  Here,  in  marble  repose,  lies  the  whole-length 
figure  of  Sir  Robert  Harcourt,  armed  cap-d^e^  and  bearing  a  helmet 
perforated  to  represent  the  passage  of  a  musquet  bullet  This  identi- 
fies the  occupier  of  the  tomb  with  the  wearer  of  a  real  helmet,  which, 
together  with  a  tattered  banner,  coronet,  &c.,  hangs  from  the  walls  of 
the  chapel,  and  through  which  there  is  a  similar  perforation.  Final!}', 
here,  among  other  monuments  of  a  like  character  with  the  foregoing, 
is  the  mural  one  bearing  Pope's  epitaph  on  the  son  of  his  friend  Lord 
Chancellor  Harcourt ;  which  may  claim  the  distinction  of  being  the 
worst  he  ever  wrote.  As  it  has  the  sole  merit  of  being  short,  1  insert 
it  here,  to  show  how  very  badly  Pope  could  write,  upon  an  occasion 
when  he  was  called  upon  to  make  something  out  of  nothing. 

"  To  this  sad  shrine,  whoe'er  thou  art,  draw  near, 
If  ever  friend,  if  ever  son  was  dear. 
Here  lies  the  youth  who  never  friend  denied, 
Or  gave  his  father  grief,  but  when  he  died. 
How  vain  is  reason  !  eloquence  how  weak ! 
If  Pope  must  tell  what  Harcourt  cannot  speak. 
Oh  !  let  thy  once  loved  friend  inscribe  thy  stone. 
And  with  a  father's  sorrows  mix  his  own.'* 
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Quitting  this  gayest  portion  of  the  scene  ahout  us  (and  it^  must  iiave 
been  so  even  when  the  whole  was  in  its  glory)  we  hnd  ourselves  in  a 
little  sequestered  ^spot — half  garden,  half  church-yard — containing  the 
grave  of  two  rustic  lovers,  who  were  struck  dead  hy  lightning  in  each 
other's  arms,  at  the  time  Pope  and  Gay  were  on  a  visit  to  Lord  Har- 
court,  at  liis  neighhouring  seat  of  Cockthorpe.  This  interesting  cir- 
cumstance 19  very  prettily  related  in  a  letter  of  Gay's : — ^"  John  He  wet 
was  a  well-set  man  of  ahout  five  and  twenty ;  Sarah  Drew  might  be 
rather  called  comely  than  beautiful,  and  was  about  the  same  age. 
They  had  passed  through  the  various  labours  of  the  year  together, 
with  the  greatest  satisfactiop ;  if  she  milked,  it  was  his  morning 
and  eveidng  care  to  bring  the  cows  to  her  hand;  it  was  but  last 
fair  that  he  brought  her  a  present  of  green  silk  for  her  straw  hat, 
and  the  posy  on  her  silver  ring  was  of  his  choosing.  Their  love 
was  the  talk  of  the  whole  neighbourhood ;  for  scandal  never  affirmed 
that  they  had  any  other  views  than  the  lawful  possession  of  each 
other  in  marriage.  It  was  that  very  morning  that  he  had  obtained  the 
consent  of  her  parents,  and  it  was  but  till  the  next  week  that  they  were 
to  wait  to  be  happy.  Perhaps  in  the  intervals  of  their  work  they  were 
now  talking  of  the  wedding  clothes,  and  John  was  suiting  several  sorts 
of  poppies  and  field  flowers  to  her  complexion,  to  choose  her  a  knot  for 
the  wedding-day.  While  they  were  thus  busied  (it  was  the  last  day  of 
July,  between  two  and  three  in  the  afternoon)  the  clouds  grew  black, 
and  such  a  storm  of  lightning  and  thunder  ensued,  that  all  the  labourers 
made  the  best  of  their  way  to  what  shelter  the  trees  and  hedges  afibrded. 
Sarah  was  frighted,  and  fell  down  in  a  swoon  on  a  heap  of  barley. 
John,  who  never  separated  from  her,  sat  down  by  her  side,  having 
raked  tc^ether  two  or  three  heaps,  the  better  to  secure  her  from  the 
storm.  Immediately  there  was  heard  so  loud  a  crack,  as  if  heaven  had 
split  asunder.  Every  one  was  now  solicitous  for  the  safety  of  his  neigh- 
bour, and  called  to  one  another  throughout  the  field.  No  answer  being 
made  to  those  who  called  to  our  lovers,  they  stepped  to  the  place  where 
they  lay ;  they  perceived  the  barley  all  in  a  smoke,  and  then  spied  the 
faithful  pair :  John  with  one  arm  about  Sarah's  neck,  and  the  other  held 
over  her,  as  to  screen  her  from  the  lightning.  They  were  struck  dead, 
and  stiffened  in  this  tender  posture.  Sarah's  lefl  eyebrow  was  singed, 
and  there  appeared  a  black  spot  on  her  breast ;  her  lover  was  all  over 
black ;  but  not  the  least  signs  of  life  in  either.  Attended  by  their  me- 
lancholy companions,  they  were  conveyed  to  the  town,  and  the  next 
day  were  interred  in  Stanton-Harcourt  church-yard." 

This  is  better  than  twenty  "  Celadon  and  Amelias,"  and  the  event 
it  describes  deserves  a  better  commemoration  than  it  has  met  with  in 
Pope's  epitaph,  engraved  on  a  tablet  in  the  church-wall  opposite  the 
grave  of  the  lovers.  It  is,  in  tWs  case,  the  grave,  and  not  the  epitaph, 
which  consecrates  the  spot ;  and  those  who  do  not  look  upon  it  with 
the  same  reverent  tenderness  that  they  would  feel  on  visiting  the  grave 
of  a  beloved  poet,  are  worshipping  the  name  instead  of  the  thing :  for 
the  one  contains  but  the  ashes  of  the  expounder  of  poetry,  while  the 
other  contains  the  ashes  of  poetry  itself. 

As  I  was  about  to  take  leave  of  this  interesting  spot — Interesting  on 
so  many  accounts — the  chivalrous  associations  with  which  I  had  en- 
tered upon  the  examination  of  it  had  been  nearly  dissipated,  or  dis- 
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placed  bj  the  purely  pastoral  ones  excited  in  me  by  the  recollection  of 
the  above  "  oure  true  story;"  but  the  former  were  brought  back  in 
their  full  force  by  the  sight  of  a  tame  hawk,  which  stood  in  the  path- 
way as  I  was  going  out,  holding  under  his  foot  a  sparrow  wiiich  he  iiad 
just  caught.  In  a  moment  came  streaming  through  the  old  arched 
gateway,  where  I  was  standing,  a  gay  train  of  dames  and  cavaliers,  such 
as  we  see  them  in  Wouvermans^  pictures,  with  hooded  hawks  and 
leashed  hounds,  returning  from  their  inspiring  sport,  to  again  join  in 
the  princely  hospitalities  which  for  ages  graced  the  halls  and  bowers 
of  Stanton  Harcourt 


ENNUU 

Koci  ^axpu.  Ltcophrok. 

Unknown  to  him  alike  lifers  joys,  or  fears, 
Its  graciouB  smiles,  its  jet  more  gracioas  tears. 

It  must  seem  to  foreigners  extraordinary  that  there  should  be  no 
English  term  to  express  a  condition  of  the  mind  to  which,  if  we  may 
credit  the  testimony  of  all  Europe,  Englishmen  are  peculiarly  sub- 
ject : — that  while  the  more  serious  part  of  the  community  are  so  fre- 
quently following  the  example  of 

Jean  Rosbif  ^cuyer 
Qoi  pendit  soi-m^e  pour  se  d^sennnjer, 

and  while  our  listless  men  of  fashion  daily  commit  the  sin  of  suicide  in 
detail,  by  the  waste  of  an  existence  they  cannot  enjoy,  we  should  be 
obliged  to  apply  to  our  neighbours  for  the  loan  of  the  word  ennuL 

Upon  this  point  there  are  two  remarks  to  be  made :  first,  that  Eng- 
land being  a  commercial  nation,  and  a  nation  much  given  to  politics 
and  stock-jobbing,  it  is  very  probable  we  are  not  naiionalfy  so  bad  as 
we  are  represented ;  and  next,  that  our  ennuyh  par  excellence^  the  dan- 
dies, have  done  their  endeavours  to  remedy  the  evil,  by  establishing, 
legitimizing,  and  making  negotiable  the  homespun,  but  fasldonable 
^^  6ore."  It  is  indeed  greatly  to  be  lamented  that  no  writer  of  emi- 
nence should  have  auAorized  this  word,  and  by  giving  it  the  stamp  of 
his  name,  emancipated  the  country  from  such  a  subjection  to  (^^  I  thank 
thee,  Jew,  for  teaching  me  that  word")  its  "  natural  enemies."  Let 
me  therefore  suggest  to  any  purist,  who  may  tremble  to  put  into  print 
for  the  first  time,  a  neologism  which  passes  current  in  every  mouth, 
that  though  the  word  may  not  appear  textually  in  any  writer  of  au- 
thority, yet  it  is  often  to  be  found  substantially  in  whole  pages  of  the 
very  best  of  them. 

It  is  the  more  necessary  that  we  should  be  able  to  ^^  speak  our  minds 
in  plain  English"  on  this  subject,  because  the  thing  itself  is  daily  gain- 
ing ground  in  the  country ;  and  noth withstanding  every  effort  of  the 
taxgatherer  to  remove  from  amongst  us  the  proximate  cause  of  the  dis- 
ease, as  the  doctors  call  it,  yet  the  number  of  people  who  are  ^^boretP^ 
to  death,  and  of  the  "  bores'*^  who  annoy  them,  and  of  the  "  d — d 
horcs^'*  they  have  to  encounter  in  the  business  of  life,  is  hourly  in- 
creasing. 

Pascal  has  described  the  complaint  to  admiration.  "  Celui  est  (says 
he)  une  peine  insupportable  que  de  vivrc  avec  soi,  et  de  pcnser  a  soi : 
ainsi  tout  son  soin  est  de  s^oublier  soi-m^me,  ct  de  laisser  couler  ce 
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temps  si  court,  si  precieux  sans  reflexion.^^  The  ennti^Ms,  in  fact, 
eternally  flying  from  himself  to  externals,  and  he  'is  only  displeased 
D^ith  them,  because  he  attributes  to  them  the  fault  which  is  in  himself. 

But  however  well  Pascal  understood  the  appearances  of  the  disease, 
that  he  was  mistaken  in  attributing  it  to  the  fall  of  man  I  am  the  more 
inclined  to  think,  because,  of  all  mankind,  those  who  bear  the  largest 
portion  of  the  common  curse  pronounced  on  the  species,  and,  in  the 
force  of  the  term,  get  their  bread  in  the  sweat  of  their  brow,  are  the 
least  liable  to  this  afiUction.  Although  there  are  too  many  who  pre- 
fer living  by  the  most  profligate  corruption,  and  who  think  honest  in- 
dustry '^  a  devilish  bore^'*^  yet  I  never  knew  a  single  instance  in  which 
one  of  these  sturdy  beggars  among  the  great  were  obliged  to  buckle 
too,  without  a  speedy  cure  of  his  habitual  ennui. 

It  assuredly  was  a  very  iU-naiured  turn  of  Dame  Nature's  to  force 
this  malady  into  the  company  of  riches  and  pleasures,  and  thus  to 
clamp  the  joys  of  ^'  the  higher  classes  of  society ;''  driving  the  educa- 
ted and  the  noble  to  seek  the  company  of  the  very  lowest  and  worst 
part  of  the  community — ^black-legs,  dog-fighters,  jack<Mnaccako  men, 
cockers,  &c.  &c.  and  compelling  them  to  throw  overboard  their  super- 
fluities in  order  to  lighten  the  vessel,  and  to  dissipate  the  enormous 
wealth,  which  prevents  them  from  enjoying  one  moment  of  satisfaction. 

There  are,  indeed,  who  think  this  distribution  of  Providence  has 
for  its  object  the  equalizing  the  condition  of  the  species,  and  abating 
the  envy  of  the  poor.  But  notwithstanding  the  instance  of  the  French 
epicure,  who,  when  a  mendicant  told  him  he  was  hungry,  replied, 
^^  Ah  !  le  coquin  heureux,  que  je  te  porte  envie,"  I  can  never  consent 
to  put  these  two  cases  upon  an  equality,  nor  be  brought  to  believe 
that  a  ^^  fat  sorrow  and  a  lean  one''  are  quite  on  a  par.  Enniit,  it  is 
true,  drove  Alexander  the  Great  to  India,  and  Poverty  has  oflen  sent 
a  vast  many  persons  to  the  same  place,  which  in  both  instances  has 
produced  a  great  deal  of  bloodshed  and  robbery : — and  so  far  things 
are  pretty  much  on  the  square.  But  who  ever  heard  of  Poverty's 
making  a  man  get  tipsy  with  his  mistress  and  set  fire  to  Persepolis  7 
Who  ever  knew  Poverty  offer  a  reward  for  the  discovery  of  new 
pleasures?  Was  Poverty  ever  reduced  to  kill  flies?  or  (coming  nearer 
to  home)  did  Poverty  ever  make  a  man  walk  a  thousand  miles  in  a 
thousand  hours,  or  ride  1 50  miles,  walk  twenty,  and  kill  forty  brace 
of  birds,  alt  within  the  narrow  compass  of  one  natural  day  ? 

"  Aurum  (says  Horace)  permmpere  amat  saxa :"  but  though  many 
an  honest  fellow  is  glad  to  get  his  living  by  breaking  stones,  I  never 
heard  of  one  poor  enough  to  take  a  pleasure  in  the  operation. 

Bene  est  cui  Deus  obtulit 

Parca  quod  satis  est  manu, — 

The  poor  have  the  best  of  it.  ^^  Potemkin,  first  minister  of  Russia, 
the  favourite  of  his  sovereign,  covered  with  glory,  loaded  with  riches 
and  ribands,  and  sated  with  pleasures,  was  disgusted  with  every 
thing,  because  he  had  enjoyed  every  thing.  On  one  day,  he  envied 
the  peaceable  dignity  of  a  bishop,  and  lefl  his  ministerial  concerns  to 
embark  in  the  disputes  of  the  Greek  church ;  on  another,  he  sighed 
for  retirement  and  monkish  tranquillity.  Then  again,  he  formed  pro- 
jects for  making  himself  Duke  of  Courland,  or  King  of  Poland.    In 
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the  boflom  of  peace  he  meditated  war,  aDd  in  the  camp  his  whole  de- 
sire was  peace.  Fatigued  with  hoDOors,  jet  jealous  of  rivals,  be  wa« 
always  ^  bored'  with  what  he  did,  and  always  regretted  what  he  did 
not  attempt."* 

What  a  picture  i  Can  workhouses  and  hospitals  afford  its  equal  ? 
^^  Con  do  na  eo$a  cAe,"  (as  the  Italians  with  a  laconic  brevity  ex- 
press themselyes)  that  all  the  world  complains  of  cnniii,  all  the  world, 
nevertheless,  envies  the  unfortunate  fortnnates  who  are  the  most  sub- 
ject to  the  malady.  The  reason  is  obvious :  all  the  world  can  see  the 
glittering  of  the  star,  but  none  but  the  owner  can  know  the  dreary  soli- 
tude of  Sie  heart  that  beats  under  it.  Those  who  go  but  ^^  once  in  a 
way"  to  a  play  or  an  opera,  dine  only  now  and  then  well  at  a  lord 
mayor's  feast,  or  visit  the  Park  only  on  some  very  fine  Sunday,  have 
no  conception  of  the  ^^  bore"  of  faring  sumptuously  every  day,  or  of  tiie 
ennui  of  being  forced  to  listen  night  after  night  to  the  same  music 
They  see  not  the  two  demons  of  bile  and  calomel  drugging  the  vo- 
luptuary's malachatauni  soup  with  insipidity ;  they  know  not  the  dis- 
gust of  ^^  that  eternal  bore — ^the  eternal  Rotten-row." 

To  endure  ennui  well,  it  requires  to  be  bred  to  the  trade.  Tiie 
most  intolerably  ^^  bored"  of  all  ennuyes  are  the  nouvtaux  riches.  When 
the  snug  warm  citizen  realizes  his  gains,  and,  lod^g  his  plumb  se- 
curely in  the  stocks,  retires  to  ease  and  rurality,  he  at  once  becomes 
the  most  wretched  of  human  beings ;  and,  unless  his  cide:vatU  clerks 
and  successors  let  liim  sometimes  into  their  counting-house,  to  inspect 
their  balance,  or  he  can  contrive  to  slip  into  town  and  ^  see  how 
tilings  are  going  on  upon  'Change,"  'tis  ten  to  one  that  in  the  first 
twelvemonth  he  joins  his  carp  in  liis  own  fish-pond,  or  hangs  himself 
up  under  the  shade  of  his  own  horse-chestnut.  Thus  it  comes  to  pass, 
that  to  endure  ennui  is  a  mark  of  dignity  ;  and  though  it  is  no  longer 
the  fashion  to  be  ^^  gentlemanlike  and  melancholy,"  yet  eternal  listi^s- 
uess  and  yawning  are  affected  as  the  supreme  ^  bon  ion*^  of  the  su- 
preme ^^  bon  genre  .*"  and  every  social  affection,  every  human  passion 
Is  discarded,  in  order  to  arrive  at  that  pitch  of  selfishness,  necessary  to 
be  perfectly  ^  bored."    For  Delille  has  well  observed  of  the  egotist, 

^'  Le  moi  de  lui  fait  Ic  centre  da  monde, 
Mais  il  en  fuit  le  tourmcnt  et  Pennui.^^ 

Upon  this  subject  of  ennui  much  remains  to  be  said :  but  ^^  malheur 
a  lui  qui  dit  tout  ce  qu'il  S9ait." 

"  L'*art  d^ennuyer  est  Part  de  tout  dire  ;" 
and,  though  writing  exprofesso  on  the  theme,  that  is  not  a  su/icient 
reason  for  "  boring"  the  readers  of  the  New  Monthly,  being  myself  the 
great  sublime  I  draw.     So  without  farther  ceremony  "  non  verbum 
amplius  addam.'*'*  M. 

*  Segur,  Galerie  Morale. 
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mortality of  the  ancients  vrorthy  em- 
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Alibret,  imitation  of,  283. 
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English,  ib.  213— the  rival  ones,  213 
— Elderton  and  Delone,  214— Lilli- 
buUero,  and  similar  ballads,  215 — 
patronized  by  the  wits  of  Anne^s  reign, 
216— Lord  Bolingbroke^s  Clara,  217. 

Baik-clerk  and  stable-keepers,  the,  131. 
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Belshazsar,  review  ofMilman^s,  49 — 
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Billaut  (M.  Adam),  his  drinking  song, 
139. 
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at,  518. 
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Bushe  (Mr.),  sketch  of  his  forensic  ca- 
reer, 289. 
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Cadalso,  Anacreontic  from,  34. 

Campaigns  of  a  Comet,  27,  556. 

Campbell  (T.)  song  by,  81— ditto,  91— 
ditto,  199— of  the  Greeks,  451. 

Candle,  the  miracul6us,  82. 

Caprice,  107. 
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Chess,  on  the  game  of,  125,  315. 
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Comedies,  Alfieri^s  political,  265,  334. 
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Coppet,  account  of,  329 — ^Madame  de 
StaePs  dislike  of  country  life,  ib. — ob- 
servations on  her  works  and  charac- 
ter, 330  to  333. 
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tial described,  ib. — the  Pyrennees,  29 
— Bayonue,  30 — Tarbcs,  31— charge 
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trj ,  306— rural  (ete  described^  ^7, 
308-^mptine88  of  London^  43^,-r- 
club-houaes,  437 — cotintry  residences, 
438,439— «ountj  dinners,  440,  441 
— epigram  on  a  Hoaie  of  Coaunona 
orator,  442. 

Cozening  Cousins  and  caustic  Compli- 
ments, 508. 

Cupid  and  Time,  495. 
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Dedicatee,  adyertisement  for  one,  381. 

l>e  Stael,  anecdote  of  Madame,  537. 

Devil,  and  the  Nuns,  the,  314— how  to 
see  the,  435« 

Dialogues  of  the  dead,  140— Johnson, 
Savage,  and  Goldsmith,  141 — ^tbe 
Scotch  novels,  142 — ^modern  poets, 
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Wilkie^s  models  for  his  pictures,  290 
—the  rent-day,  221— the  blacksmith 
of  Antwerp,  222. 

Dinner,  the,  278. 

Earth's  Missioner,  205. 

English  baUadrsingers,  212. 
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480. 
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eye,  63,  64. 

F 

Fair  Sophist,  the,  496. 

Farmer  and  Counsellor,  the,  252. 
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Greeks,  song  of  the,  451. 
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415— the  aimablt  dt  ban  torn,  i(. — the 
lettered  one,  416 — ^the  sportinf  one, 
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Grimm's  Ghost,  537 — roiecdote  of  Ma- 
dame de  Stael,  ib» — ^new  place  of  in- 
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Flight,  54GC— epitaph  on,t6. — inscr^ 
tion  over  the  stone  of  Phoebe  Las- 
celles,  541. 

Guido  Cavalcanti,  account  of^  1 — bora 
at  Bologna,  2 — ^his  character,  5 — let- 
ter of  Lorenzo  de'  Medici  respect- 
ing, 8. 

rl 

Happiness,  female,  chances  o<^  284. 

Mead,  advantages  of  having  none,  108. 

seven  ages  of,  461. 

Helen,  lines  on  the  death  of,  211. 

How  to  see  the  Devil,  434. 

Hypochondriacs,  470— symptoms  ciHtax 
complaint,  470, 471 — a  Northamptoo- 
shire  one,  471 — his  fancied  com- 
plaints, 472 — dinner  with  turn,  473— 
his  books,  t&. — ^his  opinion  of  matri- 
mony, 474 — ^love  of  peptic  pcecepts, 
475. 

I 

Interludes  of  the  Spanish  theatre,  on  the, 
549— Los  Huebos,  or  the  %gs,  550— 
La  Cueva,  or  the  Cradle,  551 — the 
comedy  of  Isidore,  553 — ^Los  Romanos 
and  the  Hospital  for  Fools,  554. 

Irish,  bridal  customs  of  the,  185. 

Italian  Opera,  the,  224 — awkward  sito- 
ation  of  a  novice  at,  ib, — causes  of 
the  rage  for  it,  225— mode  of  estab- 
lishment, ib, — Byron's  satire  against, 
226 — ^musical  predilections,  iby — man- 
agement of,  at  home,  227 — on  the 
Continent,  ib. — egotism  of  Vestris, 
228— efiect  of  complicated  music,  238, 
229 — a  crowded  night  at,  229 — ^lofty 
pretensions  and  negotiations  of,  330 — 
a  good  place  to  study  life,  ib, 

Italy,  lines  on,  333. 


Last  of  the  Pigtails,  the,  242. 

Laughter,  the  wisdom  of,  457— causes  of 
the  laughter  of  Democritus,  458— dif- 
ferent species  of  Langhttf,  459 — a 
steam-boat  conversation,  460 — Scar- 
ron's  exclamation  on  his  death-bed,  ib. 

Letters  on  England,  145 — ^the  English 
Drama,  ib,  to  151— on  Ikiglish  actors. 
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453— KeMI,  463r-lKas  O'Neill,  td.— 
C.  Kemble  and  Young,  455. 
Letters  on  a  tour  in  8witzerlandy21, 

133,  246.,  310. 
Liar,  the^  165. 

Lines  on  the  death  o£  Helen,  211. 
liiterary  recollections  of  London^  118 — 
Lord  lluflseirs  execution  in  Lmcoln^s 
Inn-square,   1 19-— Button's,    120 — 
Will's,  121— Dryden's  House,  «6.— 
the  Parks,  id.— Literary  Trio,  426.. 
London  and  the  t^ountry,  273 — superi- 
ority  of  London   acknowledged  by 
Johnson,  273 — sameness  of  country 
.  life,  274^-country  sports,  275— Lon- 
don the  seat  of  charity,  276 — ^inde- 
pendence of  London,  277 — ^a  Sabbath 
in,  502 — ^passage  to  Dover,  ih. — ^re- 
fleqtions  on  arriTing  in  London,  503 — 
misses  his  surgical  friend,  504 — ram- 
ble to  Regent's  park,  505— the  resi- 
dence of  Foscolo,  506— St.  Martin's 
church,  lb.  507. 
Louvre,  the,  in  1822,  462— Hall  of  the 
Centaur,  464 — colossal  bust  of  Rome, 
465 — the    Centaur,  tfr.— the    Venus 
Victrix,    466— the   gladiator,  467— 
the  return,  &c.  468,  469. 
I-ove   (de  I'Amour),  review  of,  423— 
different  varieties  of  love,  424— emo- 
tions caused  by,  425 — durations  of 
different  epochs  oi;  426— female  au- 
thors, 427— of  a  rival  in,  428 — cen- 
sures on  English  literature,   by  the 
author,  429 — incident  respecting  jeal- 
ousy, 430. 
Love,  parted,  124. 

M 
Madrigal  to  Apollo,  272.  I 

Marriage  act,  the  new,  360* 
May,  stanzas  to,  96. 
Msecenas,  his  villa,  494. 
Memoirs  of  Goethe,  review  of,  521. 
Mayor  of  Miroblais,  the,  389. 
Miser's  will,  the,  223. 
Miseries  of  reality,  391-^ecline  of  the 
empire  of  imagination,  ib. — ancient 
traditions  have  lost  their  effects,  393 
— a  Catholic  church  a  vulgar  thing, 
ib. — ^Rousseau's  Hermitage  a  mean 
place,  ib, — all  become  known  and 
real,  "and  the  enkpire  of  fiction  no 
more,  394. 
Missioner,  Earth's,  a  fragment,  205. 
Modem  Pilgrimages,  329,  VI,— ^91,  VII. 
Mount  Rhadamanth,  account  o^  539. 

N 
Napoleon  in^  exile,  178— opinions  re- 
specting Napoleon,  179 — domestic  de- 
tails of,  at  St.  Helena,  ib, — ^his  bed- 
room, 180 — ^his  own  character,  181 — 
his  account  of  the  execution  of  the 
Turks  at  Jaffa,  182— of  libels  on  him- 
self, ib of  the  Duke  d'Enghein,  183 

— ^hia  opinion  of  Russia,  ib, — ^her  de 


signs,  184— superiority  of  Napolcen 
in  talent  to  those  composing  the  Holy 
Alliance,  185. 
Nigel,  Fortunes  oi;  reviewed,  77— an 
unequal  production  of  the  author's, 
78 — ^advantages  of  which  the  anthor 
mi^t  have  availed  himself,.  7>— 
King  James  the  most  finished  charac- 
ter in,,  80. 
Nonsense,  tiie  advanta§pes  of,  542. 

O 
Old  age,  347. 

One-handed  fiute-player,  the,  369. 
Opera,  the  Italian,  224. 
Oxford,  a  summer's  day  at,  321— Ibe 
Mitre,  ib. — general  description  of  the 
collies,.  322— the  Maudlin,  tfr.— the 
water-walk  of  Magdalen,  323— the 
Botanic  Garden,  324— view  of  the 
different  edifices  at,  t6.— All  Souls, 
325,  326— Gontinaed^  476. 
P 
Pananti,  epigram  of;  60,  64,  151. 
Parson  at  fault,  the,  521. 
Parted  love,  124. 
Petrarch,  sonnet  of,..171. 
Peter  Pindarics,  9,  130,  251,  327,  399, 
519— -the  auctioneer  and  lawjrer,  9 — 
the  gouty  merchant  and  stranger,  11 
—the  fat  actor  and  rustic,  130— the 
bank-clerk  and.  the  stable-keepers, 
131 — Piron  amd  the  judge  of  police, 
251 — ^farmer  and  counsellor,  252 — 
the  collegian  and  porter,  ^7 — the 
Mayor  of  Miroblais,  399— Rabelais 
and  the   lampreys,  400— The   biter 
bit,  519— the  parson  at  fault,  521. 
Philip  II.  and  Prince  Carlos  of  Spain, 

231,  252. 
Physician,  the,  No.  1.234— No.  II.  362. 

No.  m.  563. 
Pigtails,  the  last  of  the,  242. 
Pilgrimages,  modem,  92,  329,  491. 
Piron  and  the  judge  of  police,  251. 
Plato,  republic  of,  69,  152* 
Players  in  Paris,  English,  259. 
Pleasures  of  the  table,  on  the^  206. 
Plunket  (Mr.),  sketch  of  him,  97. 
Poetry  of  pleading,  200 — lyric  of  Tasso, 
373— of  flowers,  401. 


of  life,  the,  161. 


Poetry:  Peter  Pindarics,  9,  130)  251, 
327,  399,  519^Anacreontic  from  Ca- 
dalso,  34 — ^love  and  folly,  47— epi- 
grams of  Pananti,  60,  64,  151 — song 
to  Mary,  76 — ^the  miraculous  candle, 
82 — on  being  shown  some  beautiful 
specimens  of  ornamental  porcel^, 
83— song,  by  T.  Campbell,  91— May, 
lines  to,  96 — to  the  harvest  moon,  106 
— Caprice,  107 — second  sight,  116 — 
parted  love,  124 — drinking  song,  139 
— ^the  vision,  160 — sonnet  from  Zanot- 
ti,  164— of  Petrarch,  171— AdelgiUia, 
199— Earth's  Missioner,  205— on  the 
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deafli  of  Belen,  211— «oiig;,  217—- ttie 
miser^B  will,  224 — song;,  236— the  n- 
lent  river,  237,    343— flotmet,  253~ 

^  madrigftl,  272 — ^the  dinner,  278 — ^to 
Zephyr,  279— the  kiss,  28^— stanzas, 
288— epigrams,  t6. — ^the  Deyil  and 
the  nnns^  315— Italy,  333— ^stanzas 
by  Lord  £.  Fitzgerald,  351— stanzas, 
359 — the  new  marriage  act,  360 — 
sonnet,  386 — how  to  see  the  Devil, 
434 — Bongofthe  Greeks,  451 — stan- 
zas, 469 — sonnets  from  Petrarch,  475 
— on  a  pretty  but  poor  girl  going  to 
a  rout,  479— epigrams,  &c.  480— fcu- 
pid  and  time,  495 — the  literary  trio, 
496 — the  fair  Sophist,  t6.— on  viBiting 
an  armoury,  t6. — song,  507 — sonnet, 
641 — stanzas,  548— on  seeing  a  tomb 
adorned  with  angels  weeping,  554 — 
sonnet,  576. 

Political  comedies,  Alfieri^s,  265,  334. 

Pope^s  room  at  Stanton  Harconit,  570. 

Porcelain,  on  being  shown  some  speci- 
mens of,  83. 

Pothien-StiU-Wake,  the,  442. 

^Prentices,  the  London,  172. 
R 

Rabelais  and  the  Lampreys,  400. 

Reality,  miseries  of,  391. 

Recollections  of  London,  literary,  118. 

Republic  of  Plato,  69,  152. 

Reviews :  Belshazzar,  49— Bracebridge- 
hall,  65— the  Fortunes  of  Nigel,  77— 
Napoleon  in  exile,  178— de  rAmour, 
42$— Les  V^pres  Siciliennes,  385, 
497— Memoirs  of  Gk>ethe,  521. 

River,  the  silent,  237,  343. 

Rose-bud,  the,  from  Goethe,  309. 
S 

Sabbath  in  London,  502. 

St.  Foix^s  letters  on  England,  145,  452. 

St.  Michan's,  vaults  of,  395. 

Satirists  of  women,  284. 

Second  sight,  116. 

Select  society,  or  a  week  at  Worthing, 
431. 

Silent  river,  237,  343. 

Sketches  of  the  Irish  Bar,  97,  289,  481. 

Sleep,  on,  362. 

Social  grievances,  412. 

Songs :  to  Mary,  76 — by  T.  Campbell, 
81 -drinking  ones,  from  the  French, 
139,  217,  236-t>f  the  Greeks,  451, 
507. 

Sonnets :  to  the  harvest-moon,  106 — ^the 
vision,  160 — ^from  Zanotti,  164— of 
Petrarch,  171— sonnet,  253,  368— 
from  Petrarch,  475. 

Soracte,  account  of^  492. 

Spaniah  theatre,  on  the  interludes  ol^ 
549. 

Stanton  Harcourt,  account  of,  571. 

Stanzas,  supposed  by  Lord  £•  Fitzgerald, 


351— others,    359— for  unaic,   4«, 
541,548. 

Still-wake,  the  Pothien,  442. 

Summer^s  day  at  Oxford,  321,  476. 

Switzerland,  letters  on  a  tour  in,  2I4 
133,  246,  310— description  of  Cha- 
mouni,  21 — ^Lord  Guilford^s  purchase 
at  the  T4te  Noire,  22— Martigny,  24 
—Great  St.  Bernard,  25— monaMeiy 
of  St.  Bernard,  133  rtvennesof,  136 
— Vevai,  136,  137— Peslaloai,  246 
—lake  of  Neofchatel,  248— La  NeoP 
ville,  250— Berne,  310. 
T 

Table  Talk,  No.  V.  528— on  the  con- 
versation of  authors,  tfr.— character  of 
authors,  528,  529— .different  powers  of 
mind,  531 — conversation  of  aotlun, 
the  best  existing,  532— why,  t&.  533 
-faults  of,  534,  535,  536. 

Table,  on  the  pleasures  of  the,  206— 
children  gluttons,  ib.— eariy  ftelioff 
respecting  eating,  207— rtd  Edwsid 
the  butier,  t5.— an  ardkbi^ap^i  din- 
ner, 208— the  Czar  Vladmur  a  lover 
of  the  table,  210. 

Talma,  account  of  an  interriew  wifli, 
12— his  recitation  of  HamletH  ^soltltf- 
quy,  15 — his  acquaintance  trifii  Bo- 
naparte, 17. 

Tasso,  the  lyric  poetry  oi;  373— «tste  of 
Italian  literature  in  the  time  o<;  374— 
Mr.  Mathias^  odes,  t6.— character  of 
Tasso^  shorter  pieces,  375— speci- 
mens, 376,  377 — ^love  pieces,  t*. 
— ^misfortunes  of  Tasso,  378— his  con- 
nexion with  the  Princes  of  Este,  »6.— 
his  lines  to  Renata,  379. 

Tivoli,  account  of,  493. 

Tomb,  on  seeing  one  adocned  with  an- 
gels weeping  555. 

Tour  in  Switzerland,  letters  00, 2K  133. 
246, 310. 

Tourist,  journal  of  a,  280. 

Tours,  letters  from,  19. 

Traveller  at  home,  the,  418. 
V 

Vaults  of  St.  MichaB%  account  of;  396 
— ^preserving  power  of,  397 — the  two 
Sheareses,  396. 

V^res  Siciliennes,  a  tragedy,  385, 497. 

Villegas,  Don  Manuel  di,  his  venes  to 
Zephyr,  279. 

Visiting  an  old  armoury,  lines  on,  496. 

Wies,  essay  on,  44. 

Wilkie,  his  mode  of  painting,  219. 
Wisdom  of  laughter,  the,  457. 
Women,  satirists  of,  284. 
Worthing,  select  society,  or  a  week  at, 
43L 

Z 
Zanotti,  sonnet  of,  164. 
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CUMMINGS  &  BILLIARD, 

No.  1,  Corhhill; 
A  KEW  AND  MUCH  IMPROVED  EDITION 

OF 

THE  UNIVERSAL  GAZETTEER. 

Extracts  from  Reviews  of  the  First  Edition. 

In  our  appreheDsion,  the  preference  of  this  CJazettcer  oyer  former  works  of  the 
fAme  nature,  consists  in  six  particulars.  1.  It  is  far  more  complete  in  the  list  of 
j.laces,  than  any  former  Gazetteer.  2.  It  is  the  proper  medium  between  too  much 
difluseness  and  too  much  brevity.  3.  It  is  furnished  with,  an  appendix  of  very 
useful  matter.  4.  The  plan  of  uniting  ancient  and  sacred  Geoi^phy,  so  far  at 
the  work  would  allow,  is  an  improvement  upon  the  plan  of  former  Gazetteers, 
which  will  be  grateful  to  every  student  of  sacred  and  profane  history.  5.  The 
account  of  the  United  States,  and  of  America  generally,  is  far  more  complete, 
til  an  any  which  we  have  hitherto  had.  6.  This  Gazetteer  has  a  decided  prefer- 
ence over  all  others  in  point  of  type  work,  and  paper. — Panoplut, 

'VVe  do  not  wish  to  dwell  upon  these  small  defects,  because  we  have  not  tune 
^M  the  other  hand  to  point  out  its  merits,  which  certainly  preponderate.  It  con- 
tains a  great  mass  of  information,  digested  in  a  very  compact  form,  and  stated 
generally  with  precision  and  accuracy. — J^orth  Anurican  Jitview. 

A  work  like  this,  executed  with  intelligence,  industry,  and  care,  was  much  want- 
re! ,  and  we  are  happy  to  express  our  conviction  that  Mr.  Worcester  has  united 
tliese  qualities  in  a  very  remarkable  manner.  The  work  is  neatly  executed,  and 
in  every  way,  in  our  opinion,  far  preferable  to  any  other  that  we  hanre  seen.— 
AV/ci'  KegUttT^ 

Extract  from,  the  preface  of  new  edition. 
At  the  time  when  the  first  edition  of  this  Gazetteer  was  prepared,  the  author 
\\  as  not  in  possession  of  such  materials  as  enabled  him  to  execute  it  in  a  manner 
satisfactory  to  himself.  It  was,  however,  received  with  a  greater  degree  of  indul- 
reiice  than  he  was  authorized  to  expect.  Since  that  time  his  attention  has  been 
'directed  towards  its  improvement,  and  the  state  in  which  it  now  appears,  will, 
nn  he  hopes,  be  found  less  unworthy  of  the  public  approbation.  Having  possessed 
lilmself  of  various  sources  of  information,  he  has  gone  through  a  laborious  revi- 
sion of  the  whole,  has  written  anew  almost  all  the  principal  articles,  and  given  to 
the  work  a  more  regular  and  systematic  form.  A  great  mass  of  new  and  impor- 
tant matter  has  been  incorporated,  careful  attention  has  been  paid  to  the  present 
political  divisions  of  the  globe,  and  the  population  and  statistics  of  the  different 
parts  have^been  given  from  the  most  recent  and  authentic  sources.  The  object 
has  been  to  collect  a  complete  body  of  geographical  and  statistical  knowledge,  and- 
to  digest  it  in  the  most  concise  and  convenient  form.  The  quantity  of  matter 
rom  prised  in  the  present  edition,  is  much  greater  than  in  proportion  to  the  increas- 
1(1  dize  of  the  book.  This  has  been  effected  in  part  by  using  a  type  a  little  smaller 
than  the  one  on  which  the  first  edition  was  printed,  and  in  part  by  improving  upon 
.he  plan  of  condensation,  and  excluding  every  thing  superfluous.  Much  informa- 
«on  is  given  in  a  tabular  form  in  the  body  of  the  work,  as  well  as  in  the  Appendix 
it  the  end. 

Care  has  been  tAken  to  render  the  work  useful  to  different  descriptions  of  per- 
sons, the  merchant,  the  scholar,  and  the  general  reader.  Particular  attention  has 
been  bestowed  on  the  commercial  products  and  resources  of  different  coimtries, 
the  political  condition,  state  of  society,  and  religion ;  also  upon  literary  institutions, 
missionary  stations,  and  objects  of  interesting  inquiry  and  cariosity,  both  natural 
and  artificial. 
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